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who Bids for the Qhildren?
BY L. \. OBRAXK.

Nor children of colour; In slave-dnys
There gronped by theauctioneers stand,

But « * 1ldren ¢ ¢ veery nation,—
C1 "dren of evory land

o \Vho bids? who bids for the children?
. word will soon ba their own.

Free the * Sourer who digs in the ditches,
% t.. monarch who sits on the throne,

Nowe but will give place to the cluldven
As he lays by his shovel or crown.”

Then a man in his Maker’s ituage
Rose up with a brimming bow!,
An entd, L bid for the (hildren—
Bt for them bady and svul;
Int talf of Satan's kingdam,
v o ftestains. and guile, and erime.
1wt} 1ead them into the darkness,
Through ldnes «f sin and slime ™

Then up rose Temperance workers:
A man with a kingly aic;
Aud  each bexrmg a glass of water—
A woman sweet and fair.
+ e bid ! we bid for the children?
In behalf of the kingdom of Li%zt.
From thesiren anare of the tempter
We will lead them out fromn the night.

“Ry paths full of life's sweetness,
Jiy rivers deep and broad,
They shall walk in ways of honour,
Bv the arch-tiend never trod.
And whea we rest from labour,
And the world Lecomes their own,
They who fought as temperance children
shall cast down Ducchus® throne”

LOST IN LONDON

By the Author of «* The Man Trap.”

OHAPTER VIIL
SR8, SHAFTO.

Savpy had no desire to slip away from

the inendly guardianship of M. Shafto.
Her words had strengithened the new hopo
in is heart, that the grave wasnot theend
.£those children he had soen bunied in it,
andhowished tolearn moreabout thisatrange
and good news.  He kept close beside her,
though she secmed less nclined to talk to
him than when they arcre going Lo look for
bis mother. She could not trust herseli to
speak, for her-heart wes full of the sadand
ternble 8ight she had §ust 1618

Mrs. Shafto was also a little anxious
abeut Saudy, who followed her so closely,
2s closcly asa stray and houdeless do
mught have done, and for whom she had
undertaken a  kind of responmbility.
Though they were not as muserable and
degraded as the people shy had been seo-
ing, the were very poar,she 4nd hie hud-
band ; so poor zhat, but forher own hamd
and incessant work as a ncedlewoman, they
would often have to go without suflicient
bresd to cat. What was shoto do with
this grest, growing Iad out of the streets,
as wild and ignaraut as o ycung savage;
athief very probably ; with no spark of
good in himy: except hus Jove for hus lhttle
sster?  She knew very well that her hus-
tand would gruage any help given to
Sandy if st depraved ham of the least oomfort,
or demanded of him any self-denial. ‘But
tha conid ndt'sndure the thought of thrust-
1ng hia away, uncomforted aud unhelped,
wmto tho open street, with 1o sort of homo
to find refuge in.  She could not treat a
dngso ; and how much more worth was
this boy than a deg! des, it vas
Johnny who had found lm firet, and
brocght him home—her lame lad, who
seemed o know %0 wel! what Christ would
have hsin do, and how to trexd gladly in
his Lord’s steps.  She could not go back
to the house,-and tell him she had cast o5
Sandy. and left him in the great wilder-
ness of London.

Un went Mrs. Shafto, still sadly and in
silenee; acviad the square: grdvo-yArd,. abd
threugh the gloomy. shop, with its small
cothr open on the counter--a coftin that
would have just fitted the baby she had
lomneid.  Sendy followed her,. lus baro. feet
mak-ng ho soundupoh the Hoors but he
stopped nt. the door of tho: kitchon, for
ther- was 2 stoange paron there—not his
new friend, Jounny Shafto.

This person waa a tall lanky man, about
forty.fivu ybits. 6ld, whose thin long legs
were stretched quite across the heartg, as

though no ane clse needed to sit by the
fire. Ilo was lolling in tho comfortable
lmdd?d chair In thio best corner, his hands
langing idly from his wrists, and las arms
from his shoulders, as if ho nover had done
or nover could do one hearty task of work,
His face was nartow and gloomy, with
stinight hair falling over it ; and his head
drovped, a8 if he found it too muth troublo
to huld it upright. He looked up lazily aa
Mrs. Shafto went fn, and spoke to her
with a fretful voico.

