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4 AN yer spare a copper, laidy ?" The words were

~.spoken in a weak, f altering voice, and two big,

blue, child cycs looked up ont of a pindlied,

weary little face into the beautiful, proud eyes o!

Blanche, Lady Stinsford, as she swept, with ail the grace

for which she was renowned, out of the fashionabie

draper's shop, with its window display of chiffons, and

siiks and laces, and gorgeous raiment. By ber side was

a pretty, fair-haired, aristocratic-lookixig little boy.

But Blanche, Lady Stinsford, leeded not the pitilul

question tliat had been addressed to lier, nor did she

glance for more than a moment clown înto the piea<iing

eyes ; site oniy drew ber costIv v'eivet and sables closer

to lier.
"What a (lirty, disreputahle little object !" she

thougît languidly, as she stepped into the .perfectly-

appointed broughamn, with its pair of beauitifuil borses,

and gave the word "Hlome" to lier siipe;cîlious footman.

The little ragged figure on the pavement, witli a famisb-

ed, desperate appeai in his eves, came nearer.

"Laidy, 1 ain't 'ad a crust sînce-"l But the well-

appointed footnian gave the boy a push, and glanced

criticaily at bis gloves tu sec if thcy lad been liarmcd in

the contact ; and tIen, under bis breath, so that the

words shouid flot reacli the refined ears of his stateiy

mistress :
"It's always thc saute iying tales the likes of you

tells. ,Tust voit take your biook, you little rascailion,

you, or l'Il send a bobby after you ! " TIen lie climbed

wîtl aIl the proper and correct amnount o! agility to bis

seat beside the portly coadliman, and, with a bound for-

ward, the higli-stepping horses bore the brougham away.

The small, shivcring fieure, after casting a longing,

wÎstfuil, and farnishced look at the retreating carnîage,

draggvil bis poor, starved little body onwards, witl -the

poor little tired feet, ail bIne and rcd and swollen with

thc chilhlains thait lad nothing to protcct tîem front

the freezinig pavement and the bitter windl. People pass

ed quickly to aind fro, womcn wrapping their corufortable

cloaks round tlem, and the men turning up the coliars

of their coats.
It was aftcr five o'cloc, anid nilit was closing lu.. It

ha<l been a bitter dIay ;ic ea;rly - norninZ thc pitiless

north wind lad sweplt tlic streets, bowling and whirling

before it cvrtigthat came in tIc couirse o! its wild'

race. -The clnd ad bieet gathetring,, aiii niow tI ] sky

lookl c 1k .eadn 1an duil, as if it wcre, dhairged with a

sulky biiue. Prescntly the snowflakes banto faîl,

siletly1, very softly at first, and then faister, anid stiil

faster, anid the people hurricdl thecir stpthinkinig o! the

wvarn l'ires and the cosy dinner or tea aiwiting thein at

home.
Not one of theni ail stopped to give the little raggcd

boy a copper.
Doubtless tîcre wcre maniy kind leaýrts aogthose

l)assers-byv, buit thcyv were ail blusy with theiron
tllouIgîts,, andj( thcv simpiy did flot notice hlmi nd( yet

le: was sncb a tiny., lelpiess iîttle feliow-onlyý seven

years old-to, be ill alone in tIe world, limless, and,
worse stili, motherless,.

Thc child draggcd on bis tired, acigfeet, bis little

pinchcd face growiing paler and more wi/zen, aumi tIchel

eyes more Iifelesq, wlth a drill ap)ithV boru O! lon ad

continued stiffening.
Along Regent Street and througl Trafalgar qaelie

passed, iuntil le reached tIc Strand. People were even

in still more of a burry and bustie here, but le felt more

at homne among them, and the shops were flot at ail so
big and grand-looking. Down one of the narrow side

streets that led southward to the river lie turned. At

the corner stood a barrow with a charcoal fire burning

in a stove, above which, sticking up on 51)ikes, were dis-

piayed big, tempting-looking potatoes to roast.

*What sumptuous fare would one of those prosaic

potatoes on that humble barrow have seemed to this

hungry little one 1 What warmnth it could have put into

lis aching littie ýbody ! 11e stretched bis frozen hands

out eagerly towards the bright, ruddy glow, and the

owner of the barrow looking clown at him said:

"Freezin' cold, ain't it, youing 'un ?

11e was a kindiy man, and he had littie eidren of

his own, whom perhiaps lie found it hard enougli to keep

alive in this bitter weather ; but lie did flot thjnk to

offer one of his potatoes to the child, who was too

proud to beg for one, thougl lis blue eyes looked so

wistfuilly at them.
To ask a grand lady, wrapped up in lier costly furs,

to spare a penny out of ail lier plenty was aill riglit -
but this man, one*of the struggling poor, with whom the

parting of a copper was a serious blisiTess, was a differ-

ent matter.
lie was only seven years o]d, this little scrap o! raga-

muffin humani ty, but into those few short y ears was

crowded the shrewciness and wisdom o! hall a cen-

tury's experience o! poverty, wretchedness and misery.

And then the potato-mn took up lis barrow to move

on. Hie did not wisli to drive the little cliap away from

the, warmth, but business was very slack just there, and

lie must try fresl fields.
Fast and surely the snow continued to fali, lying only

a moment in aI its pure whiteness hefore it was

trampied on and defiied by the feet o! hurrying, scurry-

ing hunianity. The cold seemed more intense to the boy

wlien the briglit fire had gone, and lis acliing lunîs grew

worse. FIe crept on a littie furtler down tlie narrow

street, and sanc clown on the slieltered doorstep of an

iniposing-looking office building. Here at last was a

refuZe. Sturelv no one woid disturb him ; lie could do

no larm there. Ris tîred lead fell back, andtlie bine

eyes closed.
"Now tIen, young 'un, move on." It was a police-

man who spoke, not roughly ýor unkindly, but simply

dispassionately ; lie lad said the samne thinig many times

betore that night, and lie would probably have to say it

many tintes again. I-le was so accustomed to encounter-
ing street arabs on doorsteps tîat the siglit did flot

niove him at ail-lt ail came in tIe day's duty.

But for that wretched little being, always those saie

dreaded words, <'Mfove on," until they liad comte to sound
ini lis cars day and night.

On the whole of God's earth there was no place for

this weary littie ne.
The boy slrank off witli the. guilty look o! a beaten

eur. Rie inived ais quiicly as bis feeble streîîgtli would

let imii, castinig fuirtive glances round, as tbough le ex-

pected to see soute dIreadfil thing dart out from the
black corners round him,. Front tinte to tiîne he strove

to pull lis dirty rags dloser to imi, but thc bitter nortb

wind, which blew in gusts, drivinig the snowflakcs before

it, was mnerciless ; it toolc iii lis rags and slhook them,

anrlpenetrating tîrougli their thin liîrness to the

poor. weak chest, racking the tiny fratre with the chok-
inig cough.

Poor iÎttle chap 1 lie had ha d no food for two days,


