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My .o
Financial .
Career

b

WHEN I go into a bank I get rattled. The clerks rattle me; the

wickets rattle me; the sight of the money rattles me; everything
rattles me.

The moment I cross the threshold of a bank and attempt to
transact business there, I become an irresponsible idiot. 5
I knew this beforehand, but my salary had been raised to fifty

dollars a month and I felt that the bank was the only place for it.
So I shambled in and looked timidly round at the clerks. I had
an idea that a person about to open an account must needs consult
the manager. 10
I went up to a wicket marked “Accountant.” The accountant
was a tall, cool devil. The very sight of him rattled me. My voice
was sepulchral.




“Can I see the manager?” I said, and added solemnly, “alone.”
I don’t know why I said “alone.”

“Certainly,” said the accountant, and fetched him.

The manager was a grave, calm man. I held my fifty-six dollars

5 clutched in a crumpled ball in my pocket.

“Are you the manager?” I said. God knows I didn’t doubt it.

“Yes,” he said.

“Can I see you,” I asked, “alone?” I didn’t want to say “alone”
again, but without it the thing seemed self-evident.

10 The manager looked at me in some alarm. He felt that I had an
awful secret to reveal.

“Come 1n here,” he said, and led the way to a private room. He
turned the key in the lock.

“We are safe from interruption here,” he said. “Sit down.”

15 We both sat down and looked at each other. I found no voice
to speak.

“You are one of Pinkerton’s men, I presume,” he said.

He had gathered from my mysterious manner that I was a
detective. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me worse.

2 “No, not from Pinkerton’s,” I said, seeming to imply that I
came from a rival agency.

“To tell the truth,” I went on, as if I had been prompted to lie
about it, “I am not a detective at all. I have come to open an
account. I intend to keep all my money in this bank.”

5 'The manager looked relieved but still serious; he concluded
now that I was a son of Baron Rothschild or a young Gould.

“A large account, I suppose,” he said.
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“Fairly large,” T whispered. “I propose to deposit fifty-six
dollars now and fifty dollars a month regularly.”

The manager got up and opened the door. He called to the
accountant.

“Mr. Montgomery,” he said unkindly loud, “this gentleman is s
opening an account, he will deposit fifty-six dollars. Good
morning.”

I rose.

A big iron door stood open at the side of the room.

“Good morning,” I said, and stepped into the safe. 10

“Come out,” said the manager coldly, and showed me the
other way.

I went up to the accountant’s wicket and poked the ball of
money at him with a quick convulsive movement as if I were
doing a conjuring trick. 15

My face was ghastly pale.

“Here,” I said, “deposit it.” The tone of the words seemed to
mean, “Let us do this painful thing while the fit is on us.”

He took the money and gave it to another clerk.

He made me write the sum on a slip and sign my name in a2
book. I no longer knew what I was doing. The bank swam before
my eyes.

“Is it deposited?” I asked in a hollow, vibrating voice.

“It 1s,” said the accountant.

“Then I want to draw a cheque.” %

My idea was to draw out six dollars of it for present use. Some-
one gave me a cheque-book through a wicket and someone else
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began telling me how to write it out. The people in the bank had
the impression that I was an invalid millionaire. I wrote some-
thing on the cheque and thrust it in at the clerk. He looked at it.

“What! are you drawing it all out again?” he asked in surprise.

5 Then I realised that I had written fifty-six instead of six. I was
too far gone to reason now. I had a feeling that it was impossible
to explain the thing. All the clerks had stopped writing to look
at me.

Reckless with misery, I made a plunge.

1 “Yes, the whole thing.”

“You withdraw your money from the bank?”

“Every cent of it.”

“Are you not going to deposit any more?” said the clerk,
astonished.

15 “Never.”

An idiot hope struck me that they might think something had
insulted me while I was writing the cheque and that I had changed
my mind. I made a wretched attempt to look like 2 man with a
fearfully quick temper.

2 The clerk prepared to pay the money.

“How will you have it?” he said.

“What?”

“How will you have it?”

“Oh”—I caught his meaning and answered without even

2 trying to think—“in fifties.”

He gave me a fifty-dollar bill.

“And the six?” he asked dryly.
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“In sixes,” I said.

He gave it me and I rushed out.

