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A HEART'S YEARNING.
« Lord, all my desire is before thee.” Psalm
xxxviii, 3.
‘ He shall give thee the desires of thine heart,”
Pealm xxxvii, 4.

Master, my heart is out of tune!
A poor, diseordant thing;

With chords that do not chime aright,
And potes that falsely ring ;

With many a harsh and jarring tone,
And many a broken string,

Master, my will is out of joinf,
A feoble, finttering thing ;

It cannot reach the azure beights
Of thy sweet will, my King ;

But, striving, falleth evermore,
Like bird with broken wing.

Master, my life is out of touch
With thee, the Rison One;

A streamlot severcd from the sos,
It flowoth sadly on,

No tide of resurrection life,
Flooding its waters lone,

Master, I kneel before thy fect,
Witk empty heart and hand;
Savae for this fre of longing, Lord,

Which thou hast lit and fanned,
I senrco have words to tell it thes,
But thou wilt undorstand.

To thine own golden keynote, Lord,
"Tune thou this heart of mine!

And shape my will's poor wavering flight,
Till it be one with thine,

And dwell within me tit] I reach
The Father's house divine.

— Selected,

THE LORD'S PURSEBEARERS,

CHAPTER IIf. (ConriNvED.)

It was 2 prosperous day,as italways was when
little Lucky was with them. Very few of the
passers-by went on  without arresting their
steps for an instant, and that instant made
them victims to Tatters’ plausible prayers,
Some of them gavo their penmos uusolicited,
that Leing the usual price of the symathy they
felt; but if uny allowed Tatters to begin to tell
* herstory, it was barely possiblo to escape with
~ the tollof a penny. In many instances silver
was given to ber for the sake of her sickly little
girl and decrepit old fatber. So sucessful was
she that she would not let Isaac go near aspirit-
vault, or indulge her own craving there, as
. long as her harvest waa so abundant,
~ ‘“No, no!’ehe said, whon he complained, ‘thoy

aren’t scch simpletons some on 'om, as not to
smellus; and what's the good o’ singin’ hymns
and things, if they can smell as we've just come
out of vaults ? You wait a bit longer; we'll
have a burst-out afore we go hack, but not ill
it's too dark forus to see. It’s been u ravre
gnod day, this bas.”

It was growing dusk in the early winter even-
ing, and they were about turning ont of a long
and plensant road, where the rents of the houses
would bo from a hundreu to two hundrod a year,
when a Indy eamo with a quicl atep along the
caurowzy, ¢lose beside Isuuc shambling in the
gutter. Joan was singing in a somewhat
wearied voico,

“ In heaven above, where all i love,
Thero shall be ny more sorrow there !

As if the girl's voice had appealed directly to -

her heart, the lady, who was hurrying along,
stopped sudd enly in the full light of a lamp and
beckoned Tatters to ber. Little Lucky, worn
out with the long and weary honts, lay
foint and moaning in ber arms; and Tatter’s
eyes wore glistening with tears as she lifted
them 1o the lady’s face. .
“It’s for my poor old father, lady, she said

" plaintively, ‘and my little girl, as is only

twelve, and my poor buby as is dyin'in my
arms o' want and the might comin’ on fast, and
no roof to shelter us, and not s morsel to cross
our lips all day. You ask my buby, lady, as is
too little to tell lies, Durlin,’ you'vo had
nothiug to cross your lips all day ?’

* No,’ said little Lucky faintly.

‘Ok, that is shocking!’ exclaimed the lady ;
‘is it possible that mno one bas given you
foud or money to-day ?’

‘We've had 2 penny give us three limes,”’
answered Tatters; ‘I wouldn't tell you false
for all the world, lady. Father’s always been a

religious man, and he used to beat us if we told -

lies, 'We couldn't dare sing them hymns if we
wera lellin’ lies, for fear God Almighty 'ud
strike us dead like Sophia, And we must get
as much as nine-pence for our lodgin's, that's
three pence apieoe, for me and my baby count
as one, We can do without victuals; but
father's old, and baby’s dyin’, and we must get
aroof over us, I wasn’tbrought up to beggin,’
and {L goes against me dreadful ; but, oh, I'm
afeared o' the night closin’ 1n on us, and no roof
over our head.’

*Is your husband living 7' asked the lady.

*He died in the hospital jest afore my baby
was born, lady,’ replied Tatters; ‘and I did
the best I could, but we were forced to sell
everyibink, 1'd work my fingers to the bone
if I could get it, and so should my little gixrl
there, She's come of a good stock, and we've
brought her up as well a5 we could, Father's
a very religious man,

‘Do you know avy thing about our Lord
Josus Christ 7 inquired the Iady in a low and
almost timid Lone,

Tatters felt herselfat aloss. This was ground
80 seldom trodden on that she was not sure of u
safe footing. She mads a slight unperceived
signal, and old Isaac came forward, standing in
tho full light of the lamp, which fell on his long
white hair and pallid face,

*Ohb yes,’ Tatters was soyiog, ‘ me and father,
we often talk of Jesus,’

‘It's our only comfort, ma’am,’ responded
Isane, baring his white head and standing
hanbly with his hat in his hand ; *many o tims
in the day [ say to myself, ‘ Shall we receive
good at the hand of God, and shall we not receive
evil? The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken
awwy, Blessed be the name of the Lord I

The sweot, kindly face on which their cuz-
ning eyes were fastened snddened ns he spoke,
with an expression of deep pain mingled with
porplexity. She opened her purse and looked
closely into 1t.

