Edward Hyde Burton had died at Kobe. He was a merchant and he had been in Japan for many years. He was a tiny little fellow, very slender, with white hair; a red face much wrinkled, and blue eyes. He was always neatly and quietly dressed in accordance with his age and station. And he told such a story.

Lenny Burton was quite a remarkable player. He seemed to have an instinct about the cards. It was uncanny. He was in Kobe for some time. He wasn't a bad chap. He was always well-dressed and he was handsome in a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women thought a lot of him. There was no harm in him. Of course he drank too much. A bit of money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by card-playing. 
One time, he came to Edward Hyde Burton. Lenny came to see Edward Burton in his office one day and asked him for a job. Edward Burton was rather surprised. Lenny told him that there was no more money coming from home and he wanted to work. Edward asked him how old he was. 
"Thirty five,' he said.
"And what have you been doing before?' Edward asked him.
"Well, nothing very much,' he said. Edward Burton couldn't help laughing. Burton said, he was afraid he couldn't do anything for Lenny just at that moment. Burton said, he would come back and see him in another thirty-five years, and he’d see what he can do.
       Lenny didn't move. He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then he told Burton that he had had bad luck at cards for some time. He hadn't a penny. He'd pawned everything he had. He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any more credit. He was down and out. If he couldn't get a job he'd have to commit suicide.
Edward Burton looked at him for a bit. He could see that he was all to pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he looked fifty. Burton asked if Lenny was able to do anything he could do except play cards. He said he could swim. 
Edward Burton could hardly believe his ears; it seemed such a silly answer. Lenny said that he swam for his university. He was a pretty good swimmer himself when he was a young man.

Suddenly Burton had an idea.
 When Edward Burton was a young man he swam from there round the beacon and landed at the creek of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Edward Burton told his young namesake about it and he said to him that if he'd do it he'd give him a job.

Lenny said that he wasn’t in very good condition. But Burton didn't say anything. He shrugged his shoulders. He looked at him for a moment and then he nodded.

"All right,' Lenny said. ‘'When do you want me to do it?' he asked Edward Burton.
  Burton looked at his watch. It was just after ten.

The swim shouldn't take Lenny much over an hour and a quarter. Edward would drive round to the creek at half-past twelve and meet him. He’d take him back to the club to dress and then they would have lunch together, Edward Hyde Burton said.
'Done,' Lenny said."They shake hands. Burton wished Lenny good. Edward had a lot of work to do that morning and I only just managed to get to the creek at half past twelve. Burton waited for him there, but in vain."
 He started swimming. But of course he'd ruined his health by drink. The currents round the beacon were more than he could manage.' They didn't get the body for about three days."

