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pot, and he and his wife, after a very affe&ionate and tearful farewell, were o11
their way to Milwaukee.

The first thing that I did 'was to, fiud mny way to the corner of Eleventh
and Chestnut Streets. Standing there admidst the bustie and noise of a large
American city I began to muse. "One thousand dollars-it iuay mean lundreds
of thousands for doing my duty-rescuing a human being from drowning. No
more foundry life for me. But rernember, ten years fron' this date I must be
here. Ves, be liere I will, I swear it, sick or well, poor or rich, dead or alive."'
I must have grown very eloquent in my ii2usings, for a policeman seeing lue,
inquired if he could help mue in any way. I thauked him and told 1dm nio,
but asked him if le remembered a youug muan from Milwaukee beiug re-
cently killed iu the city? Mlmost immediately he told me that a young Mr.john-
sing of Milwaukee liad been killed about four months ago, 11right there," a
few feet from wlmere wve were standing, iii rescuing a lady frorn under the
wheels of a fire engine.

I went to, a hotel and put up for the night. Naturally my thoughts
turned to xny change of fortune. Daringy one of our talks together Mr. John-
sing had told me that the larger part of lis fortune was muade lu Florida
phosphate lands. It flashed througli my mind thien, "Whly caunot I also, be-
corne successful in the same field?" To thiuk was to, act. Taking the boat on
the returul trip I was soon back home and tlree days later I was in Florida.
I at once began speculating in phosplhate lands. I muet success on e.veryý side.
My one thousand dollars lad grown to, be ini the neighiborhood of a lundred
thousand. I married. Timie passed quickly and brouglit lappiness; aud
wvealth. Tlree years, a haif a million, five vears, a million, nine years, a multi-
millionaire. Nine years? Ves! Time drawing near for mue to fulfil my promn-
ise, my self-imposed pledge. On April 2nd, we left our home in St. Auguist-
mne for St. Louis. How happy we were. It seemed that ail, even to, the
youngest, knrew or feit that we were going to, see the mani who had made it
possible for us to, be in sudh good circumstances and so happy.

At last the 29th, rolled iii, brigrlt and beautiful. One hour before the
appointed timne I was standing on the corner of Eleventh and Chestnut Streets.
It was tlue longest hour in my life. The hauds on the city dlock moved slowly
but surely. The dlock struck three-thirty-one minutes tow~ait. The minutes
seeined years--nevertlieless they passed. Five minutes more, aud then for
the first timeiluthose ten years I -%vished that the appointed day, hour and
mninute would neyer coule, disappointineut seemed so certain. I stood on
tiptoes,lIstretdhied mnyneck,, I strainedimy eyes in lookiug for iny friend.
But no, the time appointed was not up. The dlock struck lmalf-pat-onlv
sixty seconds to wait, but stili no sigu of him. I was begiuuing to slhed tears of
sad disappointmnent, wvhem, looking down the street, about fifteen yards from
where I was standing, I saw% an old , gray-haired, ragg,,-ed-dressed muan, approacu-
ing the corner, lis eves on the dlock. At last! there is mvl friend corne to,


