The Rainy-day Fellow.

At last my neighbour has again beea anywhere. He
appeared like a straggler, a nomadic one, in my lilc’s course,
and has been again bound for a fresher voyage, a more curious
journ=y methinks, into .the solitary vague mystery of the land
beyond the cremation dust. ,And 1 am essentally. here in
charge of his wife and issue—a charge, where my option had
little to do. It is not because | have means enough to spare
for others. It is not because I am very charitable to let
anothet’s family partake of my income. But I had to do
it, as the alternative was that I should hold comfortably my
morsel, and severnl should stand by and starve out. There
is another reason also, and that is the main, and it will come
when the full story will come. | - ,

It was a drowsy faint-coloured rainy day. Rains had been
contemporary with the very dawn, but its fury was not less in
the least even when it was no more day-lightt The job
I had in the market was finished, '‘and I was waiting for a bus
faring in the neighbourliood. A man suddenly intruded into the
shade of my umbrella. 1 had marked him already ; he was
leaning against a wall willh the stout bare inclemency overhead.

“O sir, I beg your pardon, sir. I find you have an
umbrella, and it is big, and it is stretched, and | thought—"

“What [”"—I said. He had been perfectly drenched,—all
bis dress accurately spotted by the <prinkles of mud-water.
And with such dashing hurry he ran for my umbrella that his
body clashed with mine, and my clothes soon had the same
fate as his. This put me in a temper, for all my precaution
thus amounted 1o taking no ciution. If the gentleman, I
thought, would be in any earnest to save another’s dress, as
he was in every earnest to save his own person frem the
soaking, there could be no room -for any undesirable motion
whatsoever.

i
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" But, he bent down, and in an instant, actually sat down at
my feet. “P:lrrdan me, SI:fr, I have been very impertinent.
Your umbrella was too much craved for by a diseased min
as myself,.on such a I'ﬂil':}? day. For, the malaria will - not fail
again® to take vengeatice for my. drénching. [ have had
to-day, of enough soaking and starving. I Dbeseech you,
sir, I should not have more.” ‘ _

I ‘was immensely impressed. His words were ordinary.
There was no' hard earned style of an actor, any romantic
scent was not there E&ll‘t‘d in ﬂne diclion, no extraordinary
epitode they contained. N"n man could have said it would He
very cruel of me not to be impressed by them. But there come
mnmefnt% in our 1ives, when we take things to heart or appre-
ciate them, not simply from their inward capacily, but by the
very peculiar refleclion that the unique momenl presesents
on the uniqu> occision. It was such a ‘_:':me indeed. The words
sounded so wet with tears, and heavy wilh si}:lns, and such a
ft:f:lin;.{ of relief ard entire dependence was there in them
that my passion was before long replaced by a symp}ilhﬁ'tic
curiosity. , |

A bus came on, I rode init, and be with me. He did nnt
vbject, nor seemed ahashed—even for fﬂrmullty S sakc—ullen
I paid the pice for his ticket,—I was - astmuslwd. In answer to
my queatmn. he luld Lis story. |

“You may call me as you like, sir.”—He stﬁppcd a little,
locked beyond through the wmdnw, and then began -again.

“Parentless from ﬂ'llldhﬂﬂd I was reared up to twelve by an
affecticnate widow, who llﬂ.b been dead these eighteen years. |
got some educution, and found a jo)bina Zemindary Seresta,
Then '1 married. The old Zemindar dying, when his young
son inherited, I was dismissed. For, I was not to his liking, as
I could not attend him in his dissolute pleasures Since thda.
two years have passed, and my wife and little child go w th-
out sustenance on all alternative diys, and somstimes d.ws:‘nn;
end. Iam fcd with the tears of my dear. ones. As for myself,
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what should I tell vou, sir, whof the world has given the
part of all-round disappointment, and to whom' life is a be.
wilderment ? [ think I would now go back to that zeminder
if he would take me, even at ‘the supremﬂ'tmt of sacrjficing
my early cdays’ ideal for the latter days’ material main-
tenance.” . - . .

This discaurse ended here, as I said n-thing, nor .asked
anything more. Oue question oniy he put duting the whole
bu*-:-jmrnev “Shall T now go back to my shed ?” *“No,
follow me”, I replied briefly.

The bus stopped near the crossing, not flI' from my 60A......
Street. The belly-reduced emaciated fellow nte SO uu,,ent[y
that day as if ‘Hunger’ incirnated himself in m},r dmuu, room.
Then he took his night’s sleep in my house. ‘ '

‘When the morning wis advancad next day, he was found
missing. 1 was disappointed,—not because he had chosen to
depart, but that he had chosen to,ggo away without a single
word of thanks. However, 1 thanked Providence that the
possibility of my drying out, if this parasite would entwine me
with its unpaying arins, was no more.