‘That is all the silver I bave,’ she said, taking
out one shilling and sixpence; *“but it will
porhaps be enough for to-night, and to-morrow
you must come for breakfast o No. 70 Mrs,
Clapham, No 70 Silverdale Road. You will re-
momber it? And then we must see what can
be done to help you cut of this miserable way
of living,

The lady hurried away toescape their reiterat-
od blossings and '[atters held the silver in her
opou palm, looking up into Isaac's :ace with a
grin,

‘Whatever 'ud become of us if rich folks
weron't sech fluming fools I'she exclaimed ; but
now we've done, Isaac; and you and me'll go
got a tipple, whilst Joan takes Lucky home,
She'll got” back in an hour almost, and it *ud
take quite that long to go to a station and go
by tramn, Little Lucky’s well worth her money ;
and thero isp’t a better old beggar in all London

than you, Isaac; and that I allays did say, and
will say. It were you as drew all thavsilver, I
can't never talk religion. But come along, and
you get sharp home with Lucky, Joan, Don't
go a-dawdlip’ along the streets.’

Joan turned weariedly away, but as soon as
they were ot of sight she sat down on a door-
etep with Lucky in berlap. Her grandfather
bad given her sixpence as her share of the
spoils ; but she would not buy anything to eat

's0 long as Lucky was in her charge, The

little child nestled olosely to her, and now and
then patted her cheek, or clasped two of her
fingers with tiny and feeble hand.
. *Sing to me Doan;’ she said at last, Witha
low and weary voice Joan compldined ; the
bymn she eung was little Lucky’s fuvorite and
the cbild joined in the chorus in thin and piping
tone :—

¢ Jesus loves me this I know,

Tor the Bible tell me so.

Tittle ynes to him belong ;

They are wealk, but he isstrong,

Yes! Jesus loves mo,’

¢ Does he really love me, Doan?' asked little
Lucky after & short pause of mingled pain afid
pleasure.

*Oh yer,’ she answered, hymns always say
true.’

*And do he know about Fidge and me, and
Mrs, Moss ¥ inguired Lucky.

“Ol dear! no, of course he don't,’ replied
Joan confidently. ‘ He’d send somebody to take
you away ina minuteif hedid, Orp1r'aps he's
very busy or very tired. Or p'r'aps the folks
he sent have forgotten, you know, But he’s
sure to see after you and Fidge some day, and
Mrs, Moss'll catch it then. Now we must go
on; and you lie a8 comfortable as you can in my
arms, and I'll talk as we go along.’

‘Tell about your mother, Doun,' said the
child, settling herself with a sigh of content,

¢ I'd a real mother once,” answered Joan as
she tramped along the stroets eastwards, ¢ and
we did not live in London, but a Jong, long way
oftin the country, where there were delds, and
trees, and flowers, and birds & singin’, and the
sky was blue; and there were no streets, and no
bungry folks, and no spirit-vaults, and no
lodgin’-bouses and nodrinkin' and cursin,’ and
swearin,’ and no Mrs. Moss, Apd mother
used to wash me, and put me on a beantiful
clean frock, snd go with me over the flelds 10 a
big beautiful churck where the bells were
ringin'; and there was a organ makin' music
ioside, and grandfather ured to sing, oh, so
grand | It's nothing like what you can think
of, little Lucky,’

‘An’ your mother died!’ said Lucky with &
little sob, for Joan always sobbed when she
heard this question.

*Ayshe died,’ was the answer; ‘somehow
everything wus changed, and we were in Lon-
don, and first futher died and then mother, and
gracdfathcr came and took me away, and we've
been beggurs vver since. We weren's-beggars
before, zud I can't makeit out, now I'm growin’
bigger, what made grandiather turn into a
beggar all at once! Some day lll goand
soarch for thut beautiful place, and I Il never
leavo it again, never!'

‘Take me,' pleaded the child in her arms,

‘S'pose 1 steul you away some day,’ whispered
ed Joan “ when wea sent home like this, Spos’e
we get right off, you and me, from grandfuther,
and Tatters, and Mrs, Moss. We could go a-
beggin’ for ourselves, and keep all the money.
And we'd take care ofit, little Lucky, and not
dripk it away; and you should never be clem-
med no more,’

‘ Bat 1 shouldn't be little Lucky then, she
suid with a certain precocious pride in her own
reputation. Mrs, Moss says it's because I'm so
starved I'm little Lucky, If I grew fat and big,
rich folks wouldn't be so sorry forme,’