“What a timo you've been,” he said,
¢ pudding about un & Sunday c\'cnin§ on
other peuple’s business, and I've been
wauting my tea this half-hour.  Nobody
asked me to stay at the school ; I suppose
they think nothing of me for heing an
undertaker, without any business vither.
1If 1 had & thriving trade, and kept a
mourning coach or twwo, it would beadiffer-
ent thing.  They never scem to think that
I'm o Shalto, and my grandfather was their
i in his time.” 1f iy father had
done his duty by me, they would have
been ready enoligh, every one of them, to
:i vite o totea.  YWhere have you been to,
Mary ¢*

She was hastily taking off her Lonnet
and shawl before gottiug the tea ready,
and vow both her face and voice quivered
as sho nnswered.

“I've been sceing 8 sad sight,” she
said ; *“ Johuny will hlave told you about
the puor boy that has lost his sister?
\ell, himn and me have been to a police
station—a place 1 was never in  bejore,
and we've seon & poor doad dear little
creature, no bigger than my Mary when
she was taken from me ; & poor murdered
baby, aud I cannot get the aight out of
my head.”

“You've got such a moor hoad,” said
Mr. Shafto, **always runuing on other
folks. I darc say you never thought of
snentioning that your husband was sn
undertaker, and had a coffin he could s¢ll
cheaply, and would bury itas reasonable as
anybedy in London ; now did you?”

“I never thought of it, * she answered.

¢‘That's just what 1 say,"” hie continued,
triumplantly ; *yon never do romomber
things useful, when we've a child’s coffin in
stock. \Why don't you shut that door 2"

Mrs. Shafto stepped back to tho door-
way, and whispered to S8andy to sit dovn
in tho dark shiop for a few minutes, till
tea was ready.  Then she shut him out of
tho bright little kitchen, and went soitly
up to her husband, speaking ina voico
Jower and unsteadier than usual.  ‘*Dear
John,” she said, coaxingly, it was our
Johnny that brought yonder poor lad to
our house. He's takeg such a fancy to
him, it would grieve him sorcly if we
turned our backs upon him. Maybe
Johnny won't be spared tous much longer ;
and 1 oould never forgite wmyself if I'd
hurt him about anything. Besides, don't
you remember, John—you that are such a
scholar yourself, and your grandiather
minister at the chapel—how the King says,
when the Last Day is come, that he counts
all we do for these poor creatures of his ag
if it wero dono to him¥ 1t looks as i God
had brought this boy and Johnny together,
and we must not set ourselves against any-
thing he doca.”

*\Where 1s the boy?" mquired Mr.
Shafto.

“Hp's in tho shop, inthe dark. I'd
light the gzs, and give him somecthing to
eat there, if you think he's not it com.
pany for us. But it’s not pleasant to eat
among oofins and plumes. And, dear!
dear ! how ever shall we he fit company for
angels ¢ Though my Johnoy 1l be fit for
them, 1 know; only I''n afraid I shall
nwc}r ve.” e "

“Isu ou'll have your own way,
gmmblcsl?[(: gha.ﬂo. ?

“But 1 want it to be your way too, m
dear, fully and freely,” she oontmuod,
patizntly. I want you to feol, when
Sandy's eating our morsel of bread, that
he's here in the place of the Lord Jesus.
T'm sorry 1 never thought to say my hus.
band was an underteket, and_ would bary
thebaby reasonably  Tknow Pd have made
it a praity slhirond. poer thing! But that's
g»t. aud ‘{:One;nm\ you must foredve me,

ohn. Why, tat’s rhyine I've made, yod
hoar. Al Y you'rea gveat schoiar, and I
don't mind you laughwg at mo, 1inay
call Sandy w, and put hua i a corper
whare you.necd not see him, if you like,
for Johnny's aake, you know?1”

“\Well, ho may come in,” naid My,
Shafto, drooping down his hoad agnin, and
strotching out his legs still farther acroms
the warmn hearth.

