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“ Goo'-bye,” ses Ginger, turning over and
falling fast asleep agin.

Old Sam picked ’imself up arter two .or
three tries, and then he staggered over' to
Peter Russet’s bed and sat on the foot of it,
groaning, until Peter woke up very cross and
tried to push ’im off with his feet.

*I'm dying, Peter,” ses Sam, and ’e rolled
over and buried his face in the bed-clo’es
and kicked. Peter Russet, who was a bit
scared, sat up in bed and called for Ginger,
and arter he ’ad called pretty near a dozen
ttmes Ginger ’arf woke up-and asked 'im wot
was the matter.

“ Poor old Sam’s dying,” ses Peter.

“1 know,” ses Ginger, laying down and
cuddling into the piller agin. *“ He told me
just now. I've bid ’im good-bye.”

Peter Russet asked 'm.where his ’art was,
but Ginger was asleep agin. Then Peter sat
up in bed and tried- to comfort Sam, and
listened while ’e told ’im wot it felt like to
die. How ’e was ‘ot and cold all over,
burning and shivering, with pains in his
inside that he couldn’t describe if ’e tried.

“It'll soon be over, Sam,” ses Peter,
kindly, “and all your troubles will be at an
end. While me and Ginger are knockmg
about at sea trying to earn a crust o] bread to
keep ourselves alive, you’ll be quief at peace.”

Sam groaned. *I don’t like being too
quiet,” he ses. “I was always one for a bit
o’ fun—innercent fun.”

Peter coughed.

“You and Ginger ’ave been good pals,”
ses Sam ; “it’s hard to go and leave you

‘“ We've all got to go some time, Sam,” ses
Peter, soothing-like. “It’s a wonder to me,
with your ’abits, that you've lasted as long as
you ’ave.”

“ My ‘abits?” ses Sam, sitting up all of a
sudden. * Why, you monkey-faced son of a

‘'sea-cook, for two pins I'd chuck you out of

the winder.”

“Don’t talk like that on your death-bed,”
ses Peter, very shocked.

Sam was gomg to answer 'im sharp agm,
but just then ’e got a pain which made im
roll about on the bed and groan to such an
extent that Ginger woke up agin and got out
o’ bed.

‘“ Pore old Sam!"” he ses, walking across
the room and looking at 'im. ‘’Ave you got
any pain anywhere ?”
- “Panl?” ses. Sam
o’ pains all over.’

Sam and Peter looked at 'im and shook
their ’eds, and then they went a little way off
and talked about 'im in whispers,

“Pain? I’'m a mask

“He looks ’arf dead now,” ses Peter,
coming back and staring at’im. “ Let’s take
1s clothes off, Ginger; it's more decent to
die with ’em off.”. . -

“1 think I’ll 'ave a doctor,” ses Sam, in a
faint voice.

“You're past doctors, Sam,” ses Ginger, in
a kind voice.

‘ Better ’ave your last moments in peace,”
ses Pcter, “and keep your money in your
trouser-pockets.”

“You go and fetch a doctor, you mur-
derers,” ses Sam, groaning, as Peter started to
undress 'im. ‘“Go on, else I'll haunt you
with my ghost.””

Ginger tried to talk to 'im about the sin o’
wasting money, but it was no good, and.
arter telling Peter wot to do in case Sam died
afore he come back, he went offi He was
gone about ’arf an hour, and then he come
back with a sandy-aired young man with red
eyelids and a black bag. \

“Am I dying, sir?” ses Sam, arter the
doctor ’ad listened to his lungs and his ’art
and prodded 'im all over.

- “We're all dying,” ses the doctor, “ only
some of us’ll go sooner than others.”

“Will he last the day, sir? ” ses Ginger.

The doctor looked at Sam agin, and Sam
held ’is breath while ’e waited for him to
answer. “Yes,” ses the doctor at last, “if
he does just wot I tell him and takes the
medicine I send 'im.’

He wasn’t in the room ’arf an hour
altogether, and he charged pore Sam a
shilling ; but wot 'urt Sam even more than
that was to hear ’im go off downstairs
whistling as cheerful as if there wasnt a
dying man within a 'undred miles.

Peter and Ginger Dick took turns to be
with Sam that morning, but in the arternoon
the landlady’s mother, an old lady who was
almost as fat as Sam "imself, came up to look
arter 'im a bit. She sat on a chair by the
side of ’is bed and tried to amuse ’im by
telling ’im of all the death-beds she’d been at,
and partikler of one man, the living image
of Sam, who passed away in his sleep. It
was past ten o'clock when Peter and Ginger
came ’ome, but pore Sam was still awake
and sitting up in bed holding 'is eyes open
with his fingers.

Sam had another shilling’s-worth the next
day, and ’is medicine was changed for the
worse. If anything he seemed a trifle better,
but the landlady’s mother, wot came up to
nurse 'im agin, said it was a bad sign, and
that people often brightened up just afore
the end.. /She askedim whether ’e’d got a



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



. A CIRCULAR - TOUR. -- 93

for quite a long time, and the cabman
climbed down off ’is box and came to the
winder agin. -

“I’m sorry, mate,” he ses, “but did you
see me speak to that party just now?”

