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to keep mo going, one for bricks, and another
for mortar ; while one fellow makes hisself pree
cious unpleasant, by keeping on going ¢ puff!
puffl” like a steam-ingin', beeauso I worked so
fast. But I letthem chaff aslongas they liked ;
and bite-by I comes to bo working alongsido of
my steamncingin’ fricnd, and jest as he'd been
going ita little extra, [ says to him quictly <

« Ever been ont o work, matey ?”

“ Not to signify,” ho says.

¢ Causc if ever you are, and come down werry
close to ground, yow'll be as glad to handlo the
trowel again as I am.” Ie didu’t puff any more
that day, not as I hiecrd.

London work was something fresh tome, I
used to think that 'd been about somo tidy
buildings down our way, but what was thetidiest
on’em to the London jobs I was put on! Job3
where the scaffolding must have cost hundreds
upon hundreds of pounds more than the house,
lang, and everything clse put together, of tho
biggest place 1 had ever worked upon. I used,
100, to thivk I was pretty strong in tho lead;
but I soon began to sing small here—specially
when I had been up about o week find was put
on at a big hotel, right up so high, that ono
turned quite creepy, and used to get thinking of
what would be the consequences if a sharp puff
of wind come and upsct one's balance. I could
never have believed, neither, that such a Jacob's
Ladder of scaflold-poles could have been built
up tostand without crnshiog and snapping those
at the bottom like so many rceds or tobacco-
pipes; but I suppose them as builds them knows
best what should be done, and what they’ll bear.
But though I did not like it much, I took good
care not to mention it to my lass, for I koew
she'd have been on the fidget all day if Ihad
told her.

By degrees T got to stand it all pretty well;
and we _began to feel & bit sottled in our one
room. Not thatwe much liked it, but then it
wag werry pleasant to go in tho crowd on pay
day, and draw your week’s wage, good wage
100, jest as I had scen it when settin' in my owa
place at home, We still ealled it home, for we
couldn't get to feel that wo were at home in
London, and Polly she said sho .iever should,
after haviog a little house of her own; butas
1bere was only our two selves, we made things
pretty comfortable,

The big hotel was getting on at a tremendious
rate, for there was a strong body on us at work,
and it used to make me think and think of the
loads upon loadsof stuff the hotel swallowed up,
and how much moro it would take before it was
finished. Onoc day when I was bricklayingup at
the top—I don't know how many fect from the
ground, and I never used to care to look to sce,
for fear of turning giddy—ono day it came on to
blow aregular gale, and blew at last so hard,
that the scaffold shook and quivered, while,
wherever there was a loose rope, it rattled and
beat against the poles, ag if it is was impatient
of being tied there, and wanted to break Joose
ard bo off.

It blew at last 50 werry hard, that T should
havo been precious glad of an excuso to get
down, but 1 couldn’t well leave my work, and the
old bands didn’t seem to mind itmuch: 80 I kep
at it. Wheeever the wind blows now, and I
shut my cyes, I ean eallit all back again; the
creaking and quivering of the poles, the rattling
of tho boards, the howliog and whistling of tho
gale ag it swept savagely by, in & rage because
it cnuld not sweep us away.

A high wind is pretty bard to deal with, some-
times, on the ground; and I have scen folks
pretty hard driven to turn o corner. So it may
be guessed what sort of fun itis xight upor a
spidery scaflold, where aman iscxpected towork
with both hands, and lhold on by nothing, and
hat, too, where a singlo step backwards would
bo—there, it's a thing as allusmakes menervous
10 talk about,

It was getting tohe somewhere about half-past

of tho scaffolding gave way, and swept with it
poles, hoards, and bricks, right into the open
spaco below. .

I leaped up at a polo which projected from the
roof above me, justabove my head, canght it, and
hung suspended, just as the boards upon which
I'stood but an instant hefore gavo way, and fell
on to tho uext stage, somo twecaty feet helow.
;l_‘lighuy clasping tho rough fir pole, I clung for
ifo

Think? Ididthink. I thought hundreds of
things in a few scconds, ag 1 shut my cyes and
began to pray,-for I felt as I could not hold on
long, and I knew as I should fall first on tho
stago below, when the boards would either give
way, or shoot mo off again with a spring, and
then I knew therewould bo a crowd round some-
thing upon the ground, and tho police coming
with o stretcher,

“ Creep out, mate, and como down the rope,”
cried a voice from below, I turned my head, so
that I could just sco that the pols 1 was hanging
to had a block atthe hand, through which ran
a rope for drawing light things up and down to
tho scaffold, Foran instant I dared not move;
then, raising myself, I went hand over hand to-
wards tho palley,and inanother instant I should
have grasped it, when I heard a rushing sound,
and tho creaking of a wheel, a3 tho ropo went
spinning througl, and was gonc: tho weight of
the longerside having dragged tho other through.
AsI bung, I distinctly heard it fall, perhaps’'s
handred and fifty feet.

As tho rope fell, and I hung there, I could
hear a regular shrick from those below; but
nobody stirred to my assistance, forT was beyond
bLelp then; but I scemed to grow stronger with
tho danger, though my arms felt as if they were
being wrenched out of their sockets, and my
nerves as if they wero torn with hot irons.  Sob-
bing for breath, I creptin again till I was over
tho stago first; then close into the face of tho
building; and there I hung. Once I tricdto get
somo hold with my fect, but the smooth bricks
Iet my toes slip over them directly. Thea I
tried to get a leg over tho pole, 80 as to climb up
and sit there; bul the timo was gone by for that,
I had hung too long, and was now growing
weaker every moment.

