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land linen-bag of hors, and began to h'iPPety-hoppet down Hythie
1Uit1. I went a roundabout way to throw father off the scent.
' Where are you goin', Bob ?' says a woman. ' For a Nwalk,' says
j, ' and I sh.all be hungry before I corne back.' She looks harci at
nie, but then she says, ,'Poor littie, dmip,' and goes in and cuts nie
a slice of bread and butter.

"Tlie machine man took me up at the milestone, and I came up
to London, bumpin' in a sack on the top o'Colchester natives. H1e
gave nie soxnething to, eat on the road, and iiext mornin' lie drop-
ped mie at an earily coffce-house in the Mile-En' Road, and gave mie
a shiflling, and said ,'Good-bye, Bob:- luck go with ye;' and ever
since thon, sir, I thank God, V've been able to, earn my own living
-.-'cept ivhen V've been laid up in ho>pital, and that's abolit ten
tinies iii forty years. Fhîey're good Christian places, those hospi-
tais, w1hen you're once inside; and the (loctoi'S, and the nurses, and
the ladies-sisters they eail 'ern-there weren't any o' themn when
1 used to be laid first-arc as kind as kind can be. The doctors
speak a bit brisk now and thon, and thc nurses make you mind
cmi; but thon wlhat a lot they've got to 1ook aftor! and the ladies
,ire always s0 gen tic, bless 'cm! It's a pity, though, that the
porters and such-like, shoulci be s0 bumptious:- they might have,
you'd think, more feeling for pooi- folk.

"0f course, you understand, sir, I'd rather pay a doctor, if I
could; but thoen I cean't, and, besides, howv could I keep a nurse? So
wlhen lni bad, I go to a. kind gentleman I know, and hoe always
mianages to get, me an order somcwhiere or other. I declare to
you, sir, IVve been downriglit happy in hospital when l've been
gettin' a bit well again. So dlean and quiet, no bad smetls, and
no bad language, and timie to think gooci tliougts-it's like a
week o' Sundays-very different fî-om the Sundays heî-e, sir. It
was in Guy's, sir, that poor mother's w~ords tirst re-ally corne home

Sto nie. Just before J was laid up, I*d been getting cocky-sacri-
ficiin'tunto my net, and eripple as I was, I'd manage to get my
I ivin', and keep myseif respectable, and pi.ek up a. bit of book-
lecarn in' a bout beasts, cand birds, and flowe-s, and mechanios, and
siicli-Hkc, botter than some big fellows who could make a mouth-
fal of mne. It wvas real good foir me to be, laid on the fiat o' my
backz tlîat timie-it took the nonsense out of me. 1 was lyin' in
iiy e one, biht fin' verv small, when al f"" ude

t 0oigi f poor niothem- lying on hier- bed, and of what she'd said
t i, Try tobe of some good, Bobo' And, thinks 1, if you'd

been thte fine feller you fanc.ied yerself, aftcr ail, wasn't you only
workiin' foi- yerself ? If v'ou was to die to-night, who'd be worse
off but yeî-self ? I'd given up saying rny prayers and going to
chuîch for <a bit, but I said a pra, or that night, and miade up my
mind thiat, if ever 1 got about again, God hielpin' me, 1'd try to do
sonmeblodly besides myself some good. Bu,.- w'hIat good could a cha,.p
like mce do to any body? I tholi'ght aga In.

"Ho1(vwver, the first Sunday I was out, I went to chureh-the
0On0 thlat stands back in the Blackfriar's Road-and the sermon
ivas just as if the parson knew what I was thinking. It w'as
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