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street like a Pribiloff seal blinking into an 
Arctic sun. Yet it was only by a second or 
even a third glance that the more inquisitive 
might have detected anything arresting in that 
forlornly ruminative figure with the pendu­
lous and withered throat and cheek-flaps.

To the casual observer he was merely a pic­
turesque old street-peddler, standing like a 
time-stained statue beside a carefully arrayed 
exhibit of his wares. This exhibit, which in­
variably proved more interesting than his own 
person, consisted of a frame of gas-piping in 
the form of an inverted U. From the top bar 
of this iron frame swung two heavy pieces of 
leather cemented together. Next to this coa­
lesced leather dangled a large Z made up of 
three pieces of plate glass stuck together at 
the ends, and amply demonstrating the adhe­
sive power of the cementing mixture to be 
purchased there.

Next to the glass Z again were two rows 
of chipped and serrated plates and saucers, 
plates and saucers of all kinds and colors, with 
holes drilled in their edges, and held together


