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which were displayed for sale a few pairs of shoe-

laces and, to ezdte charity, a battered (and empty)

tin axp.

"Have yoa foigotten me?"
The lii^t of recognitkm had twinkled instantly in

Wilmot^s eyes, for he was wonderful at remember-

ing faces. And he smiled and said

:

" Of course not. How are you? "

"Pretty well," said the beggar. "And you? '*

"Pretty wdL"
Wumot'f giving hand had ^Sf^ed automatically

into his trousers pocket Then, for once in his char-

itable life, he hesitated, smce the pocket contained

nothing but a ten-dollar biU, and that was all the

money he had in the world with which to meet a

pressing note of ten thousand. His ]ieat«tioii lasted

only a moment He laug^ and stuffed the ten-

dollar bill into the cup, and said:

"For old acquaintance* sake."

The beggar studied the yoimg man's face. Then

he said: "Mr. Allen, I once had the honor to warn

you against three things."

"I remember.

"Your face is innoooit of wine and women. How
about the gambling?"

"My friend," said Wilmot, "you read me like a

book. The gambling is all to the bad. I have just

given you all the money I had in the world."

"A few dollars are of no use to me," said the

beggar.


