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boats on the reach, and been a boxer in his day.

I believe now that he is dead. There were
others, too, and one, with long blacic hair and

very large eyes set wide apart, attracted me
strangely, as he stood there, laughing and talk-

ing scornfully and freely with the rest. One
evening he walked over the bridge after leaving

the stall, and I, eager to know him, left my
cofYee untasted, and caught him up, and said

something or other, to which he replied. He
adjusted his strides to mine, and walked on with

me towards Clapham. Presently I told him my
name and asked for his. He stopped under a

lamppost and looked at me. " I am an artist,"

said he, " who does not paint, and a famous man
without a name." Then, angry perhaps at my
puzzled young face, he swung off without say-

ing good-night into one of the side streets. I

have often wondered who and what he was,

and have laughed a little sadly to think how
characteristic he was of the life I was to learn.

How many artists there arc who do not paint;

how many a man without a name, famous and
great within his own four walls! He avoided

me after that, and I was too shy ever to question

him again.

Often the dawn was in the sky before I left

the coffee-stall and crossed the river, and then

the grey, pale mist with the faint lights in it,

and the mysterious ghosts of chimneys and


