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UROPE is wonderful," said Mitcael.,"Ail Americans say that," I ventured.
j 4 "It's a mere phrase with most of us,'"

lie retorted.. *'We generally cap it by
an assertion that America is more wonderful still."

"What made you discover Europe's wonderful-
ness ?" I askecd.

"Asia," lie answered, strangely.
I looked at Mitchael as lie lay back in the club

chair and sucked at a cigar. He was stili young;
lie represented, imrnensely, the American type; but
there Iurked in lis eyes a kind of smouldering
knowledge of things.. ..

How to describe ii? I cannot. Yet he was
worth describing«, this master of a vast fortune and
an intricate business. New York respected, in him,
tie sole chief of "the Mitchael finm," as it was
generally called; an exceedingly old banking, money-
lending association, originally Jewisi, now Ameni-
canized. Mitchael's grandfather had had Hebrew
blood in his veins; Mitcliael's father betrayed' it
less markedly; Mitchael himself not at ail. He was
an Amenican to lis finger-tips-I, wlio arn an Eng-
lishman, can but vaguely define what I imply by
"American," thougli îts outward seeming is plain
enougi to me-and liad begun lis business careen
in the office in Broadway. He lad flot liked it.
There was a streak of the artist in hirm. He read
poetry, lie admired pictunes-he was, li short, by
no means the normal business mani. So lie liad
fretted, chained to his desk. But his graxidfathen-
his fatier died young-oxily shrugged lis shoulders.
"You will grow accustomed to it, John," lie re-
iterated. "Give yourself a year or two, and if at
the exid you stili want to leave the firm I will let
you off and find anotlier successor."

John Mitchael agreed to the bargain, axid studied
liard at economic-the ecoxiomics of the comnmer-
cial world. His graxidfather always spoke of "Fin-
ance," and one feit that lie used a capital F for
the word. Graxidfather Mitchael mnade no "corners"
in anythixig; he lad neyer wrecked a railroad or
created a Trust. His transactions were far subtler
than those of the "Inagnates" whose exploits flared
çlaily ini the press. Hfe negotiated important loans,
moved stupendous sums of moxiey, like diessnx,
about the globe, froin japaxi to Russia, froni Russia
to japaxi, anid then back to Belgiurn or Peru. This
*as the tracte to which lie wished to train. young
John Mitchael, lie grandsoxi.

The latter, in the end, had taken to it with zest.
What was tlje cause of lie change? "Europe," sait
John Mitchael. In the New Yorkc club lounge, over
a cigar and a cocktail, lie told me thie following

ice ini hne~
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"So you're Mitcliael's grandson ?" lie said. "Wel-
corne to London."

He lad turned to the menu and now ordered a
very frugal meal.

"You have already entered your grandfather's
business ?" hie continued, addressing me. "It is a
fine business-oh, a fine business."~

Only tien did I notice that lis English was not
that of an Englishman. What lis nationality was
I did not tien know. His face to]d no tale. It was
sallow, a shade Jewish-lookingy, periaps; the eyes
were large and dank, and their pupils tinged with
blue. He talked easily and well, was particularly
gracious to me, and invited me to caîl at bis hoüse
in Bayswater.

I went, and spent several quiet but indefinably
agreeable evenings witi him. Seemingly lie was
not married; ne wif e or chuld appeared on tiese
occasions. But lie "did me well," as you say, and
after dinner we liad a gaine of billiards'and smoked
the finest cigars I have ever met. On one occasion
he took me to the opera, wliene lie rented a box.
On anotier we went to a music hall; anid I met hîm
almost daily in the city.

Pictune -to yourself this maxi, please:- a taîl, well-
dressed financier of the city of 1,ondon; corning
frorn Bayswater te, tic bank in lis automobile,
dining at lis club, spexidixig the evening at the
theatre. Outwardly ontiodox, except for tuîs touci
of foreignness; a maxi you migit see huxidreds to
match in Lombard Street to-morrow.