As the big door swung behind me I caught the echo of a roar
of laughter that went up to the ceiling of the bank. Since then I
bank no more. I keep my money in cash in my trousers pocket 5
and my savings in silver dollars in a sock.
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The ,aﬁmamm
of Mr. Butt

-
It is the hallucination of Mr. Butt’s life that he lives to do good.
At whatever cost of time or trouble to himself, he does it. Whether
people appear to desire it or not, he insists on helping them along.

His time, his company and his advice are at the service not only

5 of those who seek them but of those who, in the mere appearances
of things, are not asking for them.

You may see the beaming face of Mr. Butt appear at the door of
all those of his friends who are stricken with the minor troubles
of life. Whenever Mr. Butt learns that any of his friends are

1 moving house, buying furniture, selling furniture, looking for a
maid, dismissing a maid, seeking a chauffeur, suing for a plumber
or buying a piano—he is at their side in a moment.

So when I met him one night in the cloak room of the club put-

6
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ting on his raincoat and his galoshes with a peculiar beaming look
on his face, I knew that he was up to some sort of benevolence.

“Come upstairs,” I said, “and play billiards.” I saw from his
general appearance that it was a perfectly safe offer.

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Butt, “I only wish I could. I wish s
I had the time. T am sure it would cheer you up immensely if I
could. But I’m just going out.”

“Where are you off to?” I asked, for I knew he wanted me to
say it.

“I’m going out to see the Everleigh-Joneses,—you know them? 10
no?—just come to the city, you know, moving into their new
house, out on Seldom Avenue.”

“But,” I said, “that’s away out in the suburbs, is it not, a mile
or so beyond the car tracks?”

“Something like that,” answered Mr. Butt. 15

“And it’s going on for ten o’clock and it’s starting to rain—"

“Pooh, pooh,” said Mr. Butt, cheerfully, adjusting his galoshes.
“I never mind the rain—does one good. As to their house, I’ve
not been there yet but I can easily find it. I’ve a very simple
system for finding a house at night by merely knocking at the»
doors in the neighborhood till T get it.”

“Isn’t it rather late to go there?” I protested.

“My dear fellow,” said Mr. Butt warmly, “I don’t mind that
a bit. The way I look at it is, here are these two young people, only
married a few weeks, just moving into their new house, every- 2
thing probably upside down, no one there but themselves, no
one to cheer them up”—he was wriggling into his raincoat as he
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spoke and working himself into a frenzy of benevolence— “good
gracious, I only learned at dinner time that they had come to
town, or I’d have been out there days ago—days ago—"

And with that Mr. Butt went bursting forth into the rain, his

s face shining with good will under the street lamps.

The next day I saw him again at the club at lunch time.

“Well,” T asked, “did you find the Joneses?”

“I did,” said Mr. Butt, “and, by George, I was glad that I'd
gone—quite a lot of trouble to find the house (though I didn’t

1 mind that; I expected it)—had to knock at twenty houses at least
to get it—very dark and wet out there—no street lights yet
—however I simply pounded at the doors until someone showed
a light—at every house I called out the same things, ‘Do you
know where the Everleigh-Joneses live?’ They didn’t. ‘All right,’

15 I said, ‘go back to bed. Don’t bother to come down.’

“But I got to the right spot at last. I found the house all dark.
Jones put his head out of an upper window. ‘Hullo,” I called out;
‘it’s Butt.” ‘T’m awfully sorry,” he said, ‘we’ve gone to bed.” ‘My
dear boy,” I called back, ‘don’t apologize at all. Throw me down

2 the key and I’ll wait while you dress. I don’t mind a bit.’

“Just think of it,” continued Mr. Butt, “those two poor souls
going to bed at half past ten, through sheer dullness! By George,
I was glad I’d come. ‘Now then,’ I said to myself, ‘let’s cheer them
up a little, let’s make things a little brighter here.’

s “Well, down they came and we sat there on furniture cases and
things and had a chat. Mrs. Jones wanted to make me some
coffee. ‘My dear girl,’ I said (I knew them both when they were
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children), ‘I absolutely refuse. Let me make it.” They protested.

