Round the Pule Log.
“If you please, sir, I'm an’orphan don’t know nathin

Mike ain’t got no mother, an’ his father-- "
Here Bob broke down and began to whimper.
“Ye don’t say!

reckon—that so ?”

'\‘\unl (XL luyn-nl".*

Well! well! now that s hard lines

Barnardo boye, |
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"Gee whizz! If | dida’t come nigh jabbin’ the fuik nate.
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ch“cd h‘llkc, who had tound e Gt agy
and poke his head up through the hole



