
(By T. SPARBOW, in theAye Maria)
CHAPTER I.

MauyLoys was a fat,beautiful baby, with large black eyes,and agreat capacity for sitting still, sucking her chubby fists whilewatchingintently thatportionof thsworld which cameunder hernotice, asher Italian mother plied theorgan dayafter day in theLondon streets,withher bambinoslung loosely onher back.
Mary Loys was happy then, though she did not know it.Ladies gaveher confetti, and gentlemen ha'pence. She smiled onallalike,and snuggled cozily inher gay-coloured shawl, while thekeen windspierced her mother s frame,and made the strugglingbreathcomeinshort,quick gasps;andwhenthe wheezyold organ

haddone its day's work,andhadbeen leftat the depot,where suchinstruments are lodged, her olive-faced madre would take herlovingly on her knee, and cover the warm, brown cheeks withlingeringkisses. Thedimpledarmsclespedthehalf-starvedwoman'sneck, the tiny hands were lost in the sloe-hued hair, the babylips
werepressed to the shivering breast; and, for the time being,mother andchildwere equally happy— one innocent of all ill, theother soothed intosweet forgetfulnessof thehardshipsof her daily
life.

And before she started onher wearytrudge to the tenementthat wasa mockery for a home, she never forgot to slip into theItalianchurch,and there,withmanygesturesandsighs, tobegOur
Lady to protect her little one, so soon tobe motherless and alone.And tearsoften fellon the weedark head,whileMary Loysgurgledandcooedat the twinkling lights burning bsfore the altars, and theprettybeads round theneck of theMadonna'sstatue.Alas!beforeMary Loys was quite threeyears oldher delicate,
worn-outmother was sleeping the last sleep, chilled unto death byour cold climate and bitter,biting winds, Before she closed hereyes toearth she beggedher next-door neighbour to see that littleMary Loys wasbrought upa Catholic;and, layingher handon theweepingchild's head,she made her say the

"
HailMary

"
in Italianafterher. Then the feeble flickerof her flame of life wentout,andthe tiny three-year-old began its battle for existence.The AyeMaria inher broken prattle was the last she heard ofher mother-tonguefor many a year. The peopleto whomthe orphanwasconsigned werekindly andhonest, but toooftenknew what itwas to wantbread. They wereof the genuine cockney type:sharp-tongued, harddrinkers, ready with their fists, and not too fond ofwork ;improvident to the last degree, butnot without thekindofbrain whichkeenly appreciateda street sermonor anoration from

a temperance lecturer. Though favouring the Salvation Armythemselves, they kept their promiseabout Mary Loys.and werecare-ful tosend her toa Catholicschool as soonas she wasoldenough.
But the child's temperament wasone whichabhorredrestraint.Wild and fitful, and full of foreign vehemence, she was always atwar withher teachers. Nor was she popular withher fellow-pupils.When she chore shelearned in an hour what they took a week tocomprehend;her marvellous memory made it a mere pleasure tolearnby heart long piecesof poetry,whilst her wonderful talent inreciting themdrew applausefrom allwhoheard. Her gestures were

so graceful and her dramatic powers so strong,it made one's heartache, while one's judgment approved,toseeher act withprecocious
skill and pathos the love scenes from some suburban drama, ordeclaim with sparkling fervour whole pages from botne

'"
pennydreadful

"
which had fmd her fancy.

It seemed as if she must inevitably drift towards the stage.
Her greatdelight was to coaxher adoptedparents to lother '■slip"
school andattend one or other of them in their rounds with theorgan. Here,arrayed in a fanciful costume, with a coloured hand-kerchief onher long black hair, she would dance on the pavementwitha bkill that alwaysattracteda crowd;and then she would go
roundsoprettily and ask for coppers that her bag wouldbe nearly
full.

Seeing this, it was butnatural thather foster parents shoulddraw her more andmore away from school. They were poor;theyhad seven children of their own;they had willingly given of theirmeagresubstance tothe orphan,andnowitwasbutfairthatsheshouldpay them back again. Besides, itmust be owned thatif Mary Loysdidnot get her own way,she flew into such passions that the morephlegmatic English peoplethought herhalf-demented,and for peacesake lether go her own wild, wild way.
So itcame about that whenI, for philanthropicreasons,resolvedto ad pt an organ-grinder's life, it was with this very family I

arranged to live;and found Mary Loys a pretty child-elf of tenyearsold, untamed as a gipsy, who gloried in the freedom of her
street-Arab life, and whoyet retained a certainpiquant refinementwniuh was fascinating in the extreme.

My first night in my new domicile Ishallnever forget. Itwasina stuffy court of two-roomei dwellings, and the furniture of the
lower room consisted of a, bed, table,boxts for chairs, and one che-t
of drawers. There were twocupboards;oneheld the coals and the
other wasused as a larder. Cooking conveniences there werenoneand washing accommodation was conspicuousJby its absence. In
thecentre of the courtwas a pump, to which all repairedfor lavingpurposes. In severeweather,if it froze, they went without ablu-tii>%of any sort.
Iarrived in time for supper, which meant a bloater each,using newspapers asplates;apiece of bread handedround with thefingers,and wretched tea;condensed milk we elders had with it,

