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THE FISHER'S SONG.

w T hou rulest the raging of the seq.”’~Ps. Ixxxlx:

‘Gompo, messmates, 'His time o holst the sail,
. When il'a fair as fair can be
‘Then the eddying tide and the
Will carry us out to sea. }
80 down with tho boat from the hench &0 steep,
‘We must part with the setting sun;
For ere wo can spread our nets In the deop,
Wo've a weary long way to run.

As through the night watches we drift about,
- Wea'll think of the times that are fled,
And of Him who ofico called other fishermen out,
‘To be fishiers of men instead. i
Like us they had hunger and cold to bear,
* Rough weather, like us, they knew;
And He who guarded them by His care
Fuil often was with thom too.

" "Iwaa the fourth long watch of o stormy night,
| .. And but l1ttlo way they kad mads, .
" “Whon Ho camo o'er the waters and stood {n their sight,

_ .. And thelr hearts were sore afraid;

But He cheered thelr spirits and said “ It 18 I,"
.. And then they could fear no harm, '

And though we caanot behold him nigh,

Hols guarding us still with His arm.

They had tolled nll the night and had taken nanght;
Ha commanded the stormy sea,
They lob down thoir nets and of fishes caught
An handred and firty-three,
And good success to our boats Ho wlll send
If we trust in ¥is morey aright ;
For He pitieth those who at home depond
On what we sball take to-nlght.

’m'rorlng galo

And if ovor in danger and fear wo aro tossed
Ahout on the stormy deep,

We'll iell how they once thonght that all was lost,
When thelr Lord * was fnst asloep.”

He snved them then, e can save us stlll—
For Hisare the winds and the sen ;

And irHe Is with us we'll foar no 11,
Whatever tho danger be.

Or If e sco flt that our boat should sinlk,
Jy & storm or o leal, e lead,
Yot still of the glorious day we’lt thinlk
‘When “ (ho soa shall yleld her dead h
TFor thoy who dopnrt. 1n His falth and fear
Shall find thelr passago iA ahovt,
From the troublesome waves thn.i beset 11fe hore,
To the overinsting port. AMEN,

‘M ERCY BEJOICETH AGAINST JUSTICE,

* It was & summer Sunday aftornoon, many
“yoars ago, and the yollow sunshine lay all
_along the village stroet. By twes and threes
- the village folk wero straggling home from
oburch, not by any mesns in too much hurry
for a little friendly talk with cach other as
they wens.

But old Mr, and Mrs. Welby, as they went
* on arm in arm, soemed to bo too busy talking
* to have time for mowe then a nod or a smile to
their acquaintance. Thoy wore the most well-
to-do folks in the village, and the most, regular
in attendance at chmrch; and Sunday after-
noon would not have seomed liks itself w:thout
thoir sobor old-tashioned figures passing along
the village streot, rlways sido {))y side, while
" their rosy litile servant maid foilowed at a
short distance,

Mr., Welby was & gentle-looking old man
genorally, but ov this particular Sunday after-
noon he looked grave and almost annoyed, and
his wife's soft placid face looked a little grieved,
as if for sympathy.

- And yet it was only the sermon that they
were talking about, as they passed on together,
~ ‘No!’ he was saying- ‘1 don’t agree with
it. I'm old-fashioned I suppose, and I hold
with what I was brouﬁht up to. “4 jealous
«@od, it used to say when I learned the Cate-
“‘ohism, ‘ and visit the sins of the fathers upon
the children fo the third and fourth gemeration.”
It's not soriptural, this new notion about every-
.ono being  God’s child—bad " folks and all,
There's covonanted moercies for some, and
there's others that are vessels of wrath. And
it stands to reason that those that are properly
brought up must stand the best chance.

‘But,’ said his wife’s gentle voice, ‘it seems
very hard on those that kaven't been properly
brought up, and never had a fair chance, poor
things!’ ) :
~: 'OF course it is,’ answered her husband,

. promptly. *But it can’t bo helped. The sins
of the fathers—that's what jt is. Just look and
see if it isw’t so 1cally. There's that fellow
Wood—James Wood—a regular bad lot he's

0. " '8b
| “Mys; " 'Welby - sighed. She:
- |imotherly ‘heart: on the: miserable condition of
‘| the little Woods many s time, thinking of her
fown dead babies and how tenderlay they would
- | have been cared for if they had but lived. .~ -

- fning.a

. |she asked, stooping before them, 'and: speaking

-|up tp fetch me to come and. 1a._y him out. Jim

| almost without speaking a word.

~T0ADY MMOTe.

‘been,-and cheated:me and ever:

. .

bout the plage as. xa,gged;". and , miserable

a8 sy beggar's children, and all through their
Fathors FBT condugty L - il ‘

- had -'véxed her

~ ¢Poor little things,’ she said... ‘It’s & piety
-they can’t be better-dome to." ;s 1o o
‘“Nay!’ said her husband, - stoutly. ‘I'm
sorry for-them, but it would mnot be fair if
every scamp’s children ‘'were to be as well off
as those that belong to Tespectable folks, It's
contrary to Seriptuve.’” .- " T
. The. words were still on his lips when a
woman came up ths road to meef. them, rather
hastily, with a grave important face, ’
‘Oh! Mr, Welby, have you heard the news?’

in a low, almost swe-struck voice.. . ‘ Nuy! I've
not heard it long myself, but they've just, sent
ood's dead. . ~ _
‘Nay ! you don't say so,’ cried the old man,
looking shocked as well as astonished. ‘Why!
we were just talling about him. When did
that happen ?’ L
¢ Only this afternoon. It were very sudden,
but he'd been ailing a good while, and the
doctor told him he might go any time. - He'd
ot about to the far end of everything, I
oubt.’ :

