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“Well?” asked Borlase, as the door
closed behind the clerk. 2

Shuter remained standing. His terror
was too great for him io pretend he was
&l-) ease, 'He was down where a man

esn't care any longer, and he looked
it But in his eyes, bright with the fear
of anxiety which was eating him up,
there came a- little hope as they rested
on the big, confident man behind the
lable. Borlase and he had been good
friends these three years. The shock
which had smashed him couldn’t have af-
fecled Borlase very seriously. Borlase
would see him through. But he must
know,

“Well?” Borlase asked again, and Shut-
€t plunged in.

“Old man,” he said, “this Deep' Mine
business has hit me hard.”

“I've dropped thirty-seven thousand
pounds myself,” said Borlase. “Won't
you sit down?” :

“No,” said Shuter. He swayed a little
and caught the edge of the table,

“Better sit down,” said Borlase; and
Shuter obeyed the suggestion. He got
a sort of comfort in being told to do even
so small a matter as that, for his mind
was paralysed with trouble, like the
mind of a beast in a cage that can only
suring ‘almlessly from side to side, too
much frightened, too much ravaged to
understand the futility of what it is do-
ing. “A cigar?” said Borlase. “Now,
wade ahead.”

“Twenty thousand pounds would pull
me through,” said Shuter, watching the
other’s face over the flame of the match.
He read nothing there,

“Old man,” be said, as he threw the
match into the fender and took the yet
unlit cigar from between his teeth, “it's
this way. If I can’t get twenty thousand
pcunds I'm -finished.”

“You should be worth more than that.”

“I am. But I'm sixty thousand pounds
dewn. I can only meet forty thousand
pcunds of that if 1 sell my last stick.
What am I to do?”

Borlase whistled a little French air
through his teeth, and sat regarding
Shuter for ":alf a minute.

“What s ~urity can y.u give me?” he
asked at le,;th,

Shuter Jaughed out loud.

“Securily!” he said.

“Yes, security,” said Borlase.

“My mother’s income's in it,” said
Shuter. “My niece's marriage seitlement.
M; lodge's funds are in if, Security!
You're my last straw.”

Borlase prescrved silence,

“P'r'aps you think me mad,” Shuter
vent on. “P'r'aps I am. I ought to be,
1 know. It's hard enough for me to come
to you like this. But I think your my
friend, and—and you put me on the
Deep Mine.”

He colored slowly under Borlase’s eye.

“Of course, 1 know you've dropped a
lot yourself, old man,” he said, in exten-
uation of his offence. “But I'd have sold
out in time. if I hadn't had confidence in
the thing. 1 didn’t think you could go
wrong. You know how il came down.
The bottom simply fell ‘out. One day it
was shaky and the next it was scrap.”

Borlase puffed his cigar,

“It's not ruin 1 funk,” continued Shut-
er; “but this means gaol. And the boy's
Just.gene to Trinity.” Ilis voice broke.,

The big man lay back in his chair,
staring at Shutep, amoking slowly, drum-
ming ¢n the b vith his finger-nails.
Tlcere was not ober sound in the room.
The hope died out of Shuler’s cyes.

“For God's sake, Borlase—"

“Let me tell you a story,” said Borlase,
and Shuter had to lislen,

“About ten years ago,” Borlase said,
“l was, as you may or may not know,
at the very bottom, right in the ocoze.
It doesn’t malter how | got there any
more than it malters how I got out
again . But there I was, My enlire
wardrobe, Shuter, consisted of the dark
green—once  black—jacket, the cotton
shirt, the tweed trousers, the boots, and
the hat in which I stood up.  You may
have seen a hat just like that, and I re-
member that my back hair used to work
through the place where the brim and
the crown had parted company. Did you
ever.see the flesh of your knee through
a hole in your bags?™ | thought not. 1
did. I saw it every lime 1 looked down-
wards, and it made me ashamed, as if
I'd been stark naked on the stree. My
Jackel was of a rather expensive alpaca.
Ii may have been made originally for
the summer wear of g business man,
If you have ever worn such a garment,
you will recognize that at ijls best it is
ill-fitted for keeping out the wind, Mine
was well ventilated, too.