“The one you flicked with your whip?”
ses Ginger. :

“No; he was speaking to me,” ses the
cabman. ¢ The last one, I mean.”

“ Wot about it ? ” ses Peter.

“ He’s the under-porter at the horsepittle,”
ses the cabman, spitting ; “and he tells me
that every bed is bung full, and two patients
apiece in some of ’em.”

“T don’t mind sleeping two in a bed,” ses
Sam, who was very tired and cold.

“No,” ses the cabman, looking at ’im;
“ but wot about the other one?”

“Well, wot’s to be done ? ” ses Peter.

“You might go to Guy’s,” ses the cabman;
“that’s as good as Charing Cross.”

“I -blieve you're telling a pack o’ lies,”
ses Ginger.

“ Come out o’ my cab,” ses the cabman,
very fierce. ” Come on, all of you. Out
you get.”

Ginger and Peter was for getting out, but
Sam wouldn’t ’ear of it. It was bad enough
being wrapped up in a blanket in a cab,
without being turned out in’is bare feet on
the pavement, and at last Ginger apologized
to the cabman by saying ’e supposed if he
was a liar he couldn’t ’elp it. The cabman
collected three shillings more to go to Guy’s
horsepittle, and, arter a few words with Ginger,
climbed up on ’is box and drove off agin.

They were all rather tired of the cab by
this time, and, going over Waterloo Bridge,
Ginger began to feel uncommon thirsty, and,
leaning out of the winder, he told the cab-
man to pull up for a drink. He was so long
about it that Ginger began to think he was
bearing malice, but just as he was going to
tell 'im agin the cab pulled up in a quiet
little street opposite a small pub. Ginger
Dick and Peter went in and ’ad some-
thing and brought one out for Sam. They
’ad another arter that, and Ginger, getting ’is
good temper back agin, asked the cabman
to ’ave one. : '

“Look lively about it, Ginger,” ses Sam,
very sharp. * You forget ‘ow ill I am.”

Ginger said they wouldn’t be two seconds,
and, the cabman calling a boy to mind his
'orse, they went inside. It was a quiet little
place, but very cosy, and Sam, peeping out of
the winder, could see all three of ’em leaning
against the bar and making themselves com-
fortable. Twice he made the boy go in to

hurry them up, and all the notice they took
was to go on at the boy for leaving the horse.

Pore old Sam sat there hugging ’imself in
the bed-clo’es, and getting wilder and wilder.
He couldn’t get out of the cab, and ’e couldn't
call to them for fear of people coming up and
staring at 'im. Ginger, smiling all over with
"appiness, ad got a big cigar on and was pre-
tending to pinch the barmaid’s flowers, and
Peter and the cabman was talking to some
other chapsthere. The only change Sam ’ad
was when the boy walked the ’orse up and
down the road.

He sat there for an hour and then ’e sent
the boy in agin. This time the cabman

‘lost ’is temper, and, arter chasing the boy up

the road, gave a young feller twopence to
take ’is place and promised 'im another two-
pence when he came out. Sam tried to get
a word with ’im as ’e passed, but he wouldn’t
listen, and it was pretty near ’arf an hour
later afore they all came out, talking and
laughing.

“Now for the ’orsepittle,” ses Ginger,
opening the door. “Come on, Peter; don’t
keep pore old Sam waiting all night.”

“’Arf a tic,” ses the cabman, ‘“’arf a tic;
there’s five shillings for waiting, fust.”

“Wot?” ses Ginger, staring at ’im.
“ Arter giving you all them drinks ? ”

“Five shillings,” ses the cabman; *“two
hours’ waiting at half a crown an hour.
That’s the proper charge.”

Ginger thought ’e was joking at fust, and
when he found ’e wasn’t he called 'im all the
names he could think of, while Peter Russet
stood by smiling and trying to think where
’e was and wot it was all about.

“Pay ’im the five bob, Ginger, and ’ave
done with it,” ses pore Sam, at last. “I shall
never get to the horsepittle at this rate.”

“Cert’inly not,” ses Ginger, “not if we stay
’ere all night.”

“ Pay 'im the five bob,” ses Sam, raising
Is voice ; “it’s my money.”

“You keep quiet,” ses Ginger, “and speak
when you’re spoken to. Get inside, Peter.”

Peter, wot was standing by blinking and
smiling, misunderstood 'im, and went back
inside the pub. Ginger went arter 'im to
fetch 'im back, and hearing a noise turned
round and saw the cabman pulling Sam out
o’ the cab. He was just in time to shove 'im
back agin, and for the next two or three
minutes ‘im and the cabman was ’ard at it.
Sam was too busy holding ’is clothes on to do
much, and twice the cabman got 'im ’arf out,
and twice Ginger got him back agin and
bumped ’imoback inis seat and shut the
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