She nodded, and  bustled on, and thév old
couple went on up to their cosy little house

_ They werae gilent, too, over their cup of tea
in the pleasert little Sundey parlour.” Mis,
Welby was thinking of those two poor little
children, a boy and a girl, left without a friend
in the world as far ag she knew. But she did
not like to speak of them lest it should seem to
reproach her hushend for what he. had: said  of]
thera just bofore. R

After tea Mr. Welby took his hat and stick
and woent out again, but for once he did not
tell his wife where he was going, or ask her to
take another turn with him,

It was nearly dark whoen he came home
again, and then he did not come straight in,
but stood at the door, calling to his wife. in
rather a shame-faced tone.

She huried out, and started in surprise to
see two wretched-looking little children creep-
ing behind him. - _

‘It's the little Woods,’ said Mr, Welby, look-
ing rather ashamed of himself. ‘I couldn’t
help speaking to them, and they’ve followed
me up here. Could you—could you put them
up, wife, just for to-night? T dont like send-
ing them home again, and kim lying thers.’

“To be sure I can,’ answered Mrs. Welby,.
promptly ‘Come in, my desrs.” She gathered
the two frightened little creatures into. her
motherly arms and drew them into the house;
and her husband saw no more of her, or of the
rosy-cheeked maid cither, until the poor little
things had been fed and comforted, and were
forgetting the troubles of the long strange day
in sleep. '

The two old people said very little about the
childrven that night, but Mrs, %elby bent over
them before she went to rest with a tender
recolleclion of her own three, safe in their
churchyard bed. D

And she was pleased to see, the next morn-
ing, how much interest her husband took in
them and their little ways, He had always
been fond of children, ° , :

Presently Mr. Welby, still looking rather
sbashed, asked -his wife if she would mind
keeping the children till after the funeral.

_ ”Bhey’re left quite destitute by what I can
make out,’ be said, ‘and it seems hard to pack
them off to the workhoese, and their father'not

; £ N ery well, my. dear,” answered Mre, Welby,
placidly."But toherself sheisaid; ‘I know you
better.than you know yourself,; my. ‘old man.
‘And if you find the beart to pack these chi'd-

{ren‘off ta.the workhouse affer their father's

buried; I shall be very much surprised!’
-.~And, indeed, Mr. Welby' proceeded .to give
orders for “a bi* of decent black,’ for the ‘two
children; in‘a way that did' not look much' as
if'‘he-intended them to go away immediately,
.+ Nothing more was said between the two old
folks for the present; and the days passed on
‘and still nothing -was said about sending the
children away.. ‘It began to be understood that
‘they were there ‘for good,’ and they grew rosy
and merry; and seemed to be in a fair way to
forget thatthey had ever had a less happy
‘home,

" But 'Mrs..“Welby -did  not forget, and one
night after she had carried them. of to bed,
fresh froni & romp with the indulgent old man,
she came back resolved to speak out ‘what was
in her mind. : o

‘George !’ she said, ‘how about visiting the
sins of the fathers upon the children? That's
vot what youw're doing mow. No one would
think that James Wood had cheated you to see
you with James Wood’s children.’

Once more Mr. Welby looked rather as-
hamed.

" ¢I can’t help it," hesaid. ‘I can't do differ-
ent, somehow, =

But if it ign’t seriptural, George?' she went
on smiling to herself. ,

‘T can’t help it, he said again. ‘But the
feeling I have in my heart towards those
children—TI can’t helieve but what God put it
there. And there’s texts in the Bible that
agree with it well enough. It's a puzzle to
znow kow to explain if all.’

¢ Ican't explain it said his wife gently.
‘But it seoms to me that folks are often
better than their own notions if they’'ll do what
their heart tells them is right. And if that's
5o it's not much to be wondered at that God
'%puld ‘be “betterr” than ouf “poor’ notions "of

im.’ ' ' .

HELEN SHIPTON,

ACKNOWLEDGE THE DEBT.

A venerable clergyman said recently: “Men
in my profession see much of the tragic side of
life. I have seen men die in battle, children,

and young wives in their husbands’ arws, but no
death everseemed go pathetic to me as that of an
old woman, a member -of my congregation. I
knew her first as & young girl, beautiful, gay,
full of spirit and vigor.. She married and had
four children; her husband died and left her
peaniless. She taught school, she painted, she
sewed; she gave herself scarcely time to eat or
sleep. Every thought was for her children, to
educate them, to give them the same chance
which their father would have done. She suc-
ceeded ; sent the boys to college, and the girls
to school. When thoy came home, pretty, re-
fined girls and strong young men, abreast with
all the new ideas and tastes of their time, she
was a worn-out, commonplace old woman.  She
lingered among them for two or three years,
and then died. The shock woke them to a con-
sciousness of the truth. They hung over her as
she lay unconscious, in an agony of grief. The
eldest son, as he held her in his arms, cried :—
*You have been a good mother tous!’ Her
face colored again, her eyes kindled into a
smile, and she whispered: ‘ You never said so
before, John.” Then the light died out, and she
was gone.” o
How many men and women sacrifice- their
own hopes and ambitions, their strength, their
life itae}.)f, to their children, who receive it as &
matter of course, and begrudge a caress, 8 word
of gratitude, in payment for all that has been
giventothem ! .
So, children, acknowledge the'debt you owe

boried yeb.'

your parents before it is too late !



