
CHAPTER II

ENTER TWO VAGRANTS

" It is four o'clock, I hear the faint rustling of the
ivings of dawn—and it's dam" cold. The orb of day

kir, forsakes the Old World, leaving it to wallow in the
tloom of monarchical tyranny, that it may shed its
adiance upon this glorious hemisphere of freedom "

So rhapsodized the seediest of all tramps as he
ferawled feebly on to an empty packing-box against the
rail of a shed. He seemed the more an object of
fompassion because his was a frock-coat that had
ecome green with age, a fashionable top-hat which was
hasqueradmg as a smashed accordion. His trousers
ere such as could never have foreseen the evil dayhen they would be belted with a yard or so of dirty
frmp-w:ck. his boots must have been invalided and put•ut to grass when he adopted them; yet the man'seanng made a forlorn protest of respectability which
ven the foulest linen could not quite repudiate. He
ras weak with prolonged starvation, his jaws wereugh with grey bristles, his alert eyes sunken away inMows of tragic depth; yet the face was of lionlike

ugh when It would be a relief to die
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