but thechildren took it raw, though smothered in sugar. Father,

mother andIsat on the boxes round the table; the eldest girlstood and -waitedonus, while the younger onessat about thefloorandhad their fooddroppedto them.Mary Loysnever took her great blaokeyes frommy face;andasIhadheardher tale fromthenuns,andseenher act, we werenotlong inmaking- friends."Iwilllook afterher to-morrow," sheannounced, nodding herprettyhead atme withan airof proprietorship. "She can take theorganandI'lldance."
growledassent, the womanheld her tongue;some ofthe children whimpered, as each had had her dreamof beinjr thechosenc.cerone. ButMary Loys Bpeedily silenced themalcontentsby the promise of a real fairy-tale and, seeing thatIhad finishedmy modest meal, she packed me off to bed with scant ceremony.The roomupstairshad been delegated tomy sole use,butIdidnotreachitwithoutsomebumps andbruises;for thewaythitherwasupa winding stair, with a knotted rope for baluster. Itwas toolow to standupright, the window wouldnot open,andthere wasnofireplace. Amattress lay on the floor, with a coarse sheet andapatchwork quilt. They alwaysslept in their clothes, she informedme, and nodoubt expectedmetodo the same.

Thatwas not themost restful night of my life;butlamnotrelating my own experiences,soIwillpass insilence to breakfastwhich wasenfamille, being tea and bread dippedinmeltedfat
—

muchrelished by the youngsters,buthardly appreciatedbyme,thesame fatbeing rancid.
* «- j »» <««>

Mary Loys was delightedwhen she sawmeinmyorgan-grind-
ingcostume— a shortbrownskirt, coarse woollenstockings,adarkgreen shoulder-shawlanda bright green strawhat. AndImight
have been shy of my rough audience, hadInot from the firstmoment beenconscious that Mary Loys drew all the attentiontoherself. Igrinded but she danced,or rather darted, leaped, andwhirled about m stepsof her own devising, withawild grace andagility which Ihave never seen excelled. Itseemed infectiouschildren congregated fromallparts and joinedin the wild,madcanrevel;boys caught holdof each other and waltzedround inclumsyvogue;dirty women danced the draggled infants intheir arms "
and menwith pipes in their mouths, slouching against the wall'laughed lazily as they watched the performance. AndMary Loys'
withsparkling eyes,flyinghair and flushedcheeks, flew inand outtoand fro.— wildly,madly, frantically ;and as suddenly wouldstonanddemurely present her box for pennies. ,

After a few daysIbegan to participatein MaryLoy's love for[ the streets,and todiscoveritwasnotall lawlessnesswhichpromptedit. The freedom and fresh air were asnecessary toher as wateristo a fish. Her home was cramped and crowded ; the childrenjangledand wrangled; the parents nagged each other all day,andusually ended with blows. The coarseness of the home-lifewentagainst some innate fineness in her nature. Their only pleasurewas drink,— drink for old. for young, for middle-aged. Thechildren take a sip as they run.to and fro with the jug " if awoman feels
"down,"it is a glass she takes;if she is "up," shetreats a friend. Joy is commemorated by a

"
liquoring up

"
whilesorrow is endured by the aid of constant imbibing;the soberpartake athome, the urfsober away from home,— that is the only

difference. J

And the food! Who was to make them understand that achild of pure Italiandescentcould not thrive oncheapbitsof porkjthatno oneelse would buy, or mutton pie9composed of lumps offat andunderdonepaste, tobe washeddown by gin and tea- or alelina pewter pot ? While her guardians gloated over a meal ofcheese and fat bacon, one high and the other strong,Mary Loyssimply sickened at the sight and would bang out of thehouse ina rebellious mood, not knowing the cause of her ill temper " andsullenly prepare to receive the blows with which very likely shewould be greeted onher return.
She soon attached herself to me with all the abandon of hersouthern nature;and whenIfound that sheneverwent toMass onSunday, had been toconfession only once,and knew very little ofher religion,Inever rested till Imade her understand a littleofwhy bhe came into the world, andof the goodGod who was watch-

ingover her. She drank it all ineagerly, and was soon preparingior her hr»t Communion. She was anxious tomake itona feast of"Our Lady, and thatof the ImmaculateConception waschosen."Ihopeit will snow," she said to me;Iwant it to be whiteoutside my soul as well as inside."
Her sense of the fitness of things made her rather grieveatnot having a white dress and veil in which to receive our BlessedLord. Idid not wish to encourage her love of "

smartness
" by

givingher the things, soItried to show how it was the inwardspotlessness which was so pleasing to our Saviour. But Ihadreckoned withoutmyhost.
The night before Mary Loys spent a long timeat thepumpthough it was bitterly cold. At length she same in half-frozensmuggling a parcelabout whichshe disdainedto answer

'
J was then livingatmyown home, andshe called for me at aquarter toeight in the morning as arranged. The queerest littlefaguremetmy astonished gaze asIshiveringlylether in. She hadobtainedacouple of towels,washed them,rough-dried them pinnedonem front an.Ione at theback, and thus succeeded in making asemblance of a white costume. With her great dark eyesandmaneof ravenhair,she made thefunniest snow-angelIhave everseen. ""
It's thebest Icando," she said,demurely:

"
and at leastit isneat and clean."

Side by side Mary Loya andIknelt to receive the Bread ofAngels;and when our prayers were overItook her, tightly clasp-
ingmy hand, to the orphanasylum of theSistersof St. VincentdePaul, where for four years she was to reside and complete hereducation. So she promised me, as, with tearful adicnx,she badea long and tender farewell.
j (To be continued)
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