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HIS PARENTAGE AND TRUE DESCENT.



  "Who bids for the little children—

  Body and soul and brain?

  Who bids for the little children—

  Young and without a stain?

  'Will no one bid,' said England,

  'For their souls so pure and white,

  Aad fit for all good or evil

  The world on their pages may write?'"

  CHARLES MACKAY

  —The Souls of the Children.





OUTCAST ROBIN;



OR,



YOUR BROTHER AND MINE.
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THE NEW BABY WAS CALLED ROBIN.



The sun itself seemed to be keeping
holiday on the morning on which my brother
opened his eyes on the world.  The day was a
June day, one of those days when the people who
are fortunate enough to live in the country feel
quite too lazy to work—when a delicious languor,
a rich hazy beauty pervades the grass, trees,
flowers, as well as the more distant landscape.
The sort of day when those who reside in Eaton
Square, or any other part of Belgravia, sit
peacefully and enjoy the scent of the freshly arranged
window gardens, and look forward with interest to
a drive in the Park by-and-by.



Yes, the sun was keeping holiday, and pouring
down right genially and right lovingly his happy
rays on the earth.



Impartial, as betokens all true sovereignty, was
this king of day; no idea had he of favouring
the rich more than the poor.  Had this not been
his invariable and unexceptionable rule, it is
highly probable that Mrs. Timbs, of Blind Alley,
Spitalfields, London, would have been left, if not
in darkness, yet in considerable fog and obscurity.



Mrs. Timbs had given birth an hour ago to her
sixth son and tenth child, and she herself was
just preparing to take holiday, the first holiday
she had had for years.  Supposing a choice to
have been given her, she might have preferred to
slave on a little longer; but it was not to be; she
was about to stop working from morning to night,
and almost from night to morning again: she was
about to stop feeling hungry and cold; she was
going away to a better place than she had ever
known before; in short, Mrs. Timbs was going to
die.



The sun, impartial and kind, struggled through
the dusty window, and lay in two golden bars on
the pillow.  One of these grand bars of light took
the new-born baby's red face into its embrace and
glorified it; the other warmed the dying mother's
cheek.



Patty and Molly, the two elder girls, aged
respectively thirteen and fourteen, stood by the
side of the bed; the sun's rays did not touch
them; they stood in shadow, fit emblem of the
long and dusty bit of road they had to tread
before they could look for rest and a holiday,
poor things!



Seven other children played happily in the
court below.  The father was at work, and would
not be back before evening.



When the neighbour, who with officiousness but
much kindness had been going in and out of the
room, saw that death was really close at hand,
she bent over the woman, and asked her if she
would not like to say good-bye to the little 'uns
h'outside?



"No," replied the dying mother feebly; they
were having a good time, and she would not
disturb them.



Then, taking hold of the hands of Patty and
Molly, she begged of them, not with her lips, but
with her eyes, to take care of the baby.



She had no words left, poor dumb and dying
soul! but her imploring eyes were eloquent.



A moment or two later, without a struggle,
she bade good-bye to her work-a-day life for
ever.



The sun, having fulfilled its mission, softly,
glidingly, but surely, left the room, and the ten
orphan children and the dead mother were alone.
The seven who had played so unconsciously and
merrily in the court had come in, and began,
some of them to scramble on the bed, to peer at
and touch the mother's cold cheek, others to
kick each other, and scream and cry on the
floor.  Molly filled the kettle and made down
the fire in case father should come home to tea,
and Patty tried to soothe and nurse the new
baby.



In these attempts she was unsuccessful, for
although he had lain very quiet when the sun's
rays had seemed to bless his little red face, he
wailed and wailed now, and refused to be comforted.



The seven intermediate children were called
Sally, Phil, Dick, Tom, Janey, Bill, and Joe.
Getting tired at last of quarrelling and touching
mother's dead cheek, they clustered round Patty,
to examine and admire the new baby.



"'He's a queer 'un," said Dick, aged ten.  "My
h'eyes I look at 'is red 'air—he's a carrots, and no
mistake."



"No, he ain't," said Tom; "he's a reg'lar
tip-topper, I say."



Tom's reason for this burst of admiration was
in no way caused by his love for the baby, but
from the desire, fostered by circumstances within
him, to contradict and oppose Dick.



Presently one child began to pinch the new
baby's toes, and another to try and pull him out
of Patty's arms.



Patty, however, the motherly one of the family,
sat firm.



"Stop that!" she said, administering a slap
with right good-will and sure aim all round;
then, when the storm of sobs and shrieks which
this proceeding had called forth died away—



"Wot'll we call 'im?  Timbs is 'is surname,
safe enough, but he must 'ave a chrissen name,
same as h'all of us."



"Mother used to give us our chrissen names,"
said little Janey in an awed voice, realising, for
the first time as she spoke, that mother was really
gone.