Mrs. Shafto opened the door quictly and
called Saudy in & whirpor, placing a chair
fur him {u a corner, a8 much as possible
out of sight of her husband, who did not
appear to tako any notice of the boy.  Bub
he groancd aloud several times, caunsin
Samdy to start nervously, for his miud ha
been over-strained, and his body was
fant with excitetnent and fatigue. Mr.
Shafto's groans scomed fo botoken some
new and dreadful calamit{, and Sandy
could searcoly keep himsolf from burating
into a vehoment fit of crying.

But it was not long bofore toa was
ready, and Mrs. Shafto went to thafootof a
stuircaso, which wound liko a corkscrow, u
to the twolong roomsin theroof. 8he mhcs
“Johnny !* and the next moment the tap,
tap of & pair of eiutches sounded on the
crooked staivease slowly and lnhoriously,
till he renched the lust step, and his ]]n{o
face and dazzling eyis peered in at them
from the darkness. It was a radiant face,
unlike any that Sandy had eyer sven, with
a happy smily upon it, as though he had
learned some great seeret, and could never
more be overwhelmed by sorrow.

* Where is Sansdy " hoaskod, forhis eyes
could not sce him in the sudden li*;ht;
** havo you found little Gip, mother 3’

“XNot yet, Johnny,"” she answerod,
cheerfully ; **there's Sandy. Go and sit
by him, dear heart; and he'll tefl you
about what wo've beon doing.”

John Shafto sat down by Sandy, with
his hand through his armn, ready to listen
eagerly to all hio could toll him, asking
him questions, and talking about little Gi
in his low plensant voico; until Sandy felt
that, even if little Gip were loat, he would
have another friend who would lovoe him
and whom he could Jove.  They whispe
together till Led time, forming plans for
seeking and finding poor lost Gip.

That night, after Mr. Shafto had goneto
bed. Mrs. Shafto made up a place ‘or
Sandy to sleep un the kitchien hearth, with
an old mattrees and a brown moth-caten vel-
vet pall out of theshop, which had not been
in use for years. It made so grmand and
niagnificent a bed, that Sandy was almost
afraid to lie down iipon it, and could
scarcely believe it was not all a dream.
Once when he awoke, before the fire had
quite burned out, and saw the polished
warming-pan twinkling, and the steel balls
glittering In the dim light, hesat upto
rouse himsclf, and think where he could
be. Then the remembrance of the lame
boy's tender face and plensant voice came
back to him, and he went to sleep again
with a strange sense of peace at the thought
of tho new friend he had found.

{To be continued.)

A LION PAINTEBR.

I= is protable that you have scen—ever
if you dld not know it,—a celebrated prin.
of & lion’s hcad, by Rosa Bonhear. It &

rhaps the finest over painted ; and th

ife of the woinan who could If»mduec sucn
a stxanglc}omnstcrpiccc is full of interext.

Rosa Bonheur, the greatest ammal paint.
orof hertime, issixty-seven yearsold, yotsho
says she has still work cnough in her mind
to fill twwo lifetimes.  In 1850 she bought
an old house in the little village of By, on
the banks of tho Scine, not far fron the
forest of Fontaincbleau. There hic haslived
sand srought ever since. She has added
stables and = studio to her house.  In the
stable and grounds she has had from time
to time a ventable meangerie of animals,
including lous, chamois, hears, garclles,
and an clk. Tt 15 refre=hing to pead that
her studfo contalns not an axticle of bnea.
bLrac aud scarcely anything that is not
needed in the work of the greatartist. She
has been always an early niser.  She s.tis
tha morning s the best tme for work.
She spends much thne outdoors,  wulk-
ing or rlding in a little carringe vwhich
sho herself drives. At her work and out-
doors she wears a mnan's clothing, with 8
peasiant blouse.  Her lifelias™ en devuted
to her art, pure and stmple, and rich has
been ker reward. There arc sume wrinkles
in her face now, but nefther hermarvellous
mental nor phyncal puwers are weahened
onc whit. ~Her erthusiasm kevps her
always young.

