
MR. TOOSYPEGS. »5

"Poor thing I poor thing I
" said Mr. Toosypegs, looking

deeply sorry.

" Poor hold thing hindeed 1 " said Mr. Harkins, turning
up his nose contemptuously. " Sarved 'im right, I say ag'in.
That 'ere son o' hern was the most stuck-hup chap I ever
clapped my two blessed heyes on. Hafter he left Heton, I
see'd 'im, one day, in the streets, hand guess who with ?
W'y, with nobody less than young Lord Williers, honly
son o' the Hearl De Courcy, as he has gone and robbed.
There's hmgratitude for you! I didn't know 'im then;
but I 'cognized him hafterward in the court-room hat 'is
trial."

" How could he afford to go to Eton—he, a gipsy ? " said
Mr. Toosypegs, in surprise.

" Dunno 1 Hold woman sent 'im, I s'pose—'owever she
got the money. He was a fine-looking 'fellow, too, I must
say, though raythcr tawny, but 'andsome as Lord Williers
hmiself. Hold Ketura was 'andsome once, too ; see'd 'er
w'en she was a reg'lar hout-and-hout beauty; though you
mightn't think it now. Times changes folks, yer know,"
said Mr. Harkins, in a moralizing tone.

" What made him steal, if his mother was so rich ? " said
Mr. Toosypegs.

" His mother wasn't rich no more'n I be. S'pose she made
enough tellin' fortunes, poachin', and stealin' to pay fur 'im
at school

;
hand then when he growed hup, and his cash

gave out, he took hand stole the head's plate. He denied
It hall hat 'is tria^ ; but then they hall do that. By jingo I

he looked fierce enough to knock the judge and jury, and
all the rest on 'em, hinto the middle hof next week, hif noc
further, that day. 'Twas no go, though; hand hover the
water he goes to-morrow."
"Poor fellow I Mr. Harkins, I'm sorry for him—I really

am,' said Mr. Toosypegs, in a tone of real sincerity,
Mr. Harkins burst into a gruff laugh.

^
" Well, hif this ain't good I Wot fools folks is ! Sorry

lor a cove yer never saw 1 Wonder hif hall Hamericans is
as green as you be ?

"
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^^^^^ came out in a series of little

jer.-s, vr'ith strong notes of admiration appended to each, Mr.
Harkms relapsed into silence and the collar of his greatcoat,
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