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th e eventful finger of time :-its,, massive
warehouses; and also its macynificent mansions,
wherein peers and princes banquet in luxury

its club-houses;. and its dens of pollution, amid
whose shadows-the grim, spectres of degraded'-

humanity strurr,(,le out a wr.etched .existence.
Into this. great city-wonderful aÊd complicated
in-itself-thë' modern Babylon of the world,

gentle reader, now follow me, in imacrination,.
and I will introduce you, to the subject of the
following story'.
ý--It is the Saturday 'ev"enl*ng of a chilly niglit

to-ý,-,rards the end of November, 1869, that season
of the yéar in which the.grey old buildings of
London assume a more sombre aspect thail dur'
ing the sunny days of summer.' The twili'g4t had
congealed into darkil-ess afte'r a somewhat foggy'

day, and mantlincr its Shadows around the homes
of -thé, destitute and degraded, tinçring the, -wret-ched. inmates 'ith 1 an-nel choly, and even making
thèir lives more miseràble and less tenacious to.
the wàrId. The dark streets have been lighted

up. The. great tide of' human beings that have
dur - ing the day thronged the thoroughfares, has

partialYy subsided ; but t1iousands of-pedestrians
are stillbustling to and fro; while the din of
carriawes are heard, on every street. The provife

sio4-- shops are crowded with .noisy customers.,
The coffee-houses are steaming forth their deli-
clous viandse where throngs, of both men and


