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NELLY'S DARK DAYS.

CHAFTER L
A 9TREET CORNER

P T wras oearly twelve o'clock at pight on the
first Sunday of the New Year The
churches and chapels Liad all been clesed
for some kours; and nowe of tha Letter cless of
shops had been opened during the day, Busincsa
had been set on one side, sven by those workmen
and lahourers who lived from hand to mouth, and
scarcely knew beforshand where the day's meals
were to come from,  There had been, ns usunl, a pre-
vailing feeling that the day was not a day for work
or tratlie of any kind; and what had been done had
been, more or lass, away from the pullie serutiny.
But though midpight was close st band, the streeta
in the lower parts of Liverpool were neither quiet
nor dark., Up higher, farther amay from e’ s,
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line of docks and the troubled stream of the
mighty river, there was silence in the deserted
streeta where the wealthier ¢lasses bad their com-
fortablo homes; but where the poor dwelt, and
wherever there wes & corner of o street which
afforded & good situation for fraffic, or wherever
it was supposed there was an “immense drinking
neighbonrhood capable of Improvement,”* there
atood a gin-palace still open, with ite bright gas-
lighta sparkling down each dark row of dingy housea
with o ghow of cheery weleome not easy to resist,

At onae sput where four ronds met, each corner
howse was thus brilliantly lit up; and the doors,
which gwung to and fro readily and noiselessly,
were constantly moving, and giving a passing
ghimpse, but ne more, of what was going on
within. The strects were so light here that a pin
lying on the flngped pavement was plainly seen,
So were the rags of a child who stood in the
full glare of the most popalar of the gin-palaces,
leaning egninst o lsmp-post, with her face
turned towards the often-opening door. It was
a small, meagre face, yeb pretty, with a mingled
and wistful expression of apxiety and Lappi-

* “(apital Spirit Voaults to Tet, n en Tomense Ilrinking
Neighbourhood, eapabla of grosd hnprovement by an industrious
man and hin wife." [Veoapaper Adet.)
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ness, The anziety was visible whenever the
door etood ajar; when it was closed, the happi-
ness came uppermost.  The secret of her brief
new-horn happiness was very simple, but very
deep to the child She eclazped tenderly, but
carefully, in her thin bare mrms a gaily dressed
doll, whose finery contrasted strongly with her
owh ragr.  When the door remained closed for a
few minutes she passed the time in fimid, helf-
fearful coresses of her shining doll; as goon a= it
opened she peered, with heedful and scarching
eyes, to the farthest cormer of the interior.

“Nellyl™ sald a clear, shrill voice, which
startled the child from an anxious gaze, “yon
bers at this time! How's poor mother to-night”

“Vary bad,” eaid the child sadly.

“ And father’s in there, I reckoni”

*“Yes,” said Nelly, “and oh! I want him to
come home so, because mother says she'd go to
gleep mayhe if father was home."”

Tha girl who had spoken to her—a bright,
brisk-looking girl—pushed open the door o little
way, and glancing in turned back with a decisive
shalke of her head. .

“No use, Nelly,” ghe said; “he won't come as
long a8 Le can stay. Well, I'll nurss you a bit to
keep you warm; it's very bitter to-mighk. 3 bems
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much wonder at father drinking to-might, I
don't."

All day long the wind had been blowing keenly
from the north-east, bringing & fine, plercing sleet
with it, and &t nightfall the bitter cold had in-
creaged. The girl sat down on a door-step, and
drew the shivering child into her lap, covering her
a8 woll as she eculd with her own scanty clothing.

“Father dido't use to get drunk once, did he,
Bespic?" nsked the child, pleintively.

“(h dear, np!” aoswered Bessie, in a cheery
voice,

“Tell me all about that time,” said Nelly, nest-
ling closer to Dessie. It was an old story, often
told, but neither the girl nor the child ever grew
wenry of it

“It's ever a0 many years ago, before you waa
born,” amid Dessie; “and be lived in & beautiful
house, with & parlour in front, and & kitchen be--
hind, and two rooms upstairs, all full of beantiful
furniturs, Everybody that I knew called him
Mister Rodoey then; but I was nothing but a
poor ragged little girl, raggeder than you, Nelly,
selling matches in the streets. And this was how
[ come to know him. I was hanging about the
basket-women, down by the stages, running
errands for 'em, and one day, almost as cold as