I insisted. I went at it—kitchen all upset—had to open at least
twenty tins to get the coffee. However, I made it at last. ‘Now,’
I said, ‘drink it.” They said they had some an hour or so ago.
‘Nonsense,” I said, ‘drink it.” Well, we sat and chatted away till s
midnight. They were dull at first and I had to do all the talking.
But I set myself to it. I can talk, you know, when I try. Presently
about midnight they seemed to brighten up a little. Jones looked
at his watch. ‘By Jove,” he said, in an animated way, ‘it’s after
midnight.” I think he was pleased at the way the evening was 10
going; after that we chatted away more comfortably. Every little
while Jones would say, ‘By Jove, it’s half past twelve,” or ‘it’s one
o’clock,” and so on.

“I took care, of course, not to stay too late. But when I left them
I promised that I’d come back to-day to help straighten things 15
up. They protested, but I insisted.”

That same day Mr. Butt went out to the suburbs and put the
Joreses’ furniture to rights.

“I worked all afterncon,” he told me afterwards—‘‘hard at it
with my coat off—got the pictures up first—they’d been trying to »
put them up by themselves in the morning. I had to take down
every one of them—not a single one right. ‘Down they come,

I said, and went at it with a will.”

A few days later Mr. Butt gave me a further report. “Yes,”
he said, “the furniture is all unpacked and straightened out but 2
I don’t like it. There’s a lot of it I don’t quite like. I half feel like
advising Jones to sell it and get some more. But I don’t want
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to do that till I’'m quite certain about it.”

After that Mr. Butt seemed much occupied and I didn’t see
him at the club for some time.

“How about the Everleigh-Joneses?” I asked. “Are they com-

5 fortable in their new house?”

Mr. Butt shook his head. “It won’t do,” he said. “I was afraid
of it from the first. ’'m moving Jones in nearer to town. I’ve been
out all morning looking for an apartment; when I get the right
one I shall move him. I like an apartment far better than a house.”

10 So the Joneses in due course of time were moved. After that
Mr. Butt was very busy selecting a piano, and advising them on
wall paper and woodwork.

They were hardly settled in their new home when fresh trouble
came to them.

15 “Have you heard about Everleigh-Jones?” said Mr. Butt one
day with an anxious face.

“No,” T answered.

“He’s ill—some sort of fever—poor chap—been ill three days,
and they never told me or sent for me—just like their grit—meant

2 to fight it out alone. I'm going out there at once.”

From day to day I had reports from Mr. Butt of the progress
of Jones’s illness.

“I sit with him every day,” he said. “Poor chap—he was very
bad yesterday for a while—mind wandered—quite delirious—

2 | could hear him from the next room—seemed to think some one
was hunting him—Ts that damn old fool gone?’ I heard him say.

“I went in and soothed him. “There is no one here, my dear
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boy,” I said, ‘no one, only Butt.’ He turned over and groaned.
Mrs. Jones begged me to leave him. ‘You look quite used up,’
she said. ‘Go out into the open air.” ‘My dear Mrs. Jones,’ I said,
‘what does it matter about me?’ ”

Eventually, thanks no doubt to Mr. Butt’s assiduous care, 5
Everleigh-Jones got well.

“Yes,” said Mr. Butt to me a few weeks later, “Jones is all
right again now, but his illness has been a long hard pull. T haven’t
had an evening to myself since it began. But ’m paid, sir, now,
more than paid for anything I’ve done—the gratitude of those two 1
people—it’s unbelievable—you ought to see it. Why, do you know
that dear little woman is so worried for fear that my strength has
been overtaxed that she wants me to take a complete rest and go
on a long trip somewhere—suggested first that I should go south.
‘My dear Mrs. Jones,’ I said laughing, ‘that’s the one place I will 15
not go. Heat is the one thing I can’s stand.” She wasn’t nonplussed
for 2 moment. “Then go north,” she said. ‘Go up to Canada, or
better still go to Labrador’—and in a minute that kind little
woman was hunting up railway maps to see how far north I could
get by rail. ‘After that,’ she said, ‘you can go on snowshoes.” »
She’s found that there’s a steamer to Ungava every spring and
she wants me to run up there on one steamer and come back on
tho next.”

“It must be very gratifying,” I said.

“Oh, it is, it is,” said Mr. Butt warmly. “It’s well worth any- 2
thing I do. It more than repays me. I’'m alone in the world and
my friends are all I have. I can’t tell you how it goes to my heart
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when I think of all my friends, here in the club and in the town,
always glad to see me, always protesting against my little kind-
nesses and yet never quite satisfied about anything unless they
can get my advice and hear what I have to say.

