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THE SLOW-COAC- H

By H. M. Egbert

There was the greatest contrast
imaginable between Dick Chester
and Sammy Bent. Both were sons
of old families, but that was the sole
similarity. Dick Chester's father
owned the joint stock bank; Sammy
went to work there as an office boy
after his father failed and commit-
ted suicide. Dick patronized the
other with good-natur- contempt.
Sammy was out of his class.

Myrtle Havens was out of Sam-
my's class. Dick and she were en-
gaged, but it was plain that Sammy
loved her in a moon-ca- lf way. He
ran errands for her and made him-
self generally useful. In fact, Sam-
my had such manifest plodding in-

dustry that old Chester took a fancy
to him, gave him a clerkship and
sometimes invited him to his house.

Dick might have married Myrtle,
but her father died suddenly, for-
feited his $50,000 insurance, which,
it was found had lapsed months be-

fore, during the beginning of his ill-

ness. Dick threw Myrtle over. He
was criticized for this, but he could
afford to laugh at criticism, with a
wealthy father. Old Chester was
furious about it. The fact was, Dick
had been tiring of Myrtle, and when
the girl chivalrously offered to re-
lease him he seized the opportunity.

Dick got tired of the bank and
stayed away so long that his father
got him a position as secretary to
an exclusive club. There Dick was
in his element But the great sur-
prise came when old Reynolds died
and Sammy found himself promoted
to the position of manager, at 28.

Myrtle Havens had been living in
tirement since the breaking off of
her engagement. How Sammy got
to visiting her nobody knew. Per-
haps it was his plodding, kindly way
that attracted the girl. But before
very long she had turned to him with
that understanding that a girl at

tains for the man who loves her
without thought of anything but
herself. And after a while it was un-

derstood that they were engaged.
Now if Dick had had" any decency

he would have refrained from com-

menting on this situation. Instead
of which he went to Sammy.

"Folks are saying that you and
Myrtle Havens are going to hit it off
together," he said.

Sammy turned white and for the
first time in his life he
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"Just Wait Till the Bank Comes to
Me, Sammy!"

a desire to strike Chester. But he
only assented.

"Well, I hope everything will turn
out all right," said Dick. "Myrtle is
all right in her way. A little slow,
though. Sammy, fwant to borrow a
thousand dollars. And I don't want
the old man to know. It's pretty ex-

pensive at the club and I've dropped
a good deal at poker lately. Let me
have a thousand for three months
on my note, will you?"

Sammy knew that it was not legit-
imate business to lend the bank's
money to Pick, But he lent hinj the.
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