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to his misery than the people whom he had touchedm the street. His childish memories scattered like

showed bare and white, as his success, his temTtatjon and his faU. He remembered he careuSamb.t.on of his early youth, the brilliant promLI

entetd^
^^' ^""'' '*"'' *''^ "^^^ °" which he Tadentered as a younger member the great banking

JrU thTI'
^°"""' ^^ ^'"°^- BetweenS

Sfe's 1 "^ """"*'' ^'^^ •>« ''^•i =tood in hisw^fes sittmg-room awaiting his arrest, he couldfind m his thoughts no gradation of .ea^s to rn^kthe ternble swiftness of his descent. In thatT^ewhich he could not divide Wall Street had reachedout and sucked him in; the fever of spec^atLThad
sent™ '";%'""^=« ^•'^ hereditary' instincts, thesentmients of honour, which had barred its way

otthe St I ^' l'"
''°°'' ^ "^"^ «^" °" the fj^rof the Stock Exchange-and was it an instant o/I

~LrhTd"^^ n-"^^
'^' .one"ourro Ihstreet and had known himself to be a beggar anda cnminaJ? Other men had made milli^r,^h

sttr.t """"Z
^''"'' '""'^ ^''^ i" t^"^t; but^hestar of the gambler had deserted him at the criticalhour; and where other men had won and triumphed

a stiot on T"; 1^ '"'^ '''^^"- dishonoured bya stroke of luck. In his office that day a mirror overthe mantel had showed him his face as he ente°Idand he h,<j stopped to look at it almost with cuno ty-as If ,t were the face of a stranger which repeUedbm because it bore some sinister likeness to his own


