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For the Giver.

Wiat for the Giver, giant treo,
o Pair gifts of gold and ved—
Jhese have I guarded patiently—
Behold iy fruit outsproad !
From f{ragilo buds it slowly grow,
‘ed fromn his hands with crystal dew;
To thank him, at his feot I strew
My gifta of gold and red.”

What for the Giver, happy bird ?
« A heart’s pure gratetul song ;
1 huow 1t will not pass unbeard,
Amud a loftier throni;.
Hase 1 nut reared my little brood ?
Who sheltered me n sohitude,
Dieep in the tangled, wind -swept wood?
My glfe, this grateful sony."”

What for the Giver, gentle flowor?
s My last look his shall bo;

Has he not kopt tne, hour by hour—
Watched o'er mo tenderly ?

In gratitude for rain and shioe,

And all the grace and Leauty mine,

How could 1 fade and leave no sign?
My last look it uball be.”

What for the Giver, little one?

2re there no gifts from thee?
Behold ! the year is alinost done,

Must God still waiting be?
What deeds of kindness, flower-like, sweet ?
What words, like songs to cars Lthey greet ?
What heart-fruits to lay st his fees?

Are there no gifte from thee?
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LOST IN LONDON

Dy the Author of '* The Man Tyrap.”

CIIAT'TER X1.
AN AWAKEXED CONSUIENOH.

Mi. Suarro could not sleep that night.
Gen rrlly his sleop was sound and loung,
hiting far into the moming, after his wife

td buen up for an kour ur two, sud was
By withhersowing. But to vnight ho heard
the Jduck striko again and again; yct his
brai would not st Neither would his
culisectize, fur it hopt filling s Lmin with
ausing  and tormenting theaghtsa. He
san himself as he had nover done before,
worthless, inddlent, and selfish3 depend-
ivg for the very bruad that hept him alive
i u the woman whom he had once pro-
fessed to lave. The memory of his chil.
dren camne back to him ; how unloving hp
1ad Loen to thewi ; how peevish when they
wene nolyy § how indiffcrent when they
were ill ; and huw he had been ahinost glad
tolnow they would need no more pro-
visin made for them cave a coffin and a
grave.  All Johunj's life seemsd to
befure him, so full of pain, and cempty of
all boyish pleasures ; but full also of love
and pationce, and quigt trust in God, angd
enpty of selfishness and repining, asifhehad
been sent into the world to be a complete
oontrast to his father. Then the thought
‘of Sandy caine teo rerreach him; a
pekad vut of the gutter, wio knew not a
word abuut Gud and tho luve J{JesusChrist ;
et thisboy had a Iove in b n deeper than
&5 ignurance and wroteedness, which

vedhim tobe a truer ckild of theheavenly
F&Lu than he was, with al} his learning.
How could he sleep whon ho did not know
where Sandy wwas sheltering ; when a small
stifl \olco was saying tu him, ‘¢ Inssmuch
as ye did it not to him, ye did it not to
no'l?

He could scarcely wait for the fire to be
Kindled the next mmorning, Lut wns down:
vsirs b2fore John and M. Shafto had be-
gah their breakfast. He felt awkward,
and Lis fate grew red, a3 John made haste
% quit hls casy-chdir, in the warmest
domer , tho chair had been kept for him
wver since John coyld remernber,

“Sit still, Johnny, sit stij),” he said;
“angther ohair will do for.me.”

e touk a scat by the table, on a hard,
snaight-backed chair, such &g his wifo was
wedto sit upon. Mhere-waa an embat-
tssing silenco among them, which was
broken by Mrs. Shafto, who spoke in a

“Is thats thing U th

'Ip there anything the matter wi »,
Nr. Shaft'o'l")sho ?ﬂ%iin . He lx’l?ed
bet 0 call him Mr. Shafto; it sounded
maee rospectful ; but he wished she had
uid John to him just then.
. -

e

*“No, my dear, no,” ho amswored,
“ nothing that you can set right."

“Are xou readv for your hreakfantt"
sho asked , “shall © do o httle rusher of
bacon for yout”

“I'll have what you sro having,” ho
suid.