5 “T'ake Jones, for instance,” he continued. “Do you know, really
now as a fact,—the hall porter assures me of it,—every time
Everleigh-Jones enters the club here the first thing he does is to
sing out, ‘Is Mr. Butt in the club?’ It warms me to think of it.”
Mr. Butt paused, one would have said there were tears in his

1 eyes. But if so the kindly beam of his spectacles shone through
them like the sun through April rain. He left me and passed into
the cloak room.

He had just left the hall when a stranger entered, a narrow,
meek man with a hunted face. He came in with a furtive step and

15 Jooked about him apprehensively.

“Is Mr. Butt in the club?” he whispered to the hall porter.

“Yes, sir, he’s just gone into the cloak room, sir, shall I—”

But the man had turned and made a dive for the front door and
had vanished.

20 “Who is that?” T asked.

“That’s a new member, sir, Mr. Everleigh-Jones,” said the
hall porter. |
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I weNT the other day into the beautiful home of my two good
friends, the Hespeler-Hyphen-Joneses, and I paused a moment,
as my eye fell on the tall clock that stood in the hall.

“Ah,” said Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones, “I see you are looking at
the clock—a beautiful thing, 1sn’t it?—a genuine antique.” 5

“Does it go?” T asked.

“Good gracious, no!” exclaimed my two friends. “But isn’t
it a beautiful thing!”

“Did it ever go?”

“I doubt 1t,” said Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones. “The works, of 10
course, are by Salvolatile—one of the really grear clockmakers,
you know. But I don’t know whether the works ever went. That,

I believe, is one way in which you can always tell a Salvolatile.

I3
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If it’s a genuine Salvolatile, it won’t go.”

“In any case,” I said, “it has no hands.”

“Oh, dear, no,” said Mrs. Jones. “It never had, as far as we
know. We picked it up in such a queer little shop in Amalfi and

5 the man assured us that it never had had any hands. He guar-
anteed it. That’s one of the things, you know, that you can tell by.
Charles and I were terribly keen about clocks at that time and
really studied them, and the books all agreed that no genuine
Salvolatile has any hands.”

1 “And was the side broken, too, when you got it?” T asked.

“Ah, no,” said my friend. “We had that done by an expert in
New York after we got back. Isn’t it exquisitely done? You see,
he has made the break to look exactly as if someone had rolled the
clock over and stamped on it. Every genuine Salvolatile is said to

15 have been stamped upon like that.

“Of course, our break is only imitation, but it’s extremely well
done, isn’t it? We go to Ferrugi’s, that little place on Fourth
Avenue, you know, for everything that we want broken. They
have a splendid man there. He can break anything.”

2 “Really!” I said.

“Yes, and the day when we wanted the clock done, Charles and
I went down to see him do it. It was really quite wonderful,
wasn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes, indeed. The man laid the clock on the floor and turned

2 it on its side and then stood looking at it intently, and walking
round and round it and murmuring in Italian as if he were swear-

ing at it. Then he jumped in the air and came down on it with
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both feet.”

“Did he?” T asked.

“Yes, and with such wonderful accuracy. Our friend
Mr. Appin-Hyphen-Smith—the great expert, you know—was
looking at our clock last week and he said it was marvelous, s
hardly to be distinguished from a genuine fractura.”

“But he did say, didn’t he, dear,” said Mrs. Jones, “that the
better way is to throw a clock out of a fourth-story window?
You see, that was the height of the Italian houses in the Thirteenth
Century—is it the Thirteenth Century I mean, Charles?” 10

“Yes,” said Charles.

“Do you know, the other day I made the silliest mistake about
a spoon. I thought it was a Twelfth Century spoon and said so and
in reality it was only Eleven and a half. Wasn’t it, Charles?”

“Yes,” said Charles. 15

“But do come into the drawing-room and have some tea. And,
by the way, since you are interested in antiques, do look please
at my teapot.”

“It looks an excellent teapot,” I said, feeling it with my hand,
“and 1t must have been very expensive, wasn’t it?” 2
“Oh, not that one,” interposed Mr. Hespeler-Hyphen-Jones.

