
and lie knew when he could pay themn a - siglit
better, so they could save their stamps. Bill's ad in the
paper ran on and on from one season to the next. Behind
the shop lie lived with his cat and dog and a boxful of
paper-bound books, which lie read over and over again.
Dirty, hiappy, unmolested. He had what he wanted.
Ease, romance, and his own thoughts.

Of course, that would not do for Town and Country,
but I found a keen enjoyxnent in tracing the evolution
of the indolent, leisure-loving fellow who ate lis own
candies and let the world pass him. by. He came from a
family of hustiers, who worked the clock around, stark,
prosaic, grim-faced, hard-handed people. Bull was the
youngest of the family and the others had no respect for

him at ail, and said he would die in the poor house; but
they were wrong about that. I quoted a verse of -The

Lotus Eaters" when I went into his store once to buy
canned salmon, and he welcomed it like an old friend.
Then lie told me about his mother, who died when lie
was four years old. He remembered how tired she always

was, and how she longed for time to read. "The Sum-
mers were ail slave drivers", he said, "and drove lier to

death. Perhaps- you've heard of people being 'born
tired'. Well, that's the way I was born, and when I got

the mioney left to, my mother by an uncle, 1 bought this
business and settled down. In fact, I flopped down, and
spread out My feet. lim only sorry Uncle Bill didn't peg
out in time for my mother to use the money. She and 1
could liave had a good time here. 1 suppose you've heard
that I'm lazy. I amn. Lazy but happy".

The day 1 went to interview liim lie did flot answer
the store bell, but 1 could see the back of his liead over

the top of lis barrel-chair in the room beliind, so 1 went
in. He was sound asleep and gently snoring witli the big
black and white cat on lis knee, and a brown spaniel
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