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n-, an' ail the b'ys is a-commii', be-
in* Suinday; an' oie Johns goin' to
hiave sich a sind-off to 'imi that 1
hopes he'll gît so good a reciption
where he's goin' to.

"Give us your grip on it, yer
ny 'rince. li shall be a ciane
fun'ral, or, bedad, wve'll bury
mlore' n old John."

At the time appointed, the littie
rooni was packed with humanity,
exhumed fromn the loxver strata of
society. There w'ere rum-soeiden
old men, and devil-may-care young
inen, and here and there the
frowzy head of an unsexed wornan.
No liat was remioved. Every
mouth hield its pipe or cigar-sturinp,
and throughi the thick smoke one
cotuld discern the shape of the
coffin, and throughi the din of
voices catch the drunken wvaii of
the chief and onlv mourner.

C.B'ys, the clargy's corne!"l an-
notinced the calier of the morning.
"Tak' off yer bats and douse yer
tabakkýay t" The last order mlet
with greneral disapprobation. ex-
pressed in such terms as, "Th'
clargy '1l nio caret" IlJohn 'il no
smiell it P" An ominous show of
shirt-slecves on the part of the
leader, and the injuniction, "Ob*)-
sarve th' civil'ties!'" from sorne of
the most venerable ones, \vere,
howevcr, effective, and the meeting
w~as soon reduced to a degree of
order. El1bowingy and aukling my
way to the head of the coffin, I
read a few verses of Scripture, with
the accomipaniment of suchi Selalis
as-

"IStop yer scrougin' 1!"
"Wad yez tip the corpus?"
"Na, be aisy in prisince o' the

dead."1
ll put yez in lvi' John, if ye

nia mmid yersil."
"cRiv'nince the clargy t"1
With the first lu]], 1 began.
Il1\y friends, we have-"-l

At ;vhich point a serious-faccd
oid soak-er said: Il'Wud ver riy'-
rince 'Iow a sintiimînit? -As i-e

satid, we's frinds, frinds togither 'anl' joliin's frinds. he clargy's

\Ve know Td 'uiy though1.
Sivinteeni vear xvi' 'im, on ship-
board, an' niiver out o' nie eve
since xvas John."

II Te know'd 'im," cliimied a
dozen voices.

II ehll," said I, " if vou kucew
Iiimi 50 -weil, wvhy did no one of
--ou go to sec hini when hie wvas
sick? He told mie that noue of
you hiad corne to give him a kind
word., It is weli to bury bis
corpýe honourabiy; but don't you
think that it would have been bet-
ter to have cared for his poor body
wvhen it could have feit your kind-
ness?"l

IBut, niister, what cud wves f olk
be savin' to a cove what's dyirn'?
We's not praste folk," said one
with reai honesty of face and man-
ner.

ITruc," said I, Ilyou of vour-
selves could tell him lnothing about
death and life beyond; but you
could have toid him. vou were
sorry for him. You migýht have
sat bv bm durincg some of those
long niighits, and hielp ed him to a
drink. And mnaybe his hand
would not have grown, cold s0
soon if somie of you hiad now and
then hield it for him in real svmi-
pathy."

IIBy's," said a dilapidated crea-
turc, who tried to straighten hlim-
self agyainst the corner so as to
attract attention, "b)'ys, the clargy's
righit. Yez orter be more sbirn-
pathitic. \Ve's drinkt wi' John
wvhin Ih' ,vas on 's feet, an' w'e's
orter coddled to 'im -%vliiu h' wvas
on's back."

IIOur friend wlio hias departed,"
resunmed the preacher, lui teliing
nie sornethingr about his life, con-
fessed that lie hiad been a very sin-
fui man, anid-"-ý

IlSinfu' is it,"l said one to an-
othcr. "lJohn wvas no sinfu'."

"e But,"l replied the man so ad-
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