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A HEART'S YEARNI

"-Lord, aIl my desire is before
xxxviii, 9.

" Be shall give thee the desires o
Psalm xxxvii, 4.

Master, my heart is out of tune I
A poor, discordant thing;

With chords that do not chime
And notes that falsely ring;

With many a barab and jarring
And many a broken string.

Master, my tiet is out of joint,
A foble. flnttering thing;

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

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

Master, my life is out of toucli
With thee, the Risn One;

A streamlet severed from the se
It flowoth sadly on,

No tide of resurrection 1lfe,
Flooding its waters lone.

Master, I knul befora thy"v l'et,
With empty heart and hand;

Save for this fire of longing, Lor
Whieh thon hast lit and fanne

I scarca have words to tell it th
But tbon ilt undoratand.

To thine own golden keynote, I
Tune thou this heart of mine

And sbapo my will's poor waver
Till it bE one iith thine,

And dweil within me till I rase
The Fathor's bouse divine.

THE LORD'S PJRISEBE

CHAPTER III. (CONTIN
It was a prosperous day,as itahv

little Lucky was with thom. Vc
passers-by went on without air
steps for an instant, and that
them victims to Tatters' plau
Som of them gave their ponme
that Leing the usuai price of the
felt; but if any allowed Tatters t
her story, it was barely possiblo t
the toll of a penny. In rmany in
was given to ber for the sake of h
grl and decrapit old father. So
she that she wouldl notlot eIsaac g
vault, or indulge bar own crav
long as her harvest was se abund

'No, no l' sUa said, whun ha com
aren't sech simpletons seme on '
amell us; and what's the good o' s
and things, if they can smell as w
out of vaults ? You wait a bit
have a burst.out afore we go back
it's too dark for us to ses. It's
good day, this bas."

It was growiug dusk in the eari
ing, and they were about turning
and pleasant road. where the rent
would ho from a hundreu to two hu
whn a lady cama with a quintr
causew.y, l.1 sc sha
gutter. Joan was ainging in
wearied vole,

" In heaven above, where al
There shall be nu more sorr

As if the girl'avoice had appeal

ber heart, tha lady, he ias eurying aleng,eut. stoppcd sudd cnly lu tirefui ligEt af a lamp sud
bickened Tat.ters Ia ber. Little Lncky, iroru

NG. ont with the long aud weary haouts, Iaý
faint aud moaniclg in beatâ fu; snd Tatter's

t/rs."IPsîru eyes ire gllsteu'eng iritli tears as sUe liftsdthee."Psalm thern te te lady's face.

' It's fer rny poar eld faîther, lady,' sie said
f thine leart." piaintivoly, 'and my littIe girl, as ie oniy

tirsive, sud my poor baby ns je dylu' lu my
aaus o' mgt ahd te ugi ceil' on fast, and
ne roof te abelter us, sud net s marsfrl te crase
eur lips ail day. T'eu Rbl< my baby, lady, as is

aright, tee litis e tteli lies. Darliu,' yon've irad
netbiug ta cross your lips ail day?e

tans, 'No,' said little Luclcy faintiy.
Oh, ibat la nhloekiug! axelaimed tEe lady

sl it passible that ne ans bas given yen
tod a money todayV

ts 'Ws've had a penny give us tErce tien os,"
auswared TaLLera ; I weuldn'L tel! ye.u faiso
for ail Lire world, lady. Fatier's always bocu a
religions man, snd bho used te beat us if ire Laid
lis. We cenldu't dare sing them hymna if ire
more tella', lies, fer leur Qed Almigliy'h
striko us dead lire Sophia. And me naltaLgeL

a, as mucc as nine-pene fer our ledgiu's, thiat'e
tErce pence apicoe, fer me sud my baby count
as eore. Ws eau do wiithout victuae ; but
fat hsr'a aid, aud bsby'a dylu', sud ire muet get
a roef oer us. I wasn't branght up te beggln,'
and iL gnes against me dreadfut ; but, oh, I'm

d, afsared e' te nigbt clesin' ru onuns, sud ne roof
d, erourhbad.'
ee,Le yeur huband living?' aeked ths lady.

'e, '11e died lu te haspital 3est afore my baby
mas boru, lady.' rcplied Tattors ; C sud I did

ord, tie best I ceul, but we mers ferced ta seil
t eýverythini. Id wrr my fiugers te Lis bous
'iug flight, if I cauld get il, sud se aiould ry hale girl

these, Sha'sj cerne ofa gond stock, sud ioN-ee
h breught her up as malt as ire ceuld. !athcr'a

a vcry religions mari.
-- Relected. 'Do yen knaw auy thing about our Lord

Jasas Christ ?' inquired the lady lu a loi aud
ARERS. amst inid toue.