He saw the next momount that ft was

dry bread shie was cating, though Johuny
had a little butter upon hiy. 1o took n
crust of Lread, and ate it ; every mursel
threatening to choke him.  Ifo had nover
trvuble I hinsclf to ask what sort of a el
his wife and by had, an hour or two by
fore Lo te h LIS wun cowf wtablo and tasty
broahfust, at which he Lad su often
rrumbled.  He could not lvok much alisut
1im, for he was afraid of meeting the eyes
of ('Lt of Wi, atd W) the three were
vory quivt, scareely spuahinga wond to une
another.

“Mary,” he siid, a5 soon as broakfast
was over, *“1 thinl as there is nothing for
me to do, T'll g and sco if I can fiud
Sandy, and 1wk abuut o Lit for Gip.”

Mrs. Shafto could not believo sho had
heard him aright. Tt was so fong since ho
had earcd to go vat juta the streats, except
on u Sunday, when ho had his black suit on,
and went to chagnl, that she folt suse »he
was raistakisg \\"...tv lic suid.  Sho stoed at
the table, w ith hi, cpty cup in her hand,
giving at hiw in bewillerment ; and as ho
happened to look up, unce more his face
groyw red.

‘T have beeu thinking of Sandy all
night,"” he said ; “and as there’s nothing
for mo to do at home, 11l go and sce if
can meet with the buy about the Mansion
House or any ono of the stations. Don't
soil your hands with my boots, Mary; 11
brush them myself.”

‘zain Mrs, Shafto could not trust her
own ears.  She had cleaned her husband's
hoots -for him every day over since they
were married, eve. when her work was
very pressing , and he had never offred to
brush them beforo. Now shic san  hLim
carrying them anay inte the Little scullery
L' ind the Ritdhen, and preswutly ho
ret cned with than on his feet. He held
Lhimself more upright than  asual, and
there was a Light in his eyes, w8 if they
really saw what was lying before then.

** You're sure there's nothisg amiss with
you, Mr. Shsftol” she said hgain, with
more anxiety thun before.

‘“Nothing that yvu can set right,” he
answered , * but, please Geod, it will come
rght by wad Uye. Guod morning, m
daar ; don't expect mo to dinner.  Good-
bye, Johnny.”

They folluwal him to the shop dvor, and
watchiud him cruss the grmve-yand with a
firmer and brisker stop than Johe Shafto
could ever remember in his father. But
Mr. Shafto fult alinust dazed when 2e
turned into the bustling working-day
streets. o had remained so long in.
dolently dat home, except on a Sunday,
that it was altogether a new thing to bo
Fushcd and jostled about as ho threaded
iis way slowly along tho crowded pave-
ment.  Moro thau once he folt that he
must give Up his purpuse, and go back to
lis quict corner and his casy stmn-ghair,
where he could stretch his tired lugs acruss
the hearth and be warm and complertable.
The nouise and hurry wearied hiin, and his
head ached with tho constunt matile and
roll of wheels along the stroes. What ho
was doing would be of no tenefit to him-
sclf, or any one belonging to him. A
strong temptation came'over him to return.
What was Sandy, or what was little Gip to
him, after all?

““What were you to Christ 1" asked the
still amall voica that haunted him; ““what
were you ta him, that ho should seck after
you? Was it any benefit to him that you
shuuld be found and brought back to God ?
Did he leave nothing, give uap nuthing, to
save you? Y as all the world pleasant and
smooth to him whilst he:sought yout Go
home to your own case and comfort,if you
will; but do not think ho will own you as
cne of his. Remombeér what he said,
! Notevery ano that saith unto me, Tord!

' enter into thoe kingdom of

Tord ! shall
heaven.'”