"Call 'im anythink," said Phil roughly.  "Tom'll
do fine; no, we 'ave a Tom; and Joe—wy, that
'ere young 'un's Joe.  My h'eyes and stars! there
ain't any name left fur the new baby; wot a
lark!"



The children's imagination was not vivid, nor
their vocabulary large; and the Joes, Toms,
Dicks, and Phils being already used up, and held
strenuously to by their owners, there seemed in
truth no name left for the tenth baby.



Phil proposed that either Tom or Joe should
resign theirs in favour of the new-comer.  Tom
and Joe refused to comply, on which occasion
fresh quarrelling ensued.



"I have it," said Molly, clapping her hands:
"there's the bird book."



Yes; they possessed one book, and Molly could
read.



It was a book with coloured engravings
of birds with gay plumage.  Robin Red-breast
graced the frontispiece.  Need the children
go any farther?  The new baby was called Robin.




CHAPTER II.



Table of Contents




NO ONE CAN SAY THE "DOLPHIN" WAS NOT DOING

  ITS WORK WELL.




The father of all this family, and the widower
of this dead woman, came in about ten
o'clock, a good deal the worse for drink; but this
being Timbs' normal condition, at least his
condition whenever his children held intercourse with
him, caused them now no surprise.



The children knew that he would come home
drunk, and also knew that, either drunk or sober,
he would express no sorrow for mother; he had,
as they roughly worded it, given her far more
kicks than halfpence of late.  Never did any of
them, except Patty and Molly, remember father
to have addressed a kind word to mother; for
just about the time that the other children could
begin to exercise their memories, Timbs had
begun another practice,—a practice which took
from mother all chance of loving words, and from
them all hope of the comforts of life.



Just then he had taken up visiting the Dolphin,
and the Dolphin had exercised the influence it
might be expected to exercise over him.



Many a church has failed in its duty, but places
like the Dolphin never fall short in this particular!



Not they; they have their own master to serve,
and they serve him well.  They go warily but
surely to work, beginning with the bodies of men
and women, and ending with their souls.



Can it be possible that if the Church, too, began
with the bodies of men, it would have more
success?  This may be so; there is such a thing
as learning even of an enemy.



The Dolphin having got Timbs within its
clutches, quietly, but surely, effected his ruin.
He was a very fine man when he entered those
doors; he had great physical power; he stood six
feet high.



Those were the days, when, in full work, strong
in body, vigorous and shrewd in intellect, Timbs
had owned a small house of his own in not too
poor a street; a house where geraniums flourished
in the windows, and white muslin curtains graced
the best sitting-room.



Those were the palmy days remembered so
well by Patty and Molly, when mother possessed
a nice bonnet and shawl, and father and she went
for a walk in the Park on Sunday evenings.



In those days mother's face was smiling and
her cheeks rosy, and she had a pleasant word for
every one; in those days, too, father used to kiss
them, and bring home for their edification that
wonderful book of birds in penny parts.



If there was anything that Molly and Patty
still loved, it was that bird book, carefully
stitched together, and bound in a brown linen
cover.  That book they never would allow to
go to the pawnshop; it was the only thing left
to them of their halcyon days.



But these days were now all over; from the
time the Dolphin had received father into its
deadly embrace, this pleasant state of things
had passed away.  Ruin had come,—gradually,
of course, but none the less surely.  Down, step
after step, had the family descended; each fresh
child at its birth opening its eyes in a poorer
room, on poorer surroundings.



Mrs. Timbs had worked harder and harder, and
gone out in more and more shabby clothes, and
one by one taken the little comforts away to the
pawnshop, never to bring them back again.  She
turned her hand patiently to any means by which
an honest penny might be earned, for hers was a
brave nature: she went out charing, she took in
needlework, she took in washing; but however
willing the spirit, the poor human body was weak.
The face of Mrs. Timbs grew thin and hollow, the
frame of Mrs. Timbs became skin and bone.  Of
her heart no one spoke, no one thought; but there
was a pathos about her eyes, and a few lines
about her mouth, which showed that her heart
was not at rest.  Neither Timbs nor his wife were
religious people.  In their palmy days they had
never gone to church; they had spent Sundays
in the Park or resting at home.  Very innocent
Sundays they had passed in those days, but in no
sense of the word religious ones.  In her happy
days Mrs. Timbs had never sought after God.
She knew of God, of course; she knew also
something of the Bible, and had even once gone
so far as to tell to Patty and Molly the story of
Moses being drawn out of the water; but with
religion in a practical way she did not trouble her
head.  Her idea was that religion was a very dull
thing; that there was a great deal of moonshine
and false sentiment about religious people, but
that, of course, it was useful for consumptive and
dying folks to think about it.



Neither in her dark days did she turn to
religion; but a verse from the old Book she had
neglected and cast aside, floated now and then
before her mind, rang now and then in her
ears.



"Come unto Me, and I will give you rest," was
the verse.