“That is nothing. We got that here in New York at Hoffany’s
—to make tea in. It zs made of solid silver, of course, and all that,
but even Hoffany’s admitted that it was made in America and was
probably not more than a year or so old and had never been used =

by anybody else. In fact, they couldn’t guarantee it in any way.”
“Oh, I see,” T said.
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“But let me pour you out tea from it and then do look at the
perfect darling beside it. Oh, don’t touch it, please, it won’t stand

bhd

up.

“Won’t stand up?” I said.

5 “No,” said Hespeler-Jones, “that’s one of the tests. We know
from that it is genuine Swaatsmaacher. None of them stand up.”

“Where did you buy it,” I asked, “here?”

“Oh, heavens, no, you couldn’t buy a thing like that here! Asa
matter of fact, we picked it up in a little gin shop in Obehellandam

1 in Holland. Do you know Obehellandam?”

“I don’t,” I said.

“It’s just the dearest little place, nothing but little wee smelly
shops filled with most delightful things—all antique, everything
broken. They guarantee that there is nothing in the shop that

15 wasn’t smashed at least a hundred years ago.”

“You don’t use the teapot to make tea,” I said.

“Oh, no,” said Mrs. Hespeler-Jones as she handed me a cup
of tea from the New York teapot. “I don’t think you could. It
leaks.”

2 “That again is a thing,” said her husband, “that the experts
always look for in a Swaatsmaacher. If it doesn’t leak, it’s prob-
ably just a faked-up thing not twenty years old.”

“Is it silver?” I asked.

“Ah, no. That’s another test,” said Mrs. Jones. “The real

2 Swaatsmaachers were always made of pewter bound with barrel-
iron off the gin barrels. They try to imitate it now by using silver,
but they can’t get it.”



-l

O 0 L o=

12
13

10
17
18

21
22

26

27

10
13

NOTES

My Financial Career
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about to=who is going to.
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God knows=certainly. (BRI%ZE) TRk

without it "% 5 Epb A hid,

insome alarm (Rl MW TG,

one of Pinkerton’s men &'l — NGRS EO A
gathered=concluded. e.g. They gathered from the evidence that you were
guilty.

arival agency TEiGHAT OFRBLE(EL) agency=detective agency.

as if I had been prompted to ~ TEBTCARFZONSHT ~ Lo
X,

that BiI{T D he concluded (55 <. now (X ENE.

Baron Rothschild [réftfaild] Twzxs vV FEE, 3HE DERTTEE Lionel
Nathan Rothschild (1809-79) %5+,

ayoung Gould [gtld] T2 — )1 K24, 3kE o %Az Jason (or Jay)
Gould (1836-92) %5+

a large account T RDOTEE (M)

The manager got up KM OEEZHUFL TWcDRBE D iC bPEA DT,
XEREBENTHEEN -0 TH 3.

Good morning=Goodbye. T, ZhTHily Faidcs SR ELE
stoed open TRIVVoE R0 ir o TWicy stood=remained.

safe T&fE,

poked the ball of money at ~ T~ {CHLESZEE M L7ey the ball of money
=the roll of bills.
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a conjuring trick T=E&; A5,

while the fitisonus TRERKEIBL TWHHIC,

draw a cheque T/MIFLRIEHIT ) 274FH @ a cheque(-Ybook 13 T/NFIFIR,
draw out=take out. [Bl&EH+,

for present use T HEDEFI 4

fifty-six instead of six 76 R LB RELZ DI 56 Fag

I was too far gone to reason now. T ZDEHIBHICE LB Z LN TEAWE
EEENREERL TWiey too ~to ... OfESCIciEE. far gone=not in full
possession of one’s senses. reason=to think logically.

made a plunge TRV - 7B Hiz

an jdiot hope . . . that they might think ~ 58 ~ LE ML @ik v
NS ENT e, idior=idiotic. 174TH @ that iX 164FB © think iz
nhrb,

How will you have it? TYARSSICRBTIELEL X 5 BEIEE
D, et OB RESOEFELHEFRE I EE

in fifties 50 FAMRIET

And the six? TG (%D ») 6 Fiidy

Insixes 6 FAMUER PREELAEY. BEEOLDTHEEEs bt 2—
7.

