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kneos, embraced by their weary arms. Fractions chiidren we-e
wrangling on the pavement. Froi lines, stretched from side tiâ
side above it, drooped ciothes whose rnotioriless moistness did UQ,

freshien the hiot, hushoed aijr. The woinen seatcd on the common
doorstep of the house in which Bob iodged, gave my companion a
verý sulky ,"Good evenin', sir," as they dragged up thoîr tiredl
limbs Vo make way for us. Bob's door opened just inside thie
common lobby, and when we knockod at it, it ivas a pleasant
change to hear his cheery " Corne in." Ile pushcd his chair to thie
open windowv, and was chipping away in the fading lighit at one
of his littie men.

"What are you so busy about. Bob? " asked the clergyman.
"Weil, sir," hie answered, ,"perluaps you'1I Iaugh, but somebodv

says there's ' sermions in stones, and good in every thing;' and I'Ve
been thinkiug that thoro might bo t-.xts iii toys; anybhow there
shouidn't be any bad in 'cm. After that blackguaî'd fighit at
Farnbro', you know, sir, Sayers and Hleenan wore ail the rage,
and my sbop got me to niake them for the eildren. You turnedl
the handie, you sce, and thon they squared up and pitchcd into
one another. 1V wvas rather a pretty bit o' work, and took -aie.1
the littie uns uncommion. 1 nover thoughit about any harm dhere
could ho in it tili yesterday. The bricklayer man next dooi- was
settin' two young uns to fighit, so I told 'cmn to stop it. 'You're a
nico un to preach about fightin',' says hoe, ,'why you teach 'cmu!'
-1! ' says 1. ,'Yes,' says hoe. '1-IowP sa.ys I. i'Wl ti yer whirli-
gigs,' says hie. That struck me ail of ïa hoeap like, and I'm trving-
to niake Sayers and Hleenan a-shiakin' bauds, but Tom's an
obstinato feller, and won't lift his ai-m quick enough. 1 e-xpcct 1
shall have Vo make out that it's on aecount of thoe rap the Amieni-
eau givo hini. Isu't it strange, sir, that it's so mucli casier to inake
even a bit of wood do wvhat it oughitn't? "

Ail this timo mv introduction was delaycd, but 1 ivas weil con-
tent to wait whilst I listenod to the miingicd earnostnoss andl
humour with wicbe the crippled toy-maker unfolded bis difficult\-.
There was soinethiug picasant iu bis voice. For one thing, lie
neither dropped nor lavished bis bi's, although havingr iived ail
bis lifo amougst the iower ciass of Lonidouers, it would have beci
impossible for hlim to avoid eatch)ing some Cockneyisms.

" Weii, sir," lie said, as we sat together after my iitroducer had
departod; tso yo'a want Vo know lîow a poor lamester like nie ha-,
mauagod to rub ou. I don't sec what ploasure it can give von te
hear about a nobocly, but you sb9.uid know best. But fivst let's
liglit a bit of caudie. When I'nî alone, 1 like to sit a bit in the
dark-you can tbink plainer, I fancy-but it sens unsociable
like wben you're, taikin' to a friend, if you'll excuse me, si-. Pin
a Colchester man by birthb. Yes, six-, I was born just as J an-
leV's sec, it must bo close on fifty years ago. My father -%as a1
lighterman at the Hythe. Poor oid father!1 He's beon lu St.
Leonard's churchyard this many a year-but hie did whop Me,
cruel. You soc, sir, lie was disapp'inted at getting a poor thing
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