NORTHERN MESSENGER.

D”

quick now, tell me, and- tell the
truth.”

“ We wor doin’ nothin’ to the
barrel, please sir;”
made a sort of funny jerk, ‘which
she meant for a polite curtsey.

“It" wor the barril as did
somethin’ to us, sir;” and Tag
smiled brightly, for he was
sharp and quick enough to see
at once the man was good-
natured.

“Why, what did it do to you,
you young scapegrace ?”

“Tt sarved for our lodgm
last night, sir, an’ we’'d a’ been
off this mornin’ afore you com’d|’
an’ found us, only 1ill’ Rag’ere
slept so sound like, I didn’ thke
to wake her.” -

“ Humph,” said the man,
turning the barrel round a little
—*“just - what -I thought; one
of my best bauels oo ;. nice
for the next sugar! . Tell me,
my lad, why dld you come here
instead of gomu home P

“We ain’t -got 1o ’ome any-
wheres.” ‘ '

" “No father

or mother ?’
“No, sir.”

“Don’t you remember ever

having any 7’
- %Yes—Ilong, long ago.”
“ Where are they, then ?”
“They’re both on ’em dead.
Father killed ’isself with drink-
in’ gin, an’ mother died ot her
needle an’ threﬁd an’ nothm to
ea)t ~~K¢*

-
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“ Then Why aren’t you dead N

too ?”

“>Cos nothin’ will klll-us,
said - Rag, gmvely “We've
been betted an’ betted—look at
my soldgers now -—-—an starved
an’ “starved, an’ ‘all sorts o’
thin’s ; ‘but we allus lived
thrducrh it all. I wor kilt last
mght for a bit after my soldgers
had got it Weny bad ; “but I
com’d alive agin, an’ I’m all
right now, an’ we're a-goin’ to
make our livin, Tag and I.”

“ Was this done to her should-
ers Jast night ?” asked the man,
looking at Tag 1g, as he drew the
old red shawl on one side; they
were swollen and stmped black
and blue.

Tag nodded.

An expression of pain passed
over the man’s face as he asked
—“Was that why you ran
away ?”

. Tag nodded again.

“Speak up; my boy, don’t
nod; you could speak iell
enough just now.”

“Iv's them soldgers as does
for me;” answered Tag, pas-
sionately. “I see’d your face
when you saw ’em, an’ I can’t
abear to look on ’em’ither. I
promised motherto take care o’
Ill’ Rag, “but .I .couldn’t keep

and Rag|'

that off . her;” and the poor,

ragged, dirty boy leant against
the'wall and.-cried bitterly..
“Heniver does like that in
ginral,” said Rag in surprise.
“ All the time I’ve kriow'd him|
I never see’d ’im like this afore ;
an’ they’'ve bet ’im and bet im
but he niver guv in like that—
it’s all along o sleepin’ in the
barril; it wor so comfor’ble like,
and p’mps e’s thinkin’ we shan’t
get 1t to-night.  Don’t ’e mind,
Tag, dear, don’t ’e mind; my
soldgers are ever so well now,
an it’s time for us to go and
arn -somethin’.”

“You want to earn some-
thing, doyou ? But stealingand|n
begging 1isn’'t proper earning.| s
Ah, you need not look red, my
girl. T heard what you were
saying to him a little tim® ago,
and I heard what he said.”

'Rag Jooked inclined to run
away, but the man laid his hand
on hers and the - other on Tagj
and said,
moment. 7

“Qh! oh!” and wa almost
screamed in he1 almm “ Yer
not for givin’ us back to ‘the
dreadfuls. Oh, don’t ’e guv us
back ; we’lldo anythm youlike
—run messages, tidy up, clean
winders, - anythm you. tell us,
we'll do, only don’t gav us
back—they’d kill me forever
this time, an’ I’d niver -come

{’live no more ; an Tag-he] d get

dead too, and- Ty

“ He'll not guv us back, R'Lg,
no fear—I knows "im; but we
must get forrard now,” and Tag
tried to get away.

“ You think you know me,
my hoy ; but you don’t if you
imagine I'm gomg to let you off
in this way.

Tag now began to look al-
most as much alarmed as Rag.
“Letus go, sir, let us go, do
now; we only  want to llve
xespec ‘ble.an’ try ‘an’ make our
livin’.”? .

“Is that 1eally true, my boy ?
I mean is that really what you
wish—totry and be respectable,
and make a living for your|s
sister and yourself? 7

“ Tis indeed, sir, reely, reely
true—only we dou’t quite know
how to begin.” And Tag look-
ed with "all his eyes strzuo'ht
into the eyes of the man, wholi
was evidently takmg an interest
in him.

“ Well, now, supposing I take
you two bo- day into the ware-
house-and give you something
to do, will you do it?”

“Try us, sir, only try us!”
eLclfumed both’ the chlldren at
once.