“l was sitting, thus clad, about two
o'clock of a fresh winter morning on one
cf the benches by the railings of the
Green Park. It was my purpose, with
the kind permission of the police, to
snalch a few hours’ refreshing sleep, The
wind was strong from the north-east, but
I'm not the man to complain of a liltle
fresh air, and there had been no rain for
over an hour.- In spite of all these nier-
cies I was in a thoroughly naughly tem-
per, and, il you will credit it, as I cat
con that damp beneh I was ready to cunse
and swear with vexalion, There are
some people, Shuler, who are never sat-
isfled.

“A man came out of.one of (he clubs
orposite me and crossed over o where
I was silling.  He walked pust me quick-
ly and glanced for a moment in my dir-
ection. ‘Then he stopped and eame hack
to my side and slood looking at me, [le
ware a soft Homburg hat and a goaod ser-
viceable overcoat.  His hands were thrust
deep in his pockets and he had a {at cigar
Letween lis tecth. T have had severy|
"ol {hose very-cigars since. They are (he
best in his club;~and he never smokes
any otier, | di;ﬁﬁxkggw that at the
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time; but I met him, Shuter, later on at
a City Banquet, and he froze on to me,
and, as I recognized him, I accepted his |
invitation to dinner next eévening. And
we became great pals. He didn’t remem-
Ler me, though. No, by Jove, he didn't
remember mel

“He stood, as I say, looking down ‘at
me as if I were some new vLeast, and I
slared up at him defiantly, for, although
I'd been in the gutter some time then, I
kadn’t got used to the insolence of the
rich. He took the weed out of his mouth,
and said, in a silky voice: 3

“‘My friend, you seem to be down on
your luck,’

“I thought he might give me some men-
ey i I was clvil to him, so I said I was,
I even called hk'm ‘sir.’

“*You don't kok as if you'd much of
a balance at Coutt's.’ he remarked.

“I could have struck him to the ground.
But I said ‘Ne, I have not.’ Shuter, when
the hunger fiend has you in his grip
you'll teke a good deal from & man who
smokes cigars that smell like thai one
did.

“‘You haven't been making out many
cheques lately?” says he, with a simper.
| began lo wonder what on earth he was
driving at, with his Coulis’s and his
cheques: g 3 2

*““You haven't got such a thing as that
fifty-pound cheque on you, I suppose?’
ho asked, and then it suddenly flashed
upon me what he wanted.”

“Let me go!” said Shuter suddenly.

Borlase held up his hand.

“You've got to hear my story through,”
h2 said. :

And Shuter sank back in his chair and
glared hatred at him for the rest of the
fale.

“You remember, Shuter, just about that
time one of the magazines had devised
a rather clever scheme of advertising. 1t
sent out a lot of men with ten-pound
banknotes and mentioned the fact. Any-
one who hit on one of these johnnies
ond asked him, ‘Have you got that ten-
peund note? got it given him in exchange
for his signed receipt. Then the maga-
zine published the lucky man’s name
and address. London wenl a little mad
over it, and everyone was asking every-
bcdy else if they had gol that ten-pound
ncle, and was saying what a clever
dedge it was. -Well, as you know, when
one of these magazine publishers goes
a: good a one as that, his rivals simply
have (o go one better; so in a very few
days this daily was giving away gold
walches, and that monthly was promot-
ing its circulation by the gratuitous offer
of diamond-rings, and at last here was
a weekly plunging heavily with fifty-
pcund cheques. 1 had heard of these
things, of course. Down in the mud we
had talked the matter over, and some
had tried desperately for the prizes; but
they all seemed to be won by people who
lived in Brixton and Hampstead and
had plenty of money already.

“This last paper, though, had been very
tricky, putling its cheques in the custody
of all sorts of unlikely-looking people—
women dressed up like old bodies up for
the Oaks, or down-at-heel-looking fellows
like myself. This chap in the Homburg
bat, I thought, was trying me. By Heav-
en, he had come to the wrong shop!

“I could have killed him for his mis-
take, but I thought he might give me six-
pence if T could keep him talking a min-
ule- or two, so I simply said, with a grin,
‘Have you got it yourself’

“He laughed merrily, and dived into
his breast-pocket.

“‘Yes,' says he, ‘I have,
lke it?’

