
Street Child – The End of the Story 

 

And this man, Barnie – well, I never seen a grown-up look so sad, and that’s the truth. 

He just looked, as if he couldn’t believe his eyes. I was shivering next to him, and I 

thought he was never going to move or stop looking. I thought he was going to stay 

there all night.  

‘So this is where you live, is it, Jim?’ he asked me.  

‘Yes,’ I said, and I felt sad for him then, because he looked as if he felt as if it was all 

his fault. Know what I mean? 

And then he said ‘Well, how about that meal I promised you?’ and that cheered me 

up, because I thought he’d forgotten all about that. He started to climb down the wall, 

skidding a bit because he had boots on, and it’s not so easy if you’re not in bare feet. 

He took me to a house and gave me a meal and let me have a hot bath. And do you 

know what he said? He said ‘I’m going to give you a home, Jim.’ 

I went back with him the next day to the roof-top, and I told the other boys about him. 

It wasn’t long before they all decided to come with me. There’s so many boys 

wanting homes now that he’s asking rich people for money to open another house for 

them. That’s why he wanted to know my story, see? 

It’s like having lots of brothers, living here. We all sleep in a big upstairs room with a 

roaring fire and swingy hammocks hanging from the ceiling. We get plenty to eat. He 

tells us about God a lot and he’s kind to us. He gets us jobs to do like chopping wood 

and we get paid, fair, and square, and then we pay him for our meals.  

And there’s nothing to keep us here. Can’t believe that, I can’t. No bars on the 

window or locks on the doors. No beatings. I could run away tomorrow if I wanted to.  

But I don’t, see? I’m Jim Jarvis, I am. And this is my home.  

 


