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T was Christmas Eve, T remember it just as it it
was vestenday,  The Colonel had been pretend-
g not 1o norice it, but when Drinkwater Tonn®
kuocked over both the great candlesricks, and in his
attemmpt to pir.:k them Ly lurched over himselt and el
sprawling on the Hoor, be yelled at hin, Torm pulled
himselt rogether, and began an explanation, in which
the point was that he bad not *weehed o dmp in Gord
knows how long,” but the Colonel cut him short,
“Get out of the room, vou drunken vagabond!”
he roared.
Torm was deeply ofiended.  He mude o low, grand
bow, and with as much dignity as his unsteady con-

® This spelling is used beeause he was called © Torm ™ until 1t besams bis
[ARTeirs
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ditien would admit, marched very statelily from the
roonn, and passing out through the dining-room, where
he stopped to abstract only one more drink from the
long, heavy, cut-glass decanter on the sideboard, me-
andered te his houze in the back-yard. where he pro-
ceeded to talk religion to Charity, his wite, as he always
did when he was particularly drunk.  He was expound-
ing the vision of the golden candlestick, and the bowl
and seven hlmp‘s and two olive-trecs, when he el
asleep.

The roarer, a5 has beenn said, was the Colonel; the
meanderer was Drinkwater Torm,  The Colonel gave
hirn the name, * because,” he said, “if he were to dnnk
water once he would die”

As Dvinkwater closed the door, the Colenel con-
tinued, ficrecly:

“Damme, Polly, 1 willl  TI1 sell him to-morrow
morning; and it T can’t sell him 11 give him away.”

Polly, with troubled great dark eyes, was wheedling
him vigorously.

“Noi 1 tell you, I'll sell him—Misery in his
back ! the mischief ! he's a drunken, trifling, good-
for-nothing nigger! and [ have swomn to sell bim a
thousand—yes, ten thousand times; and now Tl have

to do it ta keep my word.”