MOVE- ON,

“3Movk on,” aid a policomnn the othor
day to a group of sdlers who wero standeg
on tho pavement ; **movo on and allowthe
pooplo to pasa”  **Mova on,” mald tne
mnster of a sliop o one of lus apprentaos
whor ho had caught gazing into a window,
whon ho should havé boen gowg oh an
orrand. ‘' Now, move on. What do jou
think the world would come to if every opo,
Lko you, kept standing atill and never
movoﬁ forward t*'

‘tDear mo,”" asid a schoolinastor té o
gupll, “how could you bo &o stapid 1 Look

ero; you havoe got 6 from 9 3. When
will yot know hottert For ths last threo
months you have beon trying t loarn subs
traction, and unow do not know any more
about it than whon you-first bogan. In.
stead of progreasing you aro atastanilatut
Why don't you moveonl”

“TLovk, Bill, lock at Jum vonder, he
Must be getting on—~now coat, New troust~.
Why, 1 declaro! a now suit altgather
Where can ho get his money from? e
has no more wages than wo have, but he
Jooks much more respectablo. llow la st
It Puu]eu mwo."

+Why, just this, Iick; when wore
sponding our money ke the ** Black Dear,”
heis ‘moving on.” His garden is full of
fruit, ours are full of wowds; he is happy,
we aro misurable ; and I, from this tane,
mean to try to niove ond’ ! .

#Mavo on,” said s imster o his
hearors; **move on in zeligion, faith, and
chanty. *Move on;® let it not be said
that you are behind hand in religion ; keep
taithful to the end; and altliough ever
moving, be ever firm, so.that when you
arrivo at the appomnted resting place, you
will o ready to exchange mortality for
fmmortality.’

—re

OUR SUMMER BOARDERS.

Ose sprng a bitle brown bird built
hor wsex wm  the honcy sucklo beside
the durers rean window, and  beeame,
alipost treome the fing, & pensioner of the
fanuly  Sunstines grandma would lay 2
long thread on the window-xll, and agamn
& horse hair or a wisp of straw, and =ll
these donations were quietly and no doubt
thankfully received, to be woven into the

nest.

The littlo home was finished, at length,
and very soon the eggs sppeared en
Mother Bind began her patjent situng upon
them, and now it was that her friendship
with the human fanily necame an estab.
lished fact.

One day whon she had flown away for a
few minutes’ rest, grandma tied a tiny

sasteboand box to the side of thenest. The
{)inl returned, circled about i alana for a
short interva), and then settlel cauuously
into her place. Assured by experiment
that the box was no trap, she put het head
daintily within it, and drew £arth the bit of

orm that canny grandma hiad plared there.

Next day grandmz came tautinusly to

o window, and ventured to drop somé
ats of boiled oy into the little manger
Thoe Lind 1o kad startled Ve dd nrer v e,
and when the charitable hand was with
drawn she put herhiead forward and pvleed
up the weleome food

Day Ly day the xame progra me w8
arried ont, and furely never wes bt mere
daintily fed  Berries, meat, and rrmby
found thyir way Yegularly ro her larder and’
there can e livele 3 ubrtharn st acfernbeld
the Father Ihard that thie was the prmieed
land, and Lor Venofactor a grantan ange!

L fanmyshod eat vut f aspvn o
said grwbaa, ol Mwning, ard thatgh
Tide W1 hozged her s ¢ e deehay the
fine fabric of the bind's truat in her by trye
ing it tao far, she perasted, and held o
tempting spoonful of food under the Mille
beak. Peck, peek?! Of course Mrs. Bird
liked it, and of coursa she ate it allup. and
twittered for more.

Dazily did she take her mealy {rvm the
spoon, and gratdma pronused fierseli the
pleasure of teaching the little birds eqiial

confilence fnd self sin Alas!
sho never did.  Perhaps only two creas
turcs know exaclly why Tom Tigercit,

who lives next doar, and the mouming
mother, who, for days after ’h.{dm
hatched and had disappeared, mar © w
sadly in a trée nesr by.—Youth's
panwn.