“Yes, I'll try you; but mmd

“ What are we _to:-do, please,
sir 2 asked Rag.
| “Tirst of all get clean, and
then T will tell you. Wash
you1 bhands dnd . faces at this
pump, and dry them with this,?
throwing them a large piece of
sacking, “and then come to me
I shmll be in that little inner
room.’

Very soon the children ap-|
pealed their faces and hands
certainly the better for their
acquaintance with the pump;
but two more wretched, 1)1t1fu1-
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{by ‘Rag, into a- la.rfre lono' room,
'jvell lit up by gas, whlch made

;w1th boxes of different sizes,
“Come.. with me -a

,mre mana,frmg >

looking little objects the man

Rag looked up sharply in hls‘
face for a moment; then, asif
perfectly satisfied, "she turned
away.

“ Yes, I b'lieve yer; lock us

up, or anythin’ yer like.”

The tall, strong warehouse-

man looked down on the two
children, and with a muttered

¢ Poor, poor little things,” left

the 1oom turning the key in
the door as he shut it..

¢ Come, Rag, this’ere’s jolly.

[ like it a deal betterer than
sellin’ off the board. We'll soon
get this place tidied up, an’

thought he had never seen. then p’raps he'lls give us some-
“ Now then, boy, what’s your | thin’ moie’to- do to-morrer; an’
name ?”’ in tine we'll.make our foxtms.”
“Tag, sir. “It wora good thin’ we crept

“ WeH Tanr look here—this|into
Tag ?’

g

is your work follow me ;” and
Tag followed him, accom‘)anied
J

1t nice and warm, entirely filled |

somé empty, some full, butnone
too heavy for  the boy to lift.
«T want you - to sort all these
boxes, and arrange them on the
shelves accor dmg 2 t0 their sizes
—the smaller. at :the "top, the
larger "at- the- bottom ; empty
ones on this. side ~of the room, |
full ones on .that. ~ Here are a
pair of steps for you to stand on,
sud in a. couple of hours’ time
I'll come back and see how you
the httle girl}:
an help you, or I can givé her 1
<ometh1no‘ to .do in another
room,” . '
«Tdr mther stay an’ help Tag
please, sir.” .

- “Very well; but look hel e,
mind you dont stir- either one
or the other from -this room
until I come for you. You would
not like to be caught by your
late friends again, and more
than likely they are on thg
look-out tor you.. Now be good |1
children, and see bow tidy and
neat you can make this place
look before I return. I tell you
what, I’11 just turn.the key on
you, and then you will be quite
safe.”

“Sir, sir !” exc_lzumed poor
11tt1u Kag in terror; ¢ yer not
goin’ for to lock us up for ever,
like pu::m

“‘Rag’ is what Tag calls you,
18 1t not ?”

“Yes, sir.” ' 1

“Well, Rag, my girl, look i

look like a man who would be
unkind to you, strap your shoul-
ders, or lock you up-in prison ?
No; it’s to save you from prison,
and try and do you good, that T
am keeping - you here—not to
harm you. ~Can’t you belleve
’|me, little Rag ?”

d1smppomt me and off you-go.’

the “dreadfuls’
| our sold"fels ?’

into my face, and tell me if I her.”

doin’ it for the ¢ dreadfuls.
looked so kind at us, I could
work all day for him, and such
as him.”

the barril, worn’t 1t,.

’

“ Niver mind talkm, Rag,
ust NOW 5 let‘s~ get these boxes

up.”

In- about “an” hout’s tmle the

children stopped to admire their
work and take breath. '

L Oh 1.,
tidy and nice;
Queen to come and dine in now,
ain’t it, Tag ‘.

‘but . 1t's bootiﬁil-—so
it’s fit. -for the

it do. vlook nice.

al Well

S posin’ we sit down on this box

or a HIU bit an’ talk:” - .
% Yes, lat’s. I say, Tag, why

do all of - us say it's fit for the
Queen. when ‘a thin®’
paxtwkler nice ?7 -

18 we1 rry

408" she’s 50 welry pm tlck-
(‘:e ﬁérself—I’ ¥ posfe that’

the reason.

“Would she be 'mgry with
if she’ knew of

“«T should think as she Would

be—werry partickler angry.”

“Where do she live, Tag ? 2
“Qh, in a good many phcee

ev'r ythln down “ere helongs to
her....

"« What does she do all day
Ong 24
“Sits inl a boot'iful large chan,

with 8 grown @ gold atop 'o ’er
‘ead, an’ siniles iver so sweet.”

«But you niver see’d her,

r_‘[\a‘8 ?7’

“No, but I've see’d her picter

many an’ many a time in the
gran’ shop-windars; an’
bootiful, an’
does.”’

she’s
that's what she

« 'd rather, arter all, Tag, be

adoin’ of these boxes than sit

ike that a-smilin’ all day long ;
t must be werry tirin’ for

“Qh, not so werry. Give me

that box, Rlag; we must get on

It's not like
He

with our worlk,

(To be Contmued )
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