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'"^"••"^ ""^ '«««*«^- Therewas only Patrasche out in the cruel cold, -old andfamiahed and full „f p.i„, but with the stren^h a"d
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was under the new snow, went straightly along theaccustomed tracks into Antwerp. Aas pTs^"™ dn ght whep Patrasche traced it over the bJundari^
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^"^ '^••row, tortuous, gloomystreets It was all quite dark in the town, save where
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house-shutters, or some group went homeward withlanterns chanting drinking-songs. The streete l2all white w,th,ce: the high wall, and roofs loomedblack agamst them. There was scarce a sound wvethe not of the winds down the passages as thertoTdthe creahng signs and shook theTTtam^Ji;'^'
So many passers-by had trodden through andthrough the snow, so many diverse paths haScn.^and recrossed each other, that the dog had IT^
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' "''^' ^^""^^ the cold pierced himto the bone, and the jagged ice cut his fLTd th^hunger ,n his body gnawed like a rat's tLh H.kep on his way, a poor, gaunt, shivertg t^, and
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