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"Jiininy.i
It's just o.25 by the clock over the mantelpicce.

The noisy butfit in the corner are in the midst
of deciding the natian's welfare.

"YVoulre crazier than seven thousand tanks if
yo i think this show's goin' tu be over by Christ-
mas- I

The spcaker's voice halts abruptly, and bands
reacl out for half-eniptied glasses, for the old
familiar hail cornes from the short figure in thp
doorway.

IlNow then, gentlemen, corne along"
Hie tone is pleading, but there is a twinIlkle in

bis rather watery blue eyes as he trots9 into the
reor. None who have watched that trot will
ever forget it, for it has hastened first-aid to
more be-sized thirsts than anything cisc in
London. Those bandy legs have helped assuage
a legion of the unquenchable.

Il lease, gentlemen, 1 ask youl
This tirne the voice is insistent, almost belli-

gerent; but as he swings toward the bar, he
calls out aver his shoulders to the corner gather-
ing-.

IlHow maily was it last tirne? Three scotches
and two bronxes? AUl riglit, Coley, bring e'mn
alonig fast. 1 bis is the lait one.'*

And while be is waiting for thje lait round
ti be placed on the part where he ducks imnd-r
occasionally, lie is halled by one of the guests,
wbo moves confidentiaUly over toward a table
that bas just been dçserted. It doesn't require
second sight to discover what is about to occlir,
for the guest is taking the cap off a fountaiii
pen, and as the bandy legs trot toward the quiet
table, the aid coat tails are fflpped up, and a
h.and reaches into the well-known rear pachet,

where the equally well-known and jingling coin
of the Realm reposes.

" Make it for fi ve pounds," are the words
that corne fromi the corner, and the lucre is soon
transferred. A hasty pencil notation on a rather
white cuif follows, and the familiar figure trots
back for'the drinks.

He takes the proffered ten shilling note, wads
it loto the left-front trousers pocket, and then
fiips up the coat-.taii again for the change*which
is handedl over slightly wet with gin and things.

" Now, gentlemen, please! I ve gotta get
'Lrne to the wie'

'lhe scene changes. It is 12.3o, and 'the
open at i2.,30 sign is just being rernove]

f rom the inside of the door.
IIBring me a collins, jimmy," gurgies one of

the shut-eye crew.
The bandy legs trot f ast at this hour, for they

seern ta understand that the need is great. But
just after the first tip is slipped into the rnoist
palm, the legs hait, The tip doesn't go into the
pocket at the near-right. The flrst tip always
is slipped into the watch-.pocket between the but-
tons at the top of ihe trousers. The good-
humroured eyes of this genius at flrst-aid take
on a different look, for this flrst tip is laid aBide
for the baby.

And there is tlie peculiar side ta our friend
pnd banker. Not ane. of us can think of hlm as
a fond but stcrn parent of a large and well-
regulated farnily. For somne reason or other the
picture can't be made clear. But it's a fact,
and the family la the joy and pride of Jimmy.
Sa when you hear the old cail at 9.29 the ne-,,t
tirne, don't be so irritable; and, if possible, re-
rnerber what's behind the plaintive insistence
lai the voice that says :

gentlemnen, corne clong, please!I