He gave it me=He gave it tome. it R EAEERNE LR BEE, It
ZRITE D750 DSE.

swung behind me ThLBA~Hiedb b & - bHE -7y

bank=to put the money in a bank. TgMTIFEET 5

in silver dollars T1 FAGRE T,

The Hallucination of Mr. Butt

It is the hallucination of ~ that.... Ir 1% that LLF o clause # $2-4,
hallucination="false notion. T EW; $E¥  to do good T(Niz) HEI%
R Feoizy

company=companionship; fellowship. sz |

are at the service not only of ~ but of . ..=are ready to help not only ~
butalso ...

in the mere appearances of things ™5y > L - b7 5 1
beaming==cheerful. iz Z i

are stricken with ~=are afflicted with ~. [~ TATNWS

(are) suing for a plumber T(HAE) BHTAFKHTVS

galoshes [gal3fiz] P AOF— e 0 X
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Notes 49

was up to=was planning to do. e.g. He is up t0 no good.

I only wish I could. TUL72WDIZRER0E0, I could o #% iz play bil-
liards HEWE STV 5, only 1XEEHEE.

cheer you up=make you happy.

Where are you off to?=Where are you going? be off=go. e.g. It’s getting
late. 1 must be off now.

the Everleigh-Joneses [évoli-dgéunziz] =Y — .« Pa— 0 ZED AL
ToTHR T8 — - Da— v XRFE, 0T L. HfED BEPHEER X O
Whicht, MROLHE DX DI A TV ToRIEERD S,

the car tracks [ #tH,

Something like that TEHZA L L Z AT

It’s going on for=It’s getting nearer. e.g. If's going on for eight o’clock,
let’s go to school.

Pool, pooh [pt, p&i] (R TLATH AW,

does one good=(the rain) improves one’s health.

get it=reach the house.

The way 1 look at it is,...=The way in which I look at it is this:...
TRORFIZEIIZ 57, Thbby

everything probably upside down=everything being probably upside down.
upside down=in great disorder.

no one there but ~=no one being there except ~. T~ FFLninL
no one to cheer them up==no one being there to cheer them up. cheer them
up THELZILE ST B4

was wriggling into ~ THE2{ROET ~EFLS5L LTV,

(was) working himself into=(was) exciting by degrees the emotion of.

good gracious (D) TEbli b

or=otherwise.

with that T#5 & 5Ty with=immediately after.

the Joneses (g — Xk, 7TH 104578 @ the Everleigh-Joneses DWEER.
by George (FH%F) T, FE izl

quite a lot of troubleto ~ T~ T3 DI KREF/ME -7, LB I had %
o T

no street lights yet TH#HTREL L b o T oToy

Just think of it THx ok GROZLB)BRLTIDARENE, #H12Z
ZCIXHB O those two poor souls . . . dullness! #38F. Lt - T OXIE
Just think of those . . . dullness! & [El5%.

through sheer dullness "% 57 {BELE - Ty

Now then TX Ty
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on furniture cases and things TEREI{Fbh5) FEBOKRER ED iz,
and things=and the like. e.g. books, notebooks and things

went at=worked hard at. e.g. With only a few hours before the examina-~
tion, he really went at his study.

I set myself to ~=1I began ~ with determination. AL T ~ 2 & Uk
oYl

By Jove (D) "Bk,

Every little while T/ UBERINS7c0 & & £ 5Ty every=at a regular inter-
val of.

put ~ torights T~ 2 &HA LB LA Uiz, to rights=into proper order.
got the pictures up first & FEINC (BET) &% M7

not a single oneright TY DRIV E DL LTELBRSBP o T RS-
DPBTHB),

Down they come Tis% FTA & { B, they=pictures.

with a will=energetically.

(is) straightened out il A Shiz

half feel like ~ T~ Lz bW,  half=almost.

Itwon’tdo THDHEIIZDOF, it IXNHTO their new house. do=Dbe satis-
factory.

in due course of time "7 5 Hiz

They were hardly settled ~ when fresh trouble . ...=As soon as they were
settled ~, fresh trouble . . ..

chap="fellow.

(never) sent for me TFLE IR - 70

just like their grit TIEICIE S OREH 2MRIC LS L, grit=firmness
of character.

meant to fight it out alone F($5513) BB ETHATRVWMTEE, fight
it out=fight to a finish. 7 §¥ indefinite o it.

mind wandered TIEHAEEL Lir; SR o7,

quite delivious T ond 95 HLEEWI L5tk 70

(he) seemed to think=it seemed to me that he thought.

