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wVhere like Snow the gannet's fondions
On 'Brar's rocks arc shed,

And the noisy xînrr-1 arc lig
Likae black scuds, aVcrhead(r

\Vhere in mîis t the rodik is liding,
Ani thie sharp roof lurks be1aov,

Ani the white squall sinites ini suinîner,
And the auturnn teinpests h)lowv

Moere throughi gray and rolling vitpaur,
Froni evening unto inarn,-

A thousand boats arc hailing,
Raori ansvering unto horu.

There wve'11 drap oit lin',, ind gather
Old ocean's treasures in,

XVhere'er the inottle(I niackcrcl
Turns up a steel.dlark fin.

The sea's oui fid of harvest,
Its scaly tries our grain;

We'll reap the tedningii w~aters,
As rt haome tlîey reap the Plain

O1î1 wet biands sprcad the carpet,
And ligiat the hcarth of hoine;

Front ouï fishi, as in the 01(1 tinie,
The sivrcoini shah couac.

As tlic denion lied the chaniber,
Whîcre the fislî of Tobit lay,

Sa curs fran ail Our uiwellings
Shiah fighItcn Want away. Z

Thuaîîgh the înist uupon our jackets
Iu the bitter air congeals,

And aur lines %viîd stiti aud slavly,
Froni off the frozen reeis;

Thougli the fog bc, dark arounul us,
Anud the starni blowv lfitgh and loud,

IVe wvill whistlc dowuî the wild %viuîd,
And Iaiugh beneath the chauid

Iii the dlarkncss as iii (iayliglit,
On thec water as on land,

e4,' ye is hooking on is,
.And b)eneatli us is His haud

Death Nvill find us soon or hater,
On the deck or iii the cot;

And wve cannot ineet Hlmi botter
'Vianu in %vorking ouît aur lot.

Tue following is a graphie
sketch of the incidents of fishing
life on thue Britishi coast by Alfred
T. Story :

Fewv can have heard the popular
ballad " Caller Herrin'"l without
being struck by the line, " We ca'
theni the lives o' men," whichi
crystallizes into a phrase the
pathos and tragedy of a liation' s
chief induistry. The song, of
course, is Scotch, and in no coun-
try iii the w.,orld, perluaps, is 50
large a proportion of the people
engaged in the Ilerring fisherv as

in Scotlandc, wliere it lias been
estimated tlîat txvice as iîîany fish
are cauglît as in England. North
of the Tweed the herring fishery
is conducted iii a different nianner
froiîî what it is in England. For
one tlîixg, the boats are snîaller,
and on that account flhe more dan-
gerous. If a stormi cornes on,
everytlîing depends on their ability
to get into a place of safety, their
frail open. craft being ill-fitted to
weathier a ý;evere gale. Should
they be too far froin shore, or the
tenîpest too sucîden in its descent,
the tale of boats tlîat returns is
niot flue saine as tlîat which wvent
out, axîd tiiere is mourning under
many a lowly roof-tree.

In Scotland the herring fislîery
begins at tlîe island of Lewis, in
thie Ilebrides, in the rnontlî of
May, and goes on as the year ad-
vances, till in July it is being
prosecuited off the coast of Caith-
ness. Thîis conitinues tîll well on
into tlîe sumimer, when it suddenly
ceases.

For wveeks before the comi-
mnîcemîent ail along thie East
Coast there is such a repairîng of
boats, such preparations of gear
generally, that the wvho1e shore-
side, froin W'ick to Crail, is like a
disturbed ant-house. What hopes
are raised, what speculation is
if e !If the fishing prove pro-

ductive !-so many things turn on
tlîat "i.

Murdock and Jock, maybe, will
be able to buy a boat of their own,
for tlîese herring outfits are fre-
quently family concerns; Donald
and Janet wvill be able to mnarry;
the -%vee callants, so active in their
banc feet, will have their new
winter slîoon, tlîeir new Sunday
brceks-if ! Few can imagine
wvhat a good fishing season nucans
to tliese water-side folks. It
mneans conifont and plenty wlîere
otherwise want andl wretchedness
w'ould prevail. For a bad sea-
son tells of stornis, lost nets and
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