
THE LAST CHAPTER

from the false ghtter of the Money Market,where h» exploits of three years backwere already forgotten, untroubled by thethousand whispers of spiteful tongue^ MrHorat.0 Slygne reclined in a deck-chair!
The chcfang fans of a great palm treemoved above his head and^ooed^^ the oft

o!^Sn* L\ °""**''' "'''« """cocting aoocktaU with the same skill which he hadm former and forgotten days, compiled a
prospectuft ^

Mr Slygne, who looked much younger than

t^ °"1 *^"^ y*^ "g"' ^^ <Ae longbubbhng glass from the salver. Blaberbowed and retired.

How pleasant it was to sit thus on theverandah of the luxurious bungalow, caringno longer about closing prices, recking
nothing of bull and bear alike.
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