Now, niy generous rainy-day compaazion retarned very soor
—as early as the .d.ay following his sudden departure, with a
womwn and a child as if to try the strenglh of my
goodnature. ‘ ‘

“I have bro=ght them, sir. -1 thought you would not think:
anything if I were so bold, sir."”

I'frowned. Once I felt the temptation of bidding them adieu
wilh my severest judgment. This tragic act  would have taken:
place but for the single consideratian that 1 might rather
see deep into the man, who seemed some vhat novel in my"
tiirty-eight years’ experience. And so they got in.

X L L %

In a day or two it was discovered that the new batch of
people were quite bare-facedly skilled in making relations with
new acquaintances,—a point which did oot agree with hijs
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past life, I was his uncle, and my wife, his revered aunt,
They were 11lawed a portibn nf my dwellingy for using, and
making it nasty, as it were, wnth various rubbish. Every
moruing he got dut to seek for an employment, and almost
every eveuing returned with a dark g;ave care-worn face, and
rarcly with a day'’s maintenance. E'nnsequently Ins wife was
the most frequent atiendant in my kitchen. For, she was
always in want, of something,—and that was not very important,
only what they daily 'requred l—now a scer of rice, then a
cuplul of nil,—then a pot of salt, now some vegetable pieces ;
but my wife was like the jol.y lifeful fountain, who more en-
joyed, than was tired of these. .

My tea was'prepared ; it was break-fast time. My neigh-
bour ..ppeaied.

“What do you think of tea. sir ! There are some to regard
it bad ior the s;-%tem. but I am never of them, It is so delicious !
Many days ago, when I had the means, I would drink even
eight cups at one sitiing, and biscuits and cakes too, a pretty
lot.” He looked praisingly at the dishes. I understood. He was
told to have a break fast out of mine.

“Oh Sir ]| how kind indeed you are to feed me out of
your dishe:. Oh ! many days, many days, past, and I taste
such things again.” Afterwards he was ever energelic in
attending me at every breakfust, ar.d, now at dinner, and then
at supper,—while on my part there was no .invitation, and
forbidding as well there was neither.

When any fruit would come to my house, or there was the
proposal of any feastin, it was the time for the young boy to
play most attentively at toys before my door, until my wife saw
him in such dilficulty, and saved hi.n by giving him out of the
stock. One duy [ lost a rup:ze, as | left the money-bag care-
lessly on the table, and that irer_v day the boy was found to
bring a lot of sweets. Qa eaquiry the rest of the rupee was
detected ia his little wicked store. Phe Eict remains that such
conduct from all of them was unbearable. 1 stood himn even
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when mine was the loss’s side, ali‘ for a curinﬁity of being
more familiar with the strange way of life of a nomadic--
natured man, to study the peculi'ar mind, in all its
peculinrities yet to come. And it was«ny wish not to pnll
down the scene by force,  but wait until the screen should fall
in the natural p-ocess. It fell very soon. :

He had beéa absent at my break-fast hour fn.r the last two
days, and his wife, in my kitchen. The third day 1 w. ked to
his room. The son cried, “Oh grandpa, don’t you know
father has caught what ¢ Pueumonia has been on him, and no
doctor has come. Father will not live, sir, Oh /" Icalledina
doctor, but he did not live ind-ed. The day of his final
departing was a rainy day I'ke the Hfrst day of hlE jommL in.
I was at his death-bed, and when the stor uutblde reached
its highest violence, and the insiders nad the deepest fcqlm,,
his breath was laid on eternal repose.

Now he has pissed away, to end his story, but that
only to add cumber to mine. The sun-shine had its very
limited share in bhis life. But. it would be better if
it would not fall at all; for, then he <could be
accustomed to bear his gloomy days (—which filled the cup
almost to the brim—), and no reminiscences of better days
would stand to poke at the sore. True that [ enjoved his
Lumble ways at times un[erlinh!y, but now as’'l consider deep,
my aching goes tor him. The desires of the flesh suppressed
by poverty sometimes found expression even with utter shawne-
luessness. His once-a-day meal was an Alps-crossing task with
him to earn, so all his past education and culture at last gave
way to the gross necessities of the stomach, and yet he
could not draw back (rom the failure in life. So much lay
benind what I saw from outside, so much in shadowed depih.
Thercfore [ feel him really missing to-day, when he is no

mole.
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