AllERS. Tatterz f1elierselfat a las. Thiswias ground
50 seldaru troddan ou that aira iras net sure cf a

UED.) sae footing. Sie nude a sîlgEt unpereeived
ays was when signal, and old Iaas came reard, standing in
ry few of theof the lmp, ihici fait on bis long

rry fi ef Ue hmte huir sud pnflid lace,
resting their 'Oh yea,' Tsttors ias svying. 'me aud fuaier,
instant made mc ofteaL of Jeans'
siblo prayers. 'Its our anLy eomfert, ma'm,' responded
s uusolicited, 'ae aring hie white hoad and standing
symathy they u ith bis bat in bis baud; 'many a tima

baginte ti lu Liday 1 aay te myseif, ' SkaIt ire roeiveo begin to tell attheband of God nd a me notrece
o escape with cvil? Tie Lord gava, aud te Lord bath taken
stances silver ama.y. Blessed Us the naineai' the Lard Il

or sickly little Th swcat,-kidly face on whicl theircon-
sucessful was uing cyca iere fasred aaddeued as ho speke,

o ncar a a pirit- with su expression of daep pain minglsd iith
ing thora, as perplexity. She opened ber pure sud laoked
ant. clelyinto iL.
plained, 'they 'Tirt lm ail the silver I bave,'sE said, taking
cm, as not to eut one shilling and sixpeuce; "but It ml
ingin' hymns pariaps ha aneugi for te-niglt, and te-marrei

e'vjs mut cere fer breakfast co Ne. 70 mersler allrn Cîaipîîam, Ne 70 Silvordale Road. Yen wili re,
longer ; ie'll member la.? And thon me muet se what eau
,but not tilil edast
been a rare ai lvng.' îeip yen cut ef tEls misesable îay

y Winter oven- TIa y hurriod aîay te escape theirreiterat.
ont f a aug cd ble)ssings and Tattoni beld Lire sitrer la ber

out of a long en palm, laekiug np inte Isaae's iaco with aSof the ousesgri.
udred a year, 'NYbtever 'nd bomme af us if sicl fulka
tep along the weron'a.sech flamingloolal'she exelaimad; but

mbling in the now wa've doue, las; and yen sud moll go
a somewhat geL n tippla, irilat Joan takes Lneky home,

She'l get bac in an hour aseut, nd i lud
is lave, tape qusto LEt long te go Lo a station and go

0W tha 1" by tran. LittleLuky's mlr Liort ber ony;
ed direectly te and there iant a botter old beggar lu ail Tatndau'

than you, Isaac; and that I allays did say, and
will say. It were yott as drew ail that silver. I
can't never talk religion. But boine along, and
you get sharp home with Lucky, Joan. Don't
go a-dawdlin' along the streets.'

Joan turned weariedly away, but as soan as
they were ont of sight she Bat down on a door-
etep with Lucky in ber lap. Her grandfather
had given her sixpence as ber share of the
spoils; but she would not buy anything ta eut
ao long as Lucky was in her charge. The
little child nestled closely te ber, and now and
thon patted ber cheek, or clasped two of ber
fingera with tiny and feeble band.

'Sing to me Doani' she said at last. With a
low and weary voice Joan bomplained; the
bymn she sung was little Lucky's favorite and
the child joined in the chorus in thin and piping
tone:-

' Jesus loves me this I know,
For the Bible tell me so.
Little ones te him belong
They are weak, but he is strong.

Yes I Jesus loves me.'
'Does he really love me, Doan ?' asked little

Lucky after a short pause of mingled pain aË4
pleasure.

'Oh yen,' ahe answsred, hymne always say
true.,

' And do hE know about Fidge and me, and
Mrs. Moss ?' inquired Lueky.

'Oh dear I no, of course he don't,' replied
Joan confidently. ' He'd send somebody to take
yon away in a minute if hE did. Or p r'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'Il catch it then. Now we must go
on; and you lie as comfortable as yau canin my
arms, and II talk as we go along.'

' Tell about your mother, Do.n,' said the
child, settling herself with a sigh of content.

' I'd a real mother once,' answered Joan as
she tramped along the streets eastwards, ' and
we did not live in London, but a long, long way
off in the country, where there were nlelds, and
trees, and flowers, and birds a singin', and the
sky was blue; and there were no streets, and no
hungry folks, and no spirit-vaults, and no
lodgin'-bousee and no drinkin' and cursin,' and
swearin,' and no Mrs. Moss. And mother
used te wash me, and put me on a beautiful
clean frock, and go with me over the fields to a
big beautiful church where the bells were
ringin'; and thero was a organ makin' music
inside, and grandfather used to sing, oh, so
grand i IL's nothing like what you cau think
of, little Lucky.'

'An' your mother died i said Lucky with a
little sob, for Soan always sobbed when she
heard this question.

' Ay she died,' was the ans wer; 'sombow
everything was cbanged, and we were in Lin-
don, and first father died and then mother, and
grandfathtr came and took me away,and we've
been baggars over since. Wu wureun't beggars
before, nud I can't make it out, now I'm growin'
bigger, what made grandiather turn into a
beggar ail at once ! Some day l'l go and
soarch for that beautiful place, and I Il never
leave it again, never I'

'Take me,' pleaded the child in ber ar mg.
'S'pose I steal you away some day,' whispered

od Joan " when we a sent home like this. Spos'e
we get right off, you and me, from grandfather,
and Tatters, and Mrs. Moss. We could go a-
beggin' for ourselves. and keep ail the money.
And we'd take care of it, little Lucky, and not
drink it away; and you should nover boe lra-
med no more.'

'But I shouldn't Us little Lucky then,' she
said with a certain precocions 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 bs so sorry forme.'


