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faint pumng of the vrnMrny dwindled and ceaaedleavnig^. abrupt rilence in the «r. A moment uS^e'«ny of ope^tive, began to pour out rf the .S «!
txanee; men and girls and young boy,. aU in a gwat hurry

.t^. The uBuaUy qmet street was crowded in an in-

The burnisher's wife stood on the steps of the vacant^U. h« sister, watching the throng debo„chl:r„*

U'"^\i. ». °,!!1*^' '^' '"^'^' "There hew! and the other began to caU. "Oscar. Oscar!" wav-

tte street. It was her husband, the burnisher, and he««eacro« the street, crowding his luncLbasket into the^ofhuooat. HewasathinlitUemanwithati:^!

Aavenstubbfe of a pale straw colour. An od jTas of ah«n^ shop hung about him. Vandover gathered up hisb«^ and pad and soap preparing to go home.

tfc. K •

?'**'• ?'''" **^''" ^^'^ '"'"*'" ^id his wife to
thebyrmsherashecameupthesteps.

"But I c^^-tget him to say that he'd let me havfit for fifteerwaT,
included. The landlord himself. Mr. (ia^.w^wt-
Jjyandlmadethedickerwithhim. SdTmrhe^
andaydeamngup." She explained the bargain, the bu^n^er ^rovmg of ev«ything. noddinglKl™
and the htUe boy following in silence. "He's a good landM. I gue»" continued the young woman; "a^^^'."
ttejow wdl teU you that, and he means to keep Us hoL^in good repair. Now you see. here's the kite:^„S


