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cyes were those ofa thld She was ]udgmw

by size, of the age of ewhtryears, thouah in-
§ rcalityolder. A tattered shawl was drawn
§ around the little figure, a garment called
| 'by courtesy a dress, much t0o long in some -
Y places, much too short in others where: it
4 had been torn away, hung upon her, on her -
4 hair, shawl and dress, the moisture of the’

atmosphere collected and slowly- dripped

- upon the pavement. Bending over the child.
and touching: her on the shoulder to arrest’ .~

“her attention the pohoeman said kmdly,‘

S “Well young ’ ‘un, who are you waltlnv ‘
1 for 7 A S

- “No one, Sir. ’
“Then you had best go ome.’
““T’ye no home

¢« Where’s your mother 7

¢ She’s dead, Sir, they took her away

yeﬂterday, and another woman’s got our

77

‘room. . ,
¢ What 8 your name [
. ,‘_f Agnes Harcourt. ’
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