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imaginary antagonist, and winked bis
eye. Then lie told -Spotley, I im-
agined, that lie too was in the pugilis-
tic lne, and was pleased to meet so
renowned a master of the art. Spot-
ley was, of course, civil, but impas-
sive, affecting to make light of the
other's compliments.

Then I imagined the visiting boxer
narrated the details of some encoun-
ter of the ring he lad recently wit-
nessed. Pantomimîically lie wiped
the fblor with his antagonist, after
pursuing him to the ropes more than
once. This over, he put out his hand
effusively and shook Spotley's with
great respect. I imagined that the
tears almost came into his eyes.
Then Spotley retired to his desk.

" Queer custonier that," I said to
him ten minutes afterwards.

" Whom do you mean ?" replied
Spotley, with frigidity.

" That English sport in the plaid
suit. He lias a great reverence for
you-says you are a mighty one with
fists."

"Indeed ? " said Spotley, softly.
" We never gave you credit for that

or anything like it, Mr. Spotley."
" No ?""No"" No !"

"Well, there's nothing particularly
strange in that, is there ? "

'I don't know that there is-and
yet-well, I wonder that it bas iever
cone out. Fancy you being a reg-
ular master of the fistic art, and we
who see you every day never suspect-
ing it."'

" Is a man obliged to exhibit all his
qualitications ? " lie asked.

"No, I don't suppose so-at any
rate 1 don't suppose you would, Mr.
Spotley I replied.

" Please excuse me," lie said, with
cold politeness; " at the present time
I an very busy." And, with an ag-
gravating sminle, lie closed the collo-
<¡uy.

After that Spotley was more taci-
turn, cautious and self-contained than
ever. Yet, strange to say, the circum-

s 'ance added a fresh halo to Spotley's
mysterious respectability.

" I don't believe it," said Erhardt, a
big, light-haired young uman, who was
known to spend his evenings at a club
where gentlemanly boxing was a spe-
cialty; " the thing's ridiculous. Spot-
ley's been in the bank for fifteen
years. You tell me that all that tine
lie lias kept this to himself. A man
could'nt do it: lie would be bound to
show it somehow."

" Of course, you do yourself, Er-
hardt. But then you are not Spotley."

" Well, bas lie the iake of a boxer ?
Look at his build. Where's his cliest ?
Where's his muscle ?"

" Oh that's wliat you might say of
many an athlete. Spotley is very
well made. He's solid. Big, even as
you are, Erhardt, lie might prove too
tough for you."

"Well, of course he's not in muy
class. That's simply absurd. I
wouldn't want to hurt the little man.
Then look at his age. Why he's
fifty."

" Thirty-five," I said.
" Well, I grant you lie looks young-

er somnetimes-but still-Oh, the
thing's ridiculous. There's some mis-
take about it."

Nevertheless, it was observed that
Erbardt eyed Spotley very closely
from that day forward. We would
catch Iiim looking up fron his ledger
and gazing at the humnan enigima-as if
lie were mentally calculating the size
of his biceps and the leiigth of his
reacli.

Bank life is so tedious that any-
thing is welconed that is calculated
to vary the monotony of the daily rou-
tine, and there is generally sone topie
that-off and on-floats on the sur-
face of such scattered conversing op-
portunities as fall to the lot of the
clerks. If two of us happened to miieet
in the street on the way home, the
talk would at this tinie gravitate to-
wards the mysterious Spotley. The
interest vas kept alive by various
littie cireumîstances. The sporting
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