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IN GOD'S HOUSE.

BY MISS P. H. MAnR.

It maLters little where I'm led,
Placod by the usher's band ;

Whether I sit in cushioned pew
Or with the paupers stand ;

Lt is God's bouse, and Ie well be
Surely a gracions host to me.

It matters little what my garb,
If it b plain or fine;

Whcther rieb silks and jewels bright
Or thread bare robes be mine ;

But God will see if my soul's dress
la made of Christ's pure righteonsnoss.

It maLtera little who shall greet
Or who shall sbun me thore;

God knows if My heart speaks. to Him
In anthem and in prayer;

.And i shall surely know if le
RIath spoken ,rcious words to me.

It matters littlu what I drop
Into the passing plate ;

'Tis God's acceptance that doth make
The smallest offering great;

And well Re knows my soanty store
That c'en to Him can give no more

In many homes no word, no smile,
No greeting waits for me ;

But here the Father's every child
Must always welcomc be ;

O bouse, to weary spirit dear,
I cannot come too otten hore.

-Parisk Visitor, NV. Y

THE LORD'S PURSEBEARERS.

CHAPTER V. (CONTINUED.)

'Oh! ay I they're ail bore,' she answered
gaily; 'ail as have becs hauged for the last
thirty years. They'ro pretty company for me
when Joau's away. I could tell you ail their
nimes ; but bloas you I don't tell the city
missionor or the Bible womEn what they are.
I'm justafinishin' the last and Joan'll hang him
up aforhe comes to bcd. That's what makes
us so late to-night.'

'It's almost as good as Madame Tussaud's,'
remarkod Isaac.'

-Ay I believe you,' sho replied ; 'I went
there once, wvhen1 was a gel, and lor ! dressod
up like any lady I wau ; and I were treated
intothe 'Chamber o' lorrors.' That gave me
tIh idear ; that, an' the hangings when they
ere done out o' doors; both on cm sight's o'
London town.'

'Joan's a good girl ?' asked Isvac, turning
away from the dolls.

'Ay I she's a good gel, she is,' answered
hie old woman ; ' I get ber to sing ber pretty
hymns to me o' Sunday nights when she's not
bcri out so long in the streets. L'd be loath to
loose her, though I could get money for her
share ç' my bed. But there now I she loves
my littie mannikins almost as much as much as
I do; don't you, Joan ?'

' To be sure I do,' answered Joan cordially.
'Who begs bits o' clotb and things for you?
You couldn't makc thoa without me.'

At a quiet signal from Isaac she put down
her supper on the chimney piece, and followed
him on to the dark staircase. He had so great
a trust in bis grandchild that it was his custom
te lave in ber hands ail bis spare monoy, which
hc knew to be safer in ber possession than bis
own, frequnoting as ho did the lodging.houses,
where no property was secure excepting the

'elothes he actually wore. 't iWas 'rove'r hleè
t;an a few shiltitgs, and when thoeàraving'fr
dtink was strongeat in h'¶m, 'ho *old dè"tnè
every f'rthing from he'r. d

He vs hoping now thàt'sh had contrived
it some way to save t tttle from bis rockless

SNo, g'radther,' she answered to bis
wbrspered inquiries, nothing save the sixpence
.Mrs. WÏoss paid back.'

SWeil,' he said, 'I vo got eight shillings and
Bome coppers, and you must take care oe thom
tonight, Joan; for the vaults aren't closed yet,
and I shall want them t he morning. Don't
let ont a word to old Dolly younder. And bush 1
Joan, my dear, not a word about it! you and
u )'ll leave London to-morrow.'

Leave London l' she exclaimed almoat
,loud in ber great surprise.

Ay I'rm feeling poorly, my love,' lie said,
'and we'll try change of air; yon and me.
Only don't you let outa syllable to anybody,
'specially Tatters, if she comes in just now.
You'd like to quit London I know, Jean.'

' O grandfathershe cried in as agitated voice,
though she spoke low. v Oh 1 I shall. be so
hsppy ! Me and little Lucky were talkin' o'
the country as we came home. WitI Tatters
go too ?'

'No ; ourse Tatters ' he said, uttering a
vehement oati or two, 'she's such a flaming
vixon! We'll behappier by ourselves, yonuand
me, and we'll see what luck we have alone. We
must start at sevon in the morning, and you'il
be quite ready, Joan, when I whistle down the
stairs? Thore'll not be much luggago between
us.,

Joan finished ber supper silentlv and thought-
fully, and hung up the new rag doit almost
without a word. It was a strange sight to see
the young girl kneel down beside the bed, from
which the 'îgly Ittle effigies were hanging and
utter half aloud a few brief words of prayer.
It was the simple prayer of a child of five or
six years of aga. gnd, must have been taught
her years ago by the mother whom she dimly
remembered. A broken and troubled sleep was
ail Lthe rest she got that night, as ahe lay beside
the bedridden old womau, with the infamous
dolls dangling above and around ber, and she
was up long before the factory bell rang six
o'clock, in spite of old Dolly's remonstrances.
It was very hard to keep her tongue still, and
not speak of the brillant expectations that wore
astir in ber brain. The long hour seemed as
if it would never pass away ; but, at length
she hoard hergrandfather's whistle out of doors,
and, with a sudden feeling of tenderness, she
stooped down over the old woman, whohad been
the nearest approach to a friend sIe bad had
for many a yeur, and kissed ber yellow and
wrinkled cheek.