Mr. Shafto plodded on through tne
poisy and dirty stceets, in spito of his
weary limbs and aching head. He per-
sucd his way resolululy amid the thtongs of
people and conveyances, looking c&mﬁl]y
through his short-aighted, dim eyes at

-

i oo now and then af Lo haow anyddong
of Sundy Carrell  None of il haca
Sundy Carndl, thouh, ol be i anguind
for ¢ Canuts,” iy woull lLavo gou
him the information he wanted. '{zhum
seomed to him o vast ary of fusu\rlm‘yn
ond nowspaper buys, who quichly ciught

is oyv turned upun them, awl pursuad
him instantly ss o pussible customer. Heo
folt badgercd and worried, but he would
not give up his search.  Ho turned at Jast
towands the neighbuuthvod whue Sandy
had Hived, and wound Lis way in and out
among thy back slinas and alloys, asking
many  questious of the ternbly leoking
wamend duwdling about then,  There was
somcothing in his sulomn facs and voico
which impruwssed them, as of they thought
him syine inprotiant porsonage grug alant
in disguiso, and they wero tust csgur to
tell hinn all they knew and suspected of
Naucy Canvll. Thero was  not  mudh
doubt smong them that she had wado
away with Gipsy, perhaps in a drunkon fit,
scarcoly kuuwing what sho was alout.
But she hud quite disappeared from her
old haunts, and Sandy had not been seen
sinco Sunday ovening. The policoman on
thatbeat know nothing moro than the neigh-
bours ; for since Sandy bad positively
sworn that the murdered child was not his
sistor, tho inquiry after his mother had
ceased.  ““There was no chance,” he sad,
“of finding the missing child now that
morz than a week had passed by with no
news of her. She was dead, witlout
doubt, Ly this time, whether sho was
murdered or no.”

It was quite Into in the afternoun when
Mr. Shafto reachied howe again, s worn
out with his unusual eacrtivns that le
could scarcely drag one fout before the
othor. Heartsore, as woll as  footsore,
ho was. He had seen strange sights that
day - women lying drunk upon the pave.
mont, unablo to reach their own mserablo
homes, and hido there ; ohildren shivering
with culd, and starved almost to skeletons.
Once when he had sat down, he, 3Mr.
Shafto, un a dovmstep, tov weary to go
farther without resting for a few minutes,
a chiid bad called to hin through a brohen
cellar window, begging for a moml of
bread. Mo had umﬁ: a pilgrimage through
some of tho dreariest chw in the great
city, and he went home furgetting humself
in thé thoughe of the sin and misery seeth-
in§ about him.

To whs very quict as ho st in his arm-
chair, watching Birs. Shafto gut rondy the
tea. Doth she and John guessed he had
no good news about Sandy, and they did
not venture to ask himn where ho had buen
louking fur him, lest he should answer 1o
a vexed and angry mauner. But he did
not stretch qut his tired legs so as to take
up al) the Learth , and he smiled faintly, aa
if it were a difficult thing to sile, at his
wife's attention to him.

“Johnny,"” he said, *‘don't you hear a
little noisc i the chapel yard 7"

Johu Shafto had heard a slight, very
slight sound about the shop wlquow, as if
a gog wero prowling round it. But, unti
his father spuko, he did nit like to niuve,
lest it should disturb him. Now ho
drow khis crutches to hum wth readine
and started off to sce what this unusual
noiso might mean.

He returned in a few minutes, his face

lowing with pleasure, but with a little

esitatiun in lus manner.  3Mr. Shafto had
just begun his tea, hut ho put dvwn tus

n;_fp .}Ila fvﬂ\, b t}luug, Lt wouwd 2V
listen to Jubn's mtclligeuce wliing e wan
eating. His wife could nut understand
what this change might mean.

“It's Sandy, father,” ssid John, “he
won't cumo wn."”

Bh“ But he n;ust omix;) in! " exclaimed Mr,

afto, eagerly. ¢ Mary, my love, do jou
goand make him cumo in. Perhaps he
would give me theshpifl went, and 1
could never «atch hum if he twok to
running.  Wo must have himn.”

Mrs. Shafto had not waited to hear all
he said,-but was alvteady at the shop door,
with her hand on Sandy's armn, unging him
to gome inside, and not Lstening to any
objections from the boy. Not that ho
withed &« .ako any objectiun, fur he had
been longing to have a Iuvk at John Shaito
and a word with himall day. He fuliowed
ber oith tieud steps nod hanging hepd -
to the Litchen, where Mr, Shafto was stlang.

“Come up to the firs, my boy,” said
Yr, Shafto, pordially ; ‘*there’s planty of
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roomn fug us D Al M .ry, pour him out
a cup ol sater wanane laue He's welooie
toat. Toany, sitodewn to the table ; and
let ws Al b condortalie together.”

