
-AMILY DEPARTMENT.
THE FISHER'S SONG.

Thou ru est ihe ragtng of the sea."-Ps. IXXXi 0,

Coe, moseate, 'tIs time to hoist the sail,
* Whon tt'a l'air as fair eau be;

Then the eddylng tida and the fa-oring gale
Willicnrrr us out te son.

S down w cthth beat fram the beaeh so steep,
Wo muet part with the setting euri;

For oro wc an epread our nets n the deep,
We've a weary long way te run.

As through the night watches we drift about,
We'll thlak of the times that are led,

An of Rlm who once calted cier fishermen out,
To bo iseters oftuon ieetunit.

Like ue they aidl hunger and cold te bear,
eRough wathear, like u, tha know;

And Hoe who guardor tbom by HiE cura
Pull ofte wae with thom toc.

'Twae the Courth lon «watch of a stormy night,
And u iilowyb3

w"ebn Ha came oer Miear ndstood In the ir sight,
*And ttialr hearte were soe atraîr!;
But Ho eheare! thair spirite and saiS " Is 1,"

And then tbey couild fear no harm,
And tbeath we cannot behold lm nlgb,

Hals gunrdlng us stlJI wlth Hie arma.

Tbey lin toled all the night andi had taken naught;
He eemnmandled £be siGrny Boa,

They lot eknvn iwlr nets andof lshes caught
An hundr'td anC fifty-tkrae.

And good success to our bonts He wn111 sand
If)we trustIi lu ie rnrcy arlght;

For He pitiatli thosa ivho n homo CaponS
On what we shiall tako to-night.

And Ifoer In danger and foar we ara tossed
About on thic ster-my ciocp,

,We'lt titltiew t IlC once tliîougbt that ail iras lest,
WlIcn ther Lasd" iaas tct wsloap.s,

Hoe envodl ilten thon, Ha coui cave ac stli-
Fer nia are tie inds andi te ea;

And 1f 1He ls ith, us we'J four no 1il,
whatever the dangar he.

Or Lf le se0 fit tI t cr r boat elould sink,
By> ua etorm or a ieuc, Ilice ion,,

Yct scli ofthue glorlena da ietIhtnk,
eluon ia 'on ami ylel lier donC" :

Fo thoy wivo r ilePlil HI8 fal-ii and lear
Sîncil ilUi illoîr passage lR short

Frein the troubleseme waves thal besat lite hore,
Tothe vElaOtigTr A N S,.

'IlECY REJO1CE TH AGcAIN ST JUSTICE.'

THFCRYRCH~GITARDIMN.

children, a boy and a girl, left without a friend
It was a summer Sunday aftornoon, many in the world s far as she knew. But she did

years ago, and the yellow sunshine lay ail not like to speak of thom lest it should seem to
along the village stroet. By twos and throes reproach ber husband for what he bad said o
the village folk wore straggling home from thom juet before.
churcih, not by any means in too much hurry After tes Mr. Welby took his hát and stick,
for a little friendly talk with echL other as and -went out again, but for once he did not
they went. tell his wife wbere ho wa geing, or ask hier te

But old Mr. and Mrs. Welby, as they went take another turn with him.
on arim in arm, seeened to be too busy talking It wae nearly dark when ho came home
to have tine for more thon a nod or a smnile to again, and thon he did not come straigit- mu,
their acquaintanco. Tboy were the most well- but stood at the door, calling to his wife. in
to-do folke in the village, and the most, regular rather a shame-faced tone.
in attendance ut church ; and Sunday after- She huried out, snd started in surprise te
noon would not have seomed like itself without see two wrotehed-looking little children creep-
their sober old-fashioned figures passing along ing behind him.
the village street, .lways sida by sida, whila 'It's the little Woods,' said Mr. Welby, look-
their rosy little servant maid followed at a ing rather ashamed of himself. 'I couldn't
short distance. help speaking ta them, and they've followed

Mr. Welby was a gentle-looking old man me up bore. Could you-could you put thom
genorally, but on this particular Sunday after- up, wife, just for to-night? I dont like seud-
noon ho looked grave and alnost annoyed, and ing them home again, and him lying there.'
bis wife's soft placid face looked a littlegrievod, 'Te be sure I can,' answored Mirs. Welby,as if fot sympathy. promptly 'Come in, my dears.' She gathered

And yet it as only the sermon that they tho two frightened little creatures into. ber
wore talking about, as they passed on togother. motherly arms and drew them into the louse;

'No!' l'e was saying- 'l don't agreo with and ber husband saw no more of ber,. or of the
it. I'm old-fashioned I suppose, and I hiold rosy-choeked maid either, until the poor little
with what I was brought up te. " A jealows things Lad been fed and comforted, and were'
God,' it used to say when I learned the Cate- forgetting the troubles of the long strange day
chisn, "and vst the sms of the fathers upon in sleep.
the children to the third and fourth generation." The two old people said very little about -the
I's not acriptural, this new notion about evory- obildren that night, but Mrs. Welby bent over
one being God's child-bad folks and all. tham before she went to rest with a tender
There's covenanted mories for some, and recollecion of lier own three, safe in their
there's othere that are vessals of wrath. And i churchyard bed.'
it stands to rseason that tho that aie properly And she was pleased to see, the 'next morn-
brought up must stand the best chance. ing, how rauch. interest her husband took in

<But,' said his wiife's gentle voice, 'it seems them and their little ways. .He had always
very hard on those that haven't beau properly bee fond of children.
brought up, and naver Lad a fair chance, poor Presently Mr. Welby, still looking rather
thinga ' abashod, asked ýhis wife if she would mind

'f course it is,' answored lier husband, keeping the children till after the funeral.
promptly. 'But it can't b holped. The sins 'They're left quite destitute by what I can
of th fathers-tht's what it is. Just look sud iake eut' hoeaid, <sud it seeme lard te pack
see if it isn't so i cally. There's that fellow ther off ta the workhoase, and their fathernot
Wood-James Wood-a rogular bad lot he'e bnried yet.'