There was only one drawback to the perfecat
joy ahe feit in getting ont Of London ; she was
leaving little Lucky behind ber.

But oven Lucky was forgotten for a while
when she found hersolf at the London Bridge
Railway Station, amid a crowd of third class
travellers thronging ie ticket-office. Isaac
bade her look as saait and young as she could;
for unless se could go for half-price, they had
not money enough to take them as far as ho
wished into the ceountry. The ticket clerk
cyed ber doubtfully, but ho was busy,and Isaac's
manuor was deferestial as ho earnestly assured
him the girl was just under twelve, though she
was wel grown fer ber ago. It was still dark
when they entered the train ; and the Iate
dawn was breaking in the gray light while they
were yet in the suburba of London. Joan
watched the slow, sullen waking of the Novem.
ber day; but as they travelled farther into te
country, the low clouds lifted themselves and
the wintry sun shone out upon fields lying
fallow, and hedgerows red with berries, and
trees tossing their bare branches in the wind.

À kèù t rill of rapture ran through all lier
Veina, for every sight seemed famihar and home.
like to ber. Her eyes followed the flight o
some rooke across the sky, and she felt as if ahe
had watched them hundreds of time before.
She forgot that se had tasted no food that
morning; and now and thon the tears stood in
ber eyes for very joy, but she wiped them
away furtively. No, she would never, never
go back to London 

It was midday before tbey reached Brighton,
and for the firstime in ber life Joan saw the
sea, gleaming and shimmering in the low light
of the November sun. It was as if she found
herself in another world. Yesterday ber world
had been London, with its yellow and clinging
fog, and slippery pavements, and noisy crowds.
To*day the suan shono brilliantly, and ail over
the vast plain of the sea the little ripplés danced
in the sunlight, and the sweet, fresh air played
about ber face, and the sky abovo ber was blue,
with glittering, white clouds cbasing one ah-
otber acrosa it. It seemed to Joan as if a heavy
burden rolled suddonly away from ber spilits.
As sbe paced the streets at ber grandfather's
side she siug as she had nover sang beFoje ;
and many a passer. by, not so busy here as in
London, paused to Ieok at the girls beaming
face, and listen to ber sweet young voice,
and many a penny was dropped into Isaao's
battered bat.

' If only little Lncky was bore l' said loan to
herseif.

CHAPTER. VI.
A SHAME AND A SIN.

If Joan bad not slept well that night, neither
did Roger Chippendell in the grand spare bed-
room and soft bed of his danghter Xoanna's few
bouse. He had been too deepiy agitated by bis
brief interview with bis lost brother, and by
bis failure in finding him again at the address
ho had given, to be able to slep. flalf the night
he spent in going over and over again the
happy days when Isaac and lie were boys to.
gether. Now that Roger had once more clasp-
ed bis brotbor's hand, and gazed into bis
brothor's face, it seomed more than ho could
bear to lose sight of bim again.

He was up early the next morning ; and as
hc went out of his daughter'a bouse to pace up
and down Silverdale Road, in the hope that
Isaac would not have the heart to break Lis
promise He badgiven himallthe money he had
about him the day before, not as aima, but
with a generous impulse from bis very heart.
Yet ns ho sauntered about the road, watching
wistfully for Isaac, he thought regretfully that
he had put it into bis power to plunge again
into the deep pit of bis besetting sin. At this
moment bis brother migh t ba too drunk to have
any recollection of bis promise.

At last, when his patience and hope were
exbausted, ho resolved to visit the taverne
and .spiri-vaults in the neighborhood.
Roger Ohippendoil paused at the firat crossing
with a strange and painful contraction of the
heart, A bareheaded and barefooted child,
nearly naked and scarcely bigger than a baby,
with a broom taller than himseolf, was sweeping
the muddy crossing, and runniug beside the
passers by, with a dirty little hand stretched
out, and a pale face lifted up beseochingly.
Roger laid bis large, rough hand pitifully on bis
small head.

' Why, thou poor little lost lamb ' ho said, 'I
thought that ail yon London children were
forced to go to echool.'

Gi'e me a copper l' pleaded the little urchin.
'And what will you do with it ? asked the

old man.
' Gi'e it Lo father,' he answered.
'If you'tl show me where father is,' said

Roger in bis kindliest toues, 'I'l biy you a nice
big cake.'


