
Bank House 
9th Oct 1905
My Dear Brown,
Oh W.B. has it come to this? Eleven shillin’s atween you an’ me? An’ I am to pay it you? Naw. 
William Broon, it will nae to be bigger – heap bigger first. Aye deed. 
Ye wad be fair affronted, man. Me too! 
Eleven shillin’s! Heech!
We are leevin’ Bank Hoose, O Lord. 35,000 buiks to shift! And arrange! Think o’ that an ye hae 
cunning servitors wha will help nae doot, dinna shake yer heid.
But we maun fin’ a hoose first wihin an hour o’ Edinburgh town (see Alpha care Keith’s 
advertisement in Scotsman a’ Wednesday and Saturday) If ye ken o sec a bit write to me there anent 
like the decent sowl ye are. 
But eleven shillin’s! 
Oh man – Fie for shame! 
Gang to the door o Number 26 and whistle twenty sax times for yer eleven shillings till theres 
something worthwhile on yer buiks again. 
Your auld freend 
SRC
In the meanwhile ye micht send me the Final buiks as they appear, barring the Bank Directors 
‘Every loss helps’
SRC 