7 8,''

boen ànd choadatn sud evors>any moe.
'And ook de cildren, 1.No.nqther, a9dynp

tnigabot'be lae s gg4su a niserable
as ar'e children and'âll throùgh their

'atnduat.nd ' t.-
Mrs Welby sighed. She had éered ,her

lmothorly heart- on the: miserable condition of
he little Woods many a time,'thinking of lier

own dead babies and how tenderlay they would
have been caeed 'for if they bàa but lived..

oot littie things,' shte said. 'It's a pioty
they can't be botterdone ta.'

'Nay l' said her husband, stoutly. 'I'm
sorry for them, but it would not be fair if
ovory scaffp's chiîdroenwer'e ta -hob as wôIl off
as those that belong ta respectab]e folks. It's
contrary ta Saripture.'

The words were , stiU on his lips wheu a
woman came up theroad ta meet them, rather
hastily, with a grave important face.

'Oh! Mr. Welby, hise you heard the news ?'
she asked, stooping before thon, and speaking
in a low, almost awe-struck voice.. ' Nay l I've
not heard it long myself, but they've just sent
u to fetch me to corne and lay him out. Jim
Wood's dead.'

' Nsy 1 yen don't say so,' cried the old man,
looking ehocked as well as agtonished. 'Why I
we wore just talking about him. Whon did
th at happeul?'

'Only thi afternoon. It were very sudden,
but he'd been ailing a good while, and the
doctor told him ho might go any time. Hed
got about to the far end of everything, I

oubt.'
She nodded, and bustled on, and the old

couple went on up to their cosy little house
almost without epeaking a word.

They were silent, too, over their cup of tesn
in the pleasent· little Sunday parlour. Mrs.
Welby was thinking of those two poor'little

!Ywell1, my dear,' answetedMr. Welby,
paidly. 'But to horself hesaid, 'J know you

than you know yourself my i'old man.
And if you find the.heart to pack these chi'd-
ren off io th' workhouse after their father's
buried, I sha lle very much surprised 1'

A nd, indeed, Mr. Welby proceoded ta give
orders for 'a bit of décent black,' for the -two
children, ina way:tbat did not look much as
if h' intended them togo away immediately.

Nothing moré was said between the two old
folks for the present; and the days passed on
and still nothiug was said about. sending the
children away. It began to be understood that
they wer thero 'for good,' and they grew rosy
and morry; and seemed to be in a fair way ta
forget that,'they had evèr had a lees happy
home,

But Mrs. Welby -.did not forget, and one
night after ehe had carried them of to bed,
fresh fron a ron with the indulgent old man,
she came back resolved ta speak out :what was
in her mind.

'George t' she said, 'how about visiting the
Bins of the fathers upon the children ? That's
Dot what you're doing0 now. No one would
think that James Wood Lad cheated you to see
you with James Wood's children.'

Once more Mr. Welby looked rather as-
liamod.
hI can't help it,' he said. 'I can't do differ-

ent, somelow.
' But if it isn't scriptural, George?' she went

on smiling ta borself.
'I can't belp it,' he said again. 'But the

feeling I have in my heart towards those
children-1 can't believe but wbat God put it
there. And there's texts in the Bible that
agree with it well enough. It's a puzzle to
know kow to explain it ail.'

I Ican't explain it,' said his wife gently.
-<But it seoms to nie that folks are often
beter than their own notions if they'l1 do what
thoir. hesrt toUt thora le rigit. And if 'tbat's
se it'e not much to be wondered at that God
ehould b bbotter thai o- 'po notions'of
Hlm.'

• HELEN SairTaN.

ACKNOWLEDGE TUE DEBT.

A venerable clergyman said recently: " Men
in my profession see much of the tragie side of
life. I have seen mon die in battle, children,
and young wives in their huebands' arms, but no
death overseemed so pathetic to me as that of an
old woman, a member of my congregation. I
knew her first as a young girl, beautiful, gay,
full of spirit and vigor. She married and had
four childron; ber husband died and loft ber
penniless. She taught school, she painted, she
sewed; she gave herself scarcely time ta est or
sleep. Every thought was for lier children, to
educate them, te give thom the same chance
which their father would have done. She eue-
ceeded; sent the boys te college, and the girls
to school. When thoy came home, pretty, re-
fined girls and strong young men, abreast with
ail the new ideas and tastes of their time, she
was a worn-out, commonplace old woman. She
Iingored among thom for two or three years,
and thon died. The shock woke them to a con-
Iciousnes of the trutb. They hung over lier as
she lay unconscious, i an agony of grief. The
eldest son, as ho held lier in his arme, cried :-
' Youn have been a good mother ta us 1' Her
face colored again, lier eyes kindled into a
smile, and she whispored: ' You never said so
before, John.' Then the light died out, and she
was gone."

How many men and women sacrifice -their
own hopes and ambitions, their strength, their
life iteolf, to theit children, who receive it as a
natter of course, and begrudge acaress, a word
of gratitude, in paynent for al that has been
giver to them «

Sa, ahildren, acknowledge the debt you 'ewe
your parents before it is too late 1


