August, 1900)

and glasses, drew up two great chairs that
lodged us lovingly like the embracing arms
of & mother—and we scttled ourselves for a
long intimate ¢alk,

And how we talked! Of all things, vague
and tangible, the ideal and the real, the rush
of action and the calm of contemplation ;
but of that which lay heavily on our hearts
we gave no utterance, A profonnd
panse sueh as happens ouly when the
atmosphere is suorcharged with intensest
sympathy ; a panse, when the finger of one
18 laid npon the heart throbs of the other—
such a pause fell uponus. Tt was a supreme
moment, fathemless and solemn. We heard
the ticking of our watches, the dull rumble
of life in the street. The Professor's kind
eyes rested on mine, “ Robert ig
dead,” he said, “yon know i, T feel that
you do.”

“Yes,” I answered, “ tell me of his life.
We drifted apart after his marriage. 1T
cannot think of him as dead; so rarely
equipped was he in mind and charactoer, so
buoyant and brilliant.”

“Ah,” sighed the Professor, * Robert
Colton died in the flesh to-day, but Robert
Colton died in the spirit just nine years
ago.”

“ What do you mean 7" I gasped.

“I mean {hat in one life there is more
than one death. Believe me, there are
diseases of the spirit, more acute, more
subtle, more insidious, more irapossible of
help than all the ills of mortal flesh. Have
you never heard of a starved soul dying
within a living body? Colton, to diagnose
him psychologically, died of canker of the
soul. I know, I saw it in his face. Fe had
the look of a thirsty man seeing water
always, tasting it never. That look of
unsatisfied, gnawing unvest, of secret con-
suming fever, A breathing body bearing in
its frame the corpse of a soul. He was that
uncanny thing, a haunted human honse.”

“ Langley, you must tell meall. I cannot
follow you. The conditions of his life
seemed perfectly adjusted to the rounding of
a brilliant literary carcer. Talented, imbued
with ambitious euergy, and rich beyoud all
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thought of material responsibilitios, what
was the canleer ?”

“My boy,” he ausweved, “it’s a long
story, the stovy of alife. I know it in all
its complexities. Its oponing promise and
closing chaos. Tt is infinitely sad,  Tho
desperato conflict of the Bgo: the spiritnal
defeated, yob over combating the material,
The doadly oncroachment of environment
that by persistent infresion averpowers the
most exalted atms and slays the most acdont
hopes. Fatalists call it the tyranny of
circumstances, and in Colton’s ense wo seo
its despotism,”

“Why this discord? T don't see how
Colton pgot into the wrong niche, Wo
expected splendid work from his pen; yot I
never heard of him, except casually, as an
ordinarily snccessful man.”

* That is just it.
niche carcfully enough, but the arm of
Destiny swooped down and lifted him bodily
ont of it.  Like St. Paal, he was anhorsed.”

The Profgssor settlod himscll more com-
fortably in his chair, and began his story.

“You remember,” he said, *that at
collego Colton ranked ns o man of fine
mentality, possessing distinct litorary ability
with the half-philosophical, half-poetienl
ternperament that accomprnies it ludowed
with sound literary jadgment and n eritienl
faculty, which, if carcfully narturced, wonld
have placed him among the foremost essayists
of our time. IHis carliest writings showed the
finish of a mind not immature; they were
digtinguish.d by a style lucid, brilliant and
perfectly polished. In a word, I dotected
the glowing promise of & Walter Pater, His
prose gemmed with flashes of poetic fancy,
his poems dowered with abuadant though,
I watched his unfolding with the pride of a
father, and rejoiced that be wonld be
perwmitted ¢ to sing to the Muses and le! the
world go by’ Here is one, thought T, who
may sit in velvet case and gently woo his
Art, who may live on a purely ideal plane
free from the sickening concerns and sordid
cares of life, who may give himself up to the
laxurious indulgeuce of his inelination,”

“¥hat bappened P T asked, “He wag

He eavved his special