I can't describo what I felt. All I know is,
that it was horrible, and that long afterwards I
used to jump up in bed with o scream; for so
suro as I was a little out ¢’ gorts, camo s dream
of hanging to that scaffold-pole, cxpecting every
mowment to be onc’s last,

I cau't say, cither, how long I hupg; but
fecling at length that I was going, I made one
last try for it, I thought of my poor and
scemed to seo her a-looking at me in a widder's
cap; and then I clencbed my tecth hard, and
tried to get on to where tho cad of the polo was
fastened, I got one hand over the hard bricks,
and hooked my fingers, and held on: then I got
tho other band over, and tried to climbup, as a
cheer from below encouraged me; but my feet
and koces slipped over the smooth bricks, and
in spito of every effort they hung dowa gtraight
at last, and I felt & sharp quiver run through mo
as slowly, slowly, Ty hands opened, my fingers
straightened, and, with eyes blinded and blood-
shot, I fell.

—Fecll what scemed to bo su enormous dis-
tance, though it was only to the next stage,
whero boards, bricks, and tools, skaken by the
concassion, went with & crash below. Tho deal
planks vpon which I lay, still kep' in their
places, but with their ends jolted so near the
cdgo that it seemed to mo that the least motion
on my part would make them slip, and scod me
off again. I wa# too cxhausted and frightened
to movc, and lay thero for some time, not know-
ing whether I was much hart ornot.  Tho first
thing as recalled mo to myself was tho voice of
a man who came up a ladder close at hand;
and I could sco that ho had aropo aad palicy
with him, which ho soon had hooked on to the

three, and I was working hard, so as to keep | ladder.

from thioking about tlo storm, when all at once
1 happened to turn oy Lead, and see that the
men was a-scufiling down tho ladders as bard as
they could go. And then, before T had time to
think, there was a loud crash, and & Jarge piece

¢ Hold on, mate,” he says. “If I throw you
the end of the rope, can you tie it xound you?”

TN try," I says. So he makes a noose, snd
pulling enough rope h the bluck, be shies

it to e, Lut 1t was't far enough. So he trica

agaln and again, and at last I manages to ketch
hold on it. But now, as soonas I tried to move,
it sccmed as if something stabbed mo in the sidc,
and, what was more, the lcast thing, would, I
found, send the boards down, and of courss me
with them,

‘¢ Tell them to hold tight by tho rope,” says I ;
add hie passed tho word, whilo I got both arms
through the noose, and told him to tighten it,
which hio did by pulling, for I could not have got
it over my head without making the boards slip,

“ Now then,” hio says, # aro you ready ?”

“ All right,” [ says, faintly, for I felt asif
everything was a-swimming round me; but I
hicard him give asignal, and felt the snateh of
tho ropo as it cut into my arms abovo tho
clbows, aud then [ swang backwards and for-
wards in the air; while, with a crash, away
went the boards upon which I had been a-lying.

I couldn’t seo any more, nor hear any more,
for I seemed to bo sent to slcep; but I suppose X
was lowered down and took to the hospita),
whero they put my broken ribs to rights in no
time, and it wasn't so werry long before I wasat
work onco more ; thoughit took a precious while
before I could get on to a high scaffold again
without fecling creepy and slivery; but, you
know, “uso is second nature.?

Polly showed mo tho stocking t'other day, and
I must say it has improved woaderful, for wages
keep good, and work’s plonty; and as for those
chaps who organise tho strikes, itstrikes mothey
don’t know what being out of work is like. But,
along ¢ that stocking, ono feels tempted very
much to go dowa inthe* country again, but, don't
liko to, for fear o' things not turning out well ;
and Polly says, # Let well alone, Bill? So I
gte)i:ps on, werry-well satisfied, and werry comfort-
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A CASE OF REAL DISTRESS.

em—

HE cattle plague is not a plessant subject

for an articlo in a pleasant magazine ; and
the Editor is very wiso in keeping it excluded
from his columns, says an English writer,

Still] wish to say what happened to ine lately
through the plague, and jtreally was no joke, as,
I think, it will bo granted. -

Fortho beoefit of his health, tho other day I
went 1o s8¢0 a4 country friend of mine, whose
brains required enlivening by my sprightly Lon-
don small-talk, His reason for my visit was
that J looked scedy, and required fresh air and
quict, whicl latter in his neighbour-hood is cer-
tainly abundant,

¢ Como and stay a week with us, and well
soon"set. you up, and make quite a new man of
you.

This was how he phrased bis fricndly invi-
tation : aud 1 mentally replied that, asan actof
purest charity, I would tear myself away from
London for a week, anddevote my wits to kecping
kim from enoring after dinner,

Tho artful fellow did not tell me, when ho
wrote, that the district where ho lived bad been
especially infected, and thatin conscquence he
draok bis tea and coffes without cream, and lot
either milk, nor beef, nor butter bo scen upon
big table. ﬁow, like our Yaakeo cousin, I am
vastly fond of # cowjuice,” and I never have been
ablo to acquire tho Rassian tasto for tea with
lemon sprinkled init, Milk or cream of somo
sort i3 essential to my comfort, and in London I
bave never any troublo in procuriug it. All
throughont last summer, when the cows were at
their worst, I had abundant cream for breakfast,
and I never dreamed of nsking if it were dclete-
rious. Oano learas in London not to bo too nico
about one’s food ; and I should about as soon
havo analysed a sausago at & chophouse, as have
thought of asscrtaining if tho sediment I noticed
at tho bottom of my creamjug were cow-born or
calcarcous.

I discovercd these privations the first evening
of my visit, for, as X had forgotten to say when I
was coming, I found uponarrivalthat my friend,
his wife, and danghters had all gone outto din-
ner, ¢ The childring,” said tho servant, “ were
agoing to bev their tes,” which I took as s broad
hint thatit was no we asking cook to serve &



