173

PLEASANT

HOURS.

“a

s “ %

/)
’IJ :»‘-,

What T Live For.

I'm not miade for idte play,

Like the butterfly. all day:
Shumeful would it he to grow
Liko a dunre, and nothing know;
I must learn to read, and look
Uften in (Gud 8 holy book.

Busy I must be, and do

What {8 right and useful, too;
What my parents, fond and kind.
Bid me. T will gladly mind
Never causo them griet and pain,
Nor will disobey again.

But to God I still will pray,

- Take my wicked heart away,”
Ho frum sin can make me free,
Fur tho Savivur died fur me.
Oh, how happy, Iife to spend
With the Saviour for my friend.

“FATHER, DO LET ME BE WITH
You.”

A lady was once in a dreadful storm at
-ea.  In speaking of it she says: *“We
yero for many hours tossed about in
»ight of dangerous rocks. The Steam-
tnglnes would work no longer; the wind
raged violently, and all around were
‘eard the terrific roar of the breakers,
ind the dash of the warves, as they broke
over the dock.

* While we lay thus at the mercy of
hie waves, 1 was comforted and sup-
torted by tho captain’s child, a little girl
uf eight or nine years old, who was in
the cabin with us, Hor father came in
severa. times during the lulls of the
storm to sco his child; and the sizat of
the captain is always cheering in such a
ttme of ‘danger. As the storm increased,
I saw the little girl rising on her elbows
and looking eagerly towards the door, 23
{{ longing for her father's coming again.
He came at last. Ho was a big, rough,
sallor-looking man. YHe had an im-
mense «oat, great sea-boots, and an ofil-
skin cap, with flaps hanging down his
neck, streaming with water. He fell on
his knees on the flyur beslde the low
berth of his child, and stretched his arm
over her, but did not speak.

“ After a while he asked her it she
wag afrafd. ¢ Father,’ said the child,
‘lot me boe with you, and I will not be
aftraid.’

*+With me ! he said; ‘ why, my chlid,
You could not stand on the deck.’

* < jather, do let me bo with you,’ she
replied.

“+My darling, you would be more
trightencd then,” he sald, kissing her,
while the tears were rolling down his
rough, weather-beaten cheeks.

** No, father, I will not be atraid {2 I
am only with you. Oh, father, do let
me be with you,” and she threw hor
arms around bis neck, and clung fast to
him. The strong man wWwas overcome.
He folded bhor in his arms, aud, wrap.
piog his huge coat about her, carried her
with bhim. The storm was howling
dreadfully, but, quut as & lamb, the
chitd knew no fear, because sho was
nestling in her father s arms.”

And when the child bad left the cabin,
1he lady passcnger sand to hersel. . “ Let
mo learn & lessva from this child. She
13 not afraid 11 her father’'s arms. And
havo 1 no Father? Is not God my
nearonly Father 7 Aro not uis averlast
ing armas around me ? Then why should
1 bo afrald ?*

This thought took away all her fear
She feit that God was with her, and
tound psace and comfert in the thought
till the storm was over.—Dr. K. Newton's

- * Pebdles trom the Brook™
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SICNAL STATION, T, JODN’S HARDOUR.

8T. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND.

St. John's, Newtoundland, is one of the
prettiest citles in the whole world, and
its sltuntlon one of the grandest. The
entrance to its magnificent harbour fg
Ly a straft whichk secems parrow becausc
of the high bluffs which it plerces. Once
through the strait, p beautiful, quiet
i deep water basin, surrounded by an

amphitheatro of hills; comes into view,
which s spaclous enough to accommo-
date any flest. Tho city les across the
basin, and on either side of it the arms
of the coast are bullt up with fish drying
and preserving establishments. Around
the cdge of the harbour are the great
storchouses of the merchants. Back
from Water Street, where an enormous
business is annually done by wealthy
bustness houses a century old, the splen-
did cathedrals occupy a commanding
eminence, and back of the city, on ever-
rising green slopes, are the villas of the
merchant princes. For its siza St. John's
hng quite a number of fine buildings, the
Roman Catholic cathedral belng an es-
peclally fine structure.

MISSION LIFE IN NEWFOUND-
LAND.

A bard working missionary in remote
portions of Newfoundland descrlbes well
the nature of the work that the milssion-
ary is obliged to do there. In the sum-
wer the whole population seem busy
with the occupation ot catching fish, and
in winter they retire to the woods for
shelter and live comfortably, though with
but Httle to help them either spiritually
or morally. “ The wind,” he says, ** and
storm might howl without, and the snow-
dritt whirl In fury all around, and the
deep ponds become almost solid blocks of
lce; yet within, the little rcom was thor-
oughly warmed by a huge sqQuare-piled
fire of wood, wkich sometimes halt-filled
the area of the floor; and as the flame
blazed up the wide open
wooden chimney, it mattered
little it it caught fire, for 2
cup of water extinguished the
flame as soop as it was
caught, and a little clay re-
palred the damage.”

During the fishing season,
he says: "l bave known
men 20t to taske oft their
clothes for a week together,
or get more than & snatch
of au hour’s broken sleep
with their clothes and boots
on for the whole time. Ex-
cept at this season, the men
Legin to como away from the
@siing-ground a few hours
before sunset; the splitting
and saltlