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B ac k F r om Th e Br n k
The Story of a Man's A wakening in Time to Save His Honour

~EIGHT, o'clock of a raw December night. Itwas coid, flot with the bracing bitterness
one associates with the Christmas month,
but witli the disagreeable, clammy, semi-

congeaied d'àmpness belonging, according to ail the
traditions of the northern temperate zone, to the
beginning of Nôvember and the end of March.

In the snug bachelor's ýsitting room of Suite No. 8
of the fa8hionable Belvidere Apartments, a giowing
grate fire sent its cheery rays abroad. One would
have been justified in surmising that, -to be seated
on such a night, in such a room, before such a fire,
would have been sufficient reason to breed a sweet
content in the bosom of the mian who haif sat, and
haif lay, in a huge armchair drawn up before the
fire.

Yet such was nat the case, for it is a well-known
fact that content is a matter largely of the mind;
and the mind of Mr. Henry Arthur Johnston was
disturbed by vague -misgivings..

A long time he lounged there, motîoniess. His
face, though beginning to show the marks of con-
stant dissipation, stili retained a youthfui cast, and
fio one would have credited him with more than
the twenty-six years which he admitted his age
ta be.

Just now lis face is very thoughtful. It is an
expression that sits welI upan his clear-cut features
and his square forehead, the white temples of which
gleam through a thinning crop of closely-cut dark
hair.

At length lie shifted his position siightly, and
taking an unlighted cigar from between, bis lips,
miused, haif aloud, "It's a rotten life, after ail, empty
of anything worth while."

H1e drew himself into a sitting posture and
glanced around the room.

"Lots of luxury," he niuttered, "plenty of style,
friends, wine, women and song to no end, every-
thing ta muake if e pass quickly and pleasantly-
everything-except real manhood as one used to
think of it."

H1e reiapsed again into lis lounging attitude, and,
with his cigar clasped stili unlighted between his
fingers, gave himiself up ta a reverie.

H1e saw himself as he was eight years, aga, when
he entered college, an ardent youth,
bis mind filled with the hope of
achîevemelt; his faith in religion un-
questioned and unimupaired; his heart
brimniing over with an enthusiastic
interest in everybady and everything
uinder the Sun.

Then came the gayety of under-
graduate life at a great university; the
hiarious round of student frolics; the
dances; the sports; the glee clubs and
the what net that have been invented
ta prevent the budding scholar comling
ta a head tee sean.

How they lad grewn on him, those
frolics 1
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Poor fond soul, she'had fancied a fatal illness ta
be a passing indisposition, not of sufficient im-
partance ta interrupt lier san's studies.

If she had lived ?-but then, would it have made
any difference?

Yes. 'It must have made a difference-the vast
difference between having money ta spend and of
having work ta do.

Foby his mother's death he had came into the
comfortable littie fortune accumulated by his father.

What a huge sum it had seemed at first. Forty
thousand dollars!1

No need, lie had argued, after the keen edge of
his grief had been dulled by the lapse of a few
manths, na need ta go back ta college.

.Forty thousand dollars was a lot of money-an
almost unspendable sum. Why not enjoy if e
while young?

And lie had enjoyed life. Six solid yeaps of gay
life at home and abroad. But it had cost a lot of
maney.

This brouglit him, and witli a jerk, up ta the
present time with its difficulties and comparative
poverty. 0f bis forty tliousand dollars, less than
four tliousand were aIl that remained.

H1e looked at bis watcli. "Haîf past eiglit," lie
muttered. "Lots of time. Hanley wan't be liere
with the stuif tili after nine."

H1e dropped into bis chair again, and, liglting
lis cigar, proceeded ta censider bis affairs witli
earnestness.

"Good heavens !" lie thougît. "Has it came ta
this that I must become a fakir-or get a job ?"

Several weeks before this December evening,
when we find himn musing retrospectively at bis
fireside, Jehnston had become acquainted with Mr.
Edward- D'Courcy Hanley, a gentleman of uncer-
tain age, uinknown antecedents and a turn for
company-promnoting.

In the course of a few days Jolinston had be-
came idenitified with this impressively-labefled
gentleman as the moneyed partner in the flotation
of a mining company wliose chief assets were Mr.

Hanley's experience as a stock salesmaii and a
wortbless mining dlaim in Cobalt.

"Leave the details to me, my boy," Hanley had
saîd, wlien Jolinston had become thoroughly warmed
up ta the immense possibilities of the sclieme. "I'm
used ta the business. You put up the cash as 1
need it. It won't be mare than tliree or four th9 u-
sand ail toid and the bulk of it wilI be expended
in advertising and postage."

"'But look here, Hanley," replied Jolinston, who
was nat devoid of a native shrewdness, "I don't
want ta offend you, but on yaur own showing you're
ý-.well, you are inclined ta be a trifle crooked."

"IOoffence taken, aid man," returned Haniey,"N Owith a broad grin, "I'm net the only fakir
autside the penitentiary. I've lots of good campany
living an the fat of the land in the swelies 't part
of the town. But this deal you're caming in is no
fake-it's perfectly legai, and, what is ail-important
it's an absoiutely sure money-maker."

"Weil," said Jolinston, with an innate distaste
whicl lie covered up by a cynicai smile, "it's money
we're after. At the same time, I do not intend ta
let go of what I've got until I see same coming in."

"You'Ii have ta let go of some of it,'" replied
Hanltey, witl the suspicion of a snarl in his voice,
"or the game's up as far as you're concerned and
li have ta get a partner wha's open ta rea-"2

"Now don't get luffy," Jolinstan interrupted.
"You show me wlere the maney's gaing and why
it, auglt ta go there and ll put it up."

"That's ail I ask."
"Wliat's the first exp)enditure ?"
"Buy the clalint, put up a shack or two and make

a noise like sinking a shaft-stage properties, so
ta speak."

"'There wilI be a real mine, then, an the ground
that is? The sdlieme looks less airy already," said
jolinston, with a sort af a vague, illogical, hope in
bis heart that perlaps, after ai, the claim miglit
have some are in it.

"Cail it near-real between ourseives," Hanley
repiied. "It will be a hale in the ground within gun-
shot of a producing mine. 0f course if the biessed
dlaim was really worth anything we couidn't buy

it. But being sa near a producing mine
it possesses urcat value for aur scheme,
even theugli there's not an ounce of
are in it."

"Respectable company, like 1"
"z, That's it. Everybody expects

miining stocks ta lie mare or less of a,
gamble. The great thing is ta know
when the dice is loaded."

"You've an option, you say ?"
"Yes. Price six lundred dollars for

the ciaini if taken up inside of thirty-
five days. Cheap at the price, my son.
There's a shed on it that, with a few
bits of machinery and so an faked in
wiil muake a dandy photo for the illus-
trated prospectus. And ta prove Pi
on the square with yeu, lil let you
take up the option in your own name.
Send the cheque yourself ta Samnuel
Horowitz, Mentreal. 11e's the present

J owner. Then we'll get the charter and
mE yau can reseli the claini ta the com-

pany. After that we can begin aur
reaI business, which is ta seli stock ta