MacBrayne, plied witli questions by nie, could
tell me littie about him. "A big maxi, Salmon," was
ail lie said. "Has Eastern interests. Is worti a
million, at least. A Jew? I don't think se. Ar-
mneniaxi, perliaps."

THE summer was passing, and on tic wiole I
washapy eoug inLonon.It was two

months since I had left New York. Alneady I liad
begun to catch a faixit ixikling of the meaxiing of
Europe, tic profound difference there lies between 'for instance, London and New York. But business
was flot interesting me much, and MacBrayne, for
ail lis trouble, could flot rouse my enthusiasm. I
followed politics and the money market closely,
and fairly conscientiously; but my lieart was. fotinut.

Uxitil onie day there arese tic question of the,Asia Miner Developrnent Syndicate.
MacBrayne was intensely occupied witi the de-

tails of this pnoject. German money was ini it-
that was tic cant phrase; but to people like my
grandfather and MacBrayne tiere is ne nationality
in moxiey-xio "German" money any more tian
there is "American" xnoney-there ia only money
itself, and the raisîng of it. We mught, or mught
not. be ixivoived in the- Ai Mý Té.
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's WONDERFUL ask him, and as you value your life, remember pre-
cisel hat lie saysireladcnendept

ittom.
I was amused. It did flot seern to me a very dif-

ficult task to go and ask Salmon whether the rail-
roadtwould be Icontinuedmto Schieif Or would stop

off t Bnra.I pt onmy at and went into the
city to Salmnon's office.

I remember noticing anew the little differences
between London and New York. and thinking:
"After ail, New York is better. I arn beginning to

trofLndon." Then. I tliought of my lunch, and
where I would go for it, and wondered liow long
Salmon would keep me. "In balf an hour I shaîl
be back witli MacBrayne," I thought.

But it was almost a montli before I saw Mac-
Brayne again.

Salmon was flot at his office.
His chief clerk saw me. "Mr. Salmon lias gone

to Constantinople," lie said. "We do flot know'tlie
date of lis return."

To Constantinople! The naine, was delicious.
Imagine going to Constantinople! I felt inclined to,
laugli outright.

"We have a brandi at Constantinople," the clerk
went on, "and Mr. Salmon lias a private residence
there."

A private residence at Constaintinople! I thought
of Salmon's private residence at Bayswater-and
vaguely pictured it planted down on the 'shores of
the Bosphorus.

"He wiIl probably remain in Constantinople sev-
eral weeks," said the clerk.

I tlianked him, and moved out ixitothe roaring
street. And suddenly I cliuckled. I sepdinto
tie nearest teleplione box and rang up MaBayne.

"Salmon's gone to Constantinople," I said. "Shall
I follow himi?"

I heard MacBrayne snigger. '<Ail riglit"
If lie had been there I could have fallen on lis

xieck and kissed hm.
"Catch the 2.20 Folkestone train," I bieard him

saying. giYou can get tlie Orient Express at Pariîs.
Don t book direct to Constantinople; go to Kus-
teudji, on the Black Sea, and thence by the mail-
boat. I've always found it saved several hours."

So MacBrayne had been in Constantinople.
Fuxiny that I neyer realized tiat lie must have
travelled.

111'Il send down some moxiey to the train," lis
voice wexit on. "If y ou want more, go to Metaî-
topos in Constantinople, lie'l1 supply you. But don't
corne back tili you've seen Salmon."

He rang off. I sprang into a cab and drove round
to my roonis to pack a bag. At two o'clock I was
at Cliaring Cross.

Itwas great fun to bc going to Constantinople.
Four days later I was looking down on Constan-

tinople f rom the Pera Palace Hotel. A fabulous
siglit. Here was something really new, somnething
that America could not show, The East 1 We have
our China towns, our Asiatic quarters; they are
mnere squalid adaptations of America. This was
the reaî thing-aid four days from Lombard Street 1
Europe is wonderful, I said to myself.