At night, when she lay down with every limb
aching, she thought of this verse; in the morning,
when she rose to her unthankful toil, it returned
to her.  All the last few months before Robin
was born, this verse went about with Mrs. Timbs,
and became the echo of her every wish.



The ruin, however, that the Dolphin effected
indirectly on Mrs. Timbs, was nothing nothing
at all to the ruin it directly effected on her
husband.



In the first place, it undermined his health—his
eyes grew dim, his frame weak and stooping,
his powerful arm nerveless.  He was a mason by
trade, and, before he went to the Dolphin, could
ascend any height without dizziness; but he had
to give all this up now; he suffered from burning
thirst, he loathed all wholesome food; in short,
the health of the man was gone, and he had
already passed through two attacks of delirium
tremens.



In the next place, the Dolphin attacked his
mind.



Timbs was a clever fellow; plenty of thought
had he, and plenty of ingenuity: he could reason
out a point with any one, and win the day for his
own opinions too, which opinions were honest and
right enough.  He had a turn for mechanics, he
liked to read, he liked to digest what he had read.
What works of a useful and educational tendency
he could afford, he took in, in weekly parts; but,
with the exception of the book of birds, they had
long since disappeared into that great caldron
for dissolving all home comforts, the pawn-shop.



And the man never missed what had once been
his pride, never regretted for an instant what
once he could hardly live without, for his brain
was dull and clouded, his thinking powers gone.
No, Timbs never troubled himself to think now;
the Dolphin had done this for him.



To complete his ruin, this mistress of iniquity
attacked his soul.



There were many good points in the man once,
he had been a loving husband and a kind father;
his little children used to cling about his neck
and kiss him; his wife's face used to brighten at
his approach.  He was liked too by the neighbours,
for he was good-natured and obliging.



But now he beat his wife, he cursed his children—they
fled at his approach, they shrank in terror
from his glance; no pity moved him, no tears
softened him.



In short, the Dolphin had made not a brute, but
a devil of what had once been created in the
likeness of God.



The children of this couple grew up as such
children would be likely to grow up, stunted in
body, undeveloped in mind.



The poor mother could hardly feed them, much
less attempt to educate them: the father
endeavoured to injure, but not to improve them.



Molly and Patty were the best of the group.
Molly and Patty had as babies been properly fed.
As little children they had enjoyed some of the
good things of life; they also could remember
kind words and tones with a ring of love in them.
Consequently they were the strongest in body,
and the best in soul.



They were by no means either good or amiable,
but they were less bad and less unamiable than
the seven who came beneath them.  These little
girls were employed at a factory where they
managed to support themselves, and so lighten
their mother's burden; and though they told lies,
and though in every possible way they cheated
their employers and quarrelled with their
neighbours, yet they loved their mother; they loved
each, the other.  There was quite a tender
attachment between this rough little pair.  I think
either would have died for the other.  As for the
seven below them—the seven who had always
been starved and used roughly, on whom the
world had always frowned, and never, even in
infancy, smiled—these little miseries, who drew in
starvation, cruelty, hunger, with their first
breath—why, they grew up something like Cain.  If
every man's hand was against them, so would
their hands be against every man.



Of the men and women who grow out of such
children, the prisons are full; and for such
children, though no man takes pity on them, I think
the angels weep.



Sally, Phil, and Dick were thieves, practised
and clever little thieves, already.  Joe, Tom,
Janey, and Bill were following in their steps.



All this, the ruin of this whole family, was
owing to the Dolphin.  No one can say that it
was not doing its work well.



It was not with any strong hope of father's
return that Molly had put down the kettle
for tea.  But though she had not done it
with a hope, she had certainly done it with
a longing.  It was very important, indeed, now
that mother was dead and a new baby come
that father should, if possible, be brought in
sober.



Having put down the kettle, she went into the
neighbour's room, the same poor woman who had
been kind to them that morning.



"Mrs. Jenkins," she said, "I'm mortal feared
'bout the new baby."



"Why so, my dear? he's a nice 'ardy little
chap; he won't die, Molly."



"Oh! it ain't that," said Molly; "but yer
knows wot dad is in 'is cups, and he did sware
dreadful wen Bill was born."



"The unnat'ral brute!" ejaculated Mrs. Jenkins.
"Well, but, Molly, you can hide the little 'un,
sure-ly."



"'Ee'd be positive to ax fur 'im, ma'am; besides,
the baby must be fed.  No, but ef we could catch
father sober.  I've bin thinkin'—I remember"——



"Set down, gal.  Yer all of a tremble."



"I remember, Mrs. Jenkins, ma'am, wen father—I
remember wen father was real kind, and he
kissed Patty and me, and he was fond o' mother.
'Tis ages back now, but Patty and me, we
remembers of it.  And wot I'm thinkin' is, ef we
could catch 'im sober, why, I'd tell 'im 'bout
mother, and mebbe 'ee'd get soft-'arted to the
little 'un!"



Molly
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