Sandy handly knew whattodo, but at a
qQuict st fron Mas, Shafto e sat down
oh s stool near the tir, and took a large
cupful of tes fowen her, without a worts.
Al tlhis wan uite ddfervnt frum what he
hnd expected when ho had stolun acrow
the grare yanl and suatched agamst the
window, and whund Lko a dog, w the
hu]m that Jolhin Shafte would Gane vut ;
ready, of Mr. Shafio appearal, to hulo be-
huad vne of the tall hemdsiones, Tt was 8o
ditlervat, too, from hanging sbout the
bahot's sliop windows tl they wore dosed,
amd tan gomg to slecpan noask.  So ddf.
forent . i‘lu wirhul i ouid vuly last,

*Baudy, " sand Mr. Shafto, when tea
was vier, © Pve been searclung for you all
day to tell you that it s wll truo what my
Mary aud .fulmny belivve. It is true that
God aces and hears all, nad that ho- luves
rmna much as ho loves the Quosn upon
ter thiune, It is truo that tho Lord Jesus
Christ is sccking to save you, and your
mother, and httle Gip, as much asif you
were a3 rich and leatued as anylhody in
Londun,  Hu's been seoking mo imany and
many a long yoar, and I've been keopit
back from him , I did not want him to fin
me out in my sclfishness and idloness,

Sut b has found mo to-day, and shown
mo what Tam ; and I believe he sent you
here e hicip weto find myself out. Itisnot
much that we wan do fur you at any mte,
till 1 win gt sane work , but what we
have we will give to you ; and plenso God,
Sutndy, wo'll help you to ind both Christ
and hitlo Gap.”

Mrs. Shafto was wiping away her tcam
quictly ; and John pressed cluso to his
fathur's side, and sbipyed hus thia hand .
to lis. It wasone of the happiest eve-
tangs they had ever hnuwn, wlilst they
diwussed ways and suana of how Sa, dy
could bu cluthed, and taught, and put
some way of geting lus lving, 505& un-
cortainr thun soliimg tusees.

¢ Mary, my love,” ssud Mr. Shafto, as
bed-tumo drow near, -would 1t ao for
Sandy’s mattress to go weJohnny s roam,
beside hus bed 1 Bor wo are not guing to
let lum hivo an the strevts agan. 1l come
upstairs with you, and seo what can be
done.”

That night Sandy slept in a corner
beiween John's Ikd and the wall, where
the low roof slauted over hum,  1f Jobp
Iay awake :n the might, ho would never
agan feel lonely ; anﬁ f Sandy moused up
out uf his sound eluinbers, ho would know
that John was cluso beside him. Both
the boys were dehighted with this arrange-
ment ; but it was John who, during the
slocpless and panful houms of the niyght,
thanked God ngamn and agam for havy
given hue dandy {or a compamon ans
friend.

(70 be confinued.)

MOTHER'S COUNSEL.

Une of the eonisus nstakes made by
mothers 1n @ thar culdron s n
supposiog that carciul havits ean by oults-
vated 1n carvives surroundings. A raggod
or worn carpet, su litie valyed by the
mother that grease or ink spots can bo left
un 1t without caustilg  culiinent, nay bg.
como a ‘moral clamity. Tying the cinld
upanalab, and giung it the hberty to
spall ita foud when canng, 13 responsible
for bad table haliuts in tho men ang women
womeet. A cluld who s made to et 1ta
food carcfully, in a roum where the fur.
nishings are ropedted, whero a peualty
wul fullow carcleasness, natumlly acquires
carcful, rebned twannoms. Many & mowier
spends more Wwine repanng damages—-the
results of carcless habity, due largely to the
furtinlungs san the dinng-suwm—than she
would nced to spent 1n setng a tabic care-
fully and keoping the rovm 1 order, so
that 1t order and ucatuess conananded tho
respect of the claldren. Tho ounce of
prevention is worth sevaral pounds of cure
in the tranung ot chuc'ren , and 3 s a.pity
that the vunce of prev. ation s not admin.
intered in the mhiitosinial dosos necessary
i carly o wuiwou, rathier than w the
radical dusen niceessaty o osenwomig neg-
lect 1n mattess that are nesver sinor , for

manners and Labits mark the man.
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