“l nearly fainted where I sat. Fifty
pcunds—he was going to give he fifty
pcunds. Do you understand, Shuter? He
was going to give me new clothes and
fgod, and a hot bath and a clean shirt
and lobacco, and a chance to make some
money again. I had made my first pile
an a smaller beginning,

“I said, ‘You're jesting.’

“‘Not a bit,’ suys he, flshing out an en-
velope., ‘Iere it is. And he pulled it out,
‘I've been Irying to plant it all day, but
ne one's asked me for it, Thought it'd
be more handy to you than to maost, eh?

“I was very nearly crying with happi-
ness. 1 tried to master my wolce to
thank him, but he cut me short,

“‘No thanks, no thanks, my man! Sign
this receipt and put down your address,
if you've got one.’

“I took the piece of paper he held out
to me. Il was a lypewrilten receipt for
fifly pounds, acknow ledging that it had
been gained under the condilions men-
titned in ‘Watherspoon's Weekly.! He
gave me a pocket-pen, and I signed my
name, wriling on the top of the bench.
Then I said, ‘Do you want my address
in full?

“Ile said he did, so T wrole ‘London
under my name, He read it, and laughed
again,

“‘Like a club gucst's
Here’s the boodle.’

“It was an order-cheque for fifly pounds
cn the Oxford Street branch of the Great
Northern Bank, signed William Wather-
spoon, and at the top was typewritlen,
‘Account of he Fifly-pound Cheque Com-
petition.” It was dated two days pre-
viously. He filled in my name on it, and
then he said:

“‘Present it to-morrow morning after
ten. They won't have notice of your
name lill then. Goodnight!'

“‘I beg your pardon,’ | cried, ‘but could
vou advance me a couple of shillings, 1
mist confess I could eat something, and
' could do wtih a bed to-night,

“*No," he said, ‘I'll see you hanged first!
Haven't you gol your cheque. Here's
feurpence for you, though. By Jove, your
face just now was worlh it

“He dealt oul four pennies into my
palm. I longed to throw them in his
teeth, -but I had stronger longings than
that. I thanked him instead.

**Good-night,’ he said again;
well!' &

“Then he walked away quickly, and 1
cculd hear him laughing fo himself as
lie went west along Piccadilly,

“I weighed in my mind the respective
advantages of food and shelter, 1 could-

Would you

address, eh?

‘sleep

both. Alter careful considera

i that,'as I had gone with

hing to eal for only twenty-four

hours, T would stand it for another nine,

| But- I had to get out of the wind. I was.

always a luxurious dog,
t~ sleep warm and so!

* It don’t matter much where I spent
the night. - It was somewhere in - the
neighborhood  of King’s
and my bed was as good
stances permitted. What
and other things 1 didn't
much; T simply lay warm, an :
seli ‘what 1 was goingl to do with
money. First of all I devised
menu for the breaklast fo which
sit down about ten-fiftéen a.m
tle Swiss restaurant not f
walk from-thé bank, There
lette in it and-some. het
French bread and

Shuter, and love

good “butter. '1 knew
just the kind of cigar I should buy in
the tobacconist's apposite the bank, and
I knew just how I should lean back in

even anlicipated the trouble I should have
lhe place, ‘about going'in at all, and I

double ‘when 1 should pull out & fist full
1 gold to show him. Thén T thought of

of reach-me-dowr's and some fresh linén

1 reckoned thal when 1 had got all I
wanted I should -have about forty-five
pounds o slart life again. ;
“I stayed in'the dosshouse as long as
V-could ‘and then went right off to Oxford
Street and mouched up and down the
streeis near the bank till il should be
time to get my money. I believe I act-
uelly blessed that cheque man for only
giving me enough for a bed. I told my-
self that1 should have spoiled my appe-
tile with stodgy bread at a coffee-stall
the night before; But that omelette be-
gan to seem' prodigiously atfractive.
“Ten o'clock came round somehow, and
I went into the ‘bank with a bursting
heart. Among other sensations I was
ashamed of that cut in the knee of my
breeches.  The cashier< looked at e

me lo_clear out. He'd nothing for me,
he said.

“Shuter, I was so happy that 1 jested
-with him.

*“‘Oh, yes, you have, says I,
got fifty pounds.’

“I took- out the cheque and endorsed:
it with a hand which trembled most ridi-
culously. Then J threw it across the
counter to the cashier.” “That’s all right,
[ think,’ I said; and I winked at the fel-
low out of pure good nature.

“He picked it up and glanced at it.
‘What's all this? he asked. ¢

“‘Why," I said, ‘it’s the fifty-pound
cheque competition. Haven't they sent
in my name yet?”. My heart sank a liitle,
for I thought my breakfast was going to
te put off for a few minutes.

" ‘What's your game? asked the cash-
fer ‘We've no one of that name on our
books and no account of that mname
either,’ :

"'Oh, nonsense!” I cried. ‘The fifty-
pound cheque competition in “Wather-
spoon’s Weekly,” you know. Don't try
any of your. tricks on with me.’

“‘You'd better come -in and see the
manager,’ he said.

“‘All right,’ said 1, quite pleased. ‘He'll
know all aboul it." It scemed to me rea-
sonable that a cheque like this shouldn't
be cashed without some safeguards.

“He led the way into the room of the
manager, who looked up in some sur-
prise at sceing a seedy tramp like me
ocoming in.

“‘Dear me, Pullet,’ he cried, ‘what's
this, what's Lhis?’

““This person's got some story about
a fifly-pound cheque competition, sir,’
replied the cashier, ‘I don't know what
Lie's talking about. He seems perfectly
honest. He'd have bolted if jt had been
a plant,’

*‘What's your tale? said the manager,

“l told him the whole story, and the
cashier showed him the cheque,

“*Very sorry, said the manager, ‘but
you've been had, IlUs a hoax; do you
understand? ‘Watherspoon doesn't bank
liere, and we've no account of any sort,
What a shabby trick, though; to play on
a poor devil Jike you."! Thal's whal the
bonk manager thought of it. You can
imagine haw I looked at jt; as he finished
[ turned turtle—fainted bang off across
the table.

“They put some brandy down my
throat, and I came round, and then they
wcere, I must say, very kind. The man-
ager said he had never heard of a crueller
thing, The cashier said that the man
was a rufflan. The commissionaire, who
had been called, said he was blowed, I
was utterly knocked out, and I remem-
bered I'd no business there, and I got up
to clear,

“Then the manager dived into his pock-
el and forked out ten shillings. ‘Look
here,’ says he, ‘I believe your story, and
I'm thundering sorry for you. Pullet,
hand me my hat.’

He put the ten shillings into it and
handed it to the cashier. ‘Take that
rcund the bank, Pullet,’ he said, ‘and tell
‘em about this poor chap. TI've no doubt
they'll add something to it

“Pullet put in a shilling and went
round among the other clerks, Some of
them told him to go lo the deuce, but
others forked out like men, and between
them they made up the manager's ten
shillings {o seventeen shillings and four-
pence. There was a young chap paying
-n some cash at the counter, and he asked
what the hat was going round for. The
other cashier told him, and he said he'd
miade a good thing out of the National,
and he'd contribute! And he did; a whole
scvereign!  So that I got my breakfast,
after all, you see.”

Borlase ook a fresh cigar, for the first
had gone out during the tale.

“And 1 kept the cheque,” he said, “to
remind me of their kindness, and of other
things.”

Then he opened a drawer in the tablo

‘you've

and took oul an envelope. From it he
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drew a crumpled cheque, He leaned over
and spread it out carefully in front of
Shuter,

“Do you recognize il?” he asked.

Shuter mutlered an inaudible reply as
he reached blindly for his hat.

“Stop a minute,” said Borlase. . “I've
something else fo show you.” He took
out a second envelope and laid it, un-
opened on the table. “Look inside,” he
said,

Shuter unfastened it mechanically, and
found in 1t a second theque. It was

made ett to big erder for forty thousand

pounds, and was signed “John Borlase.”

“‘No,” said Shufer. as he dropped it
an the table. “You sha'n’t gel any more
fun out of me. Not that way.”

“It's all right,” said Borlase,
up. I'm not plagiarising.”

“Do you swear—" began Shuler, as
he grabbed:at the thing.”

“You're a cad and a beast, Shuler.”
said Borlase; “but your boy's a nice boy.”

Then he rang the bell, and said to 1he
cierk who answered it:

“Show Mr Shuler out.”—London Aus
wers.

“Pick it




