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ilig jol at a stationer's over ini Finsbury, that I heard of poor old
father's death. If was sixteen or seventeen then, and had got a few
shillings put by. I'd been thinkidn' that, hard as he'd been, lie wvas
my father after ail, and my mother hiad loved hlm, thougli he did
wyhop heî', and that it wasn't right to take no more notice of
hlmii tlîan if he'd been a dog. So I wvas a-goin' to write down to,
hini, and if I fouiîd he was liard up, to send hlm a crown or so. 1
dare say tiiere was a bit of pride in that--I wanted to show him,
that I'd been a ble to get on without him. I've mostly founci there
iras summat o' that iii anything I've been very proud of. Well,
sir, the very îîight I ivas goin' to write, as I hopped home from
work, thinkin' what a good son 1 wvas, and ail that, 1 ran against
one of the porters in the yard. -He didn't know me, but I knew
Iimii as soon as I set my eyes on hlm. Hie was a Colchester
man that used to live in 31agdalen Street. Well, sir, I asked hlm
about my fatiier, and lie told me that lie was dead and buried.
IIe'd walked off the quay one Saturday-night, and was haif
drowned iu the water, and haif smothered in the mud. It give
mne a turn, as you may think, sir. I wished I could spend the
nioney as the Catholies do. I can't bear to think of it now. The
thief on the cross is rny only comfort when 1 do think about
it. Biut, perlîaps, we're too ready to judge. 'Judge not, that ye be
flot judged '-that's another comfort."

jThe poor cripple wvas silent for a minute or two afýer this, but
thien lie went on in his old cheerful voice. -IPm sure I'm. much
obliged to you for givin' me your company s0 long. No, sir,
thankee, there's nothing you can do for nie. I've everytlîing I\want--enough and to spare. I've got work as long as I've got
my health; and when that fails, I*ve got rny hospital; and whcn
I die, 1 huiubly hope, through Christ's mercy, to, creep into licaven.
I've cverything to make me contentcd. The curate talks to nie
like a brother, sir. I've only to ask nîy other good friend for an
order for the hospital, and lie cgets it for me just as if I wvas a
gentlenian. The littie ones ail love nie, and most of the people
about here are very kind. If tlîey'd only be a bit kinder to
themiselvcs, poor souis, I slhould be quite ha,,ppy. Do you know,
sir, 1 call iy old chair here my Ebenezer? Hitherto the Lord
hath lielped, and He's a friend that ivili neyer fail. (3ood niglit,
sir, and again I thaxîk ye."

As 1 pieked mny way through thie rain-pools of the Folly's flags,
and thouglit of the littie toy-iniaker, hcartilv grateful after w'eed-
like tossings on life's sea for eveii that poor siielter, aîîd, in spite
of his iîîfirmities, not oîily carning for iniiself an lîonest living,
but actiiîg as a moral leaven aîîd even a inaterial. benefactor to
lis poor nieighîibours, it occurred to nie thuat "ýthe bricklayer man
next door"y ias not the only lazy iiaîî, or womiax, w'hom nîy
laine mnan should makle ashamed. Contrasted with bis beneficent
eiiergy under difficulties, lîow utterly contenîptible appears the
tiiIiii that sprixigs from "ýnothing to dIo" in the iiiidst of life's
nîlost Ilixurious appliances!
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