Is that damn old fool gone? THOVENELWRBWENOEBEERILL 5
o Tedpg

look quite used up T 2 THENETHEETFH used up=exhausted.

what does it matter about me? TEHHARFIZ E 52 L5 OTH b
WL 7Za v rhetorical question (EEEEEREIS0) o —iE, matter=signify.
assiduous=diligent TIT&FE\7z; i

pull=effort; exertion.
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Notes s1

an evening to myself THAO B MK 257,

Tmpaid T ) HIEERD 57z @bl paid=rewarded.

the gratitude of those two people TH DAV OB Y BN BETF o725
Why, doyouknow T2 D obhbbbi, By why EEHER. do you know
BIFOERESIL eDito0 i 2EE%RAELE youknow LFL.

is so worried . . . that she ~ TFELOECEEE LD ST TIIA VR LD
T35V, kit ~y so...that ~ ORI REE. has been over-
taxed=has been demanded to do more than one is physically capable of.
stand=endure.

wasn’t nonplussed T(FLOEZIZ) FH 9 Z L < FELR L L T, non-
plussed=perplexed.

better still TEBICRWOI,

Labrador [lébrado:] TS 75 FAMHIE, HF & =a—-T7U v FS50F
MEH Y, BT FREOBEFROHIR.

was hunting up ~ T~ 2B THW

get by rail=go by railroad.

snowshees TpA U & B, WHEEHOL.

Ungava [angé#ve] T7 oy Gy HFF « 2y 7 JHLE Ungava ¥
{2 ity Fort Chino % H.0» &3 2 Hitk.

runup ~ FEBNT ~ ~f7{

the next=the next steamer.

gratifying=pleasing.

1t’s well worth anything Ido T(Zhi3) R THBEITLHR+0H 5

goes to my heart TRDOJC 27225 BOLEFED S

always glad to=who are always glad to. S£f7&E 1 178 @ my friends.

the hall porter assures me of it THPO B~ b Z DHEZFRIZ -V E
TWBDED

sing out=shout. ¥k 3 |

But if so the kindly beam .... Butif so, one would have said the tindly
beam .... & &,

them=tears.

narrow TRRE7L  FITAI

man with 2 hunted face (/21 b OPIBHN TS X 5 72) BUL BN
& 0B FIfTD a stranger L [,

with a furtive step [EUR T,

made a dive for ~=rushed to ~. T~ OFHF~ZEHEL o]
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Old Junk and New Money
A Little Study in the Latest Antiques

Junk B <7y

Money TR

The Hespeler [héspile] -Hyphen-Joneses T~ZAE'F—-¥ 53—V XK, Bz
The Hespeler-Joneses &4 & X The Hespeler-Hyphen-Joneses LE
Ok, BEDAETHHTLEHAT . THINTEOESR.
go=work; operate. Ej<{

Good gracious (REF) T2 A THizvyg

Did it ever go? BV Z L3S BDTTE>, ever=at any time.

the works=the moving parts of a machine. RO o HH#
Salvolatile [solvdlatail] THAURF ANy ZRLEE4.

tell=distinguish; discern. e.g. The jeweller can tell a real diamond from
an imitation. :

hands T(FpEto) £

Amalfi [omd@li] T7=—nN7 .4, ZRZE4,

the things . . . that you can tel by TRl F 2) KHTE 534,

keen about—much interested in; fond of. keen on % [FE%.

had thatdone by ~ T~ ZENE/E-TLH o0y

the break 247 B |

stamped on it TN EEELOT T2,

Ferrugi’s [fertigiz] T7 = —XDJE,; BZEOJEAL.

that little place=that little shop.

Fourth Avenue (= o —=—2TH0) 4545,

done=(to be) broken.

and watking=and he walked. &{TD and murmuring ¥ and he murmured.
were swearing at it T 2RI WE LT TWS

Mr. Appin [#pin] -Hyphen-Smith 7> « 23 2K,

a genuine fractura [frektjura] TAPozZbhk, fractura 135 5 &,
Hoffany’s [hifoniz] "7 7 =—0JE | 822 0JE4L, New York oF 4 E
7 Tiffany 2% Uofed 0.

tomake teain TZh TREEZANBLDIT

solid silver [HligR

and all that 7722 hiZ0 0z &g

they TR7 7y =—DEDALSL

inany way "X oz onThy

the perfect darling T 4§ K8l L Tw 34, darling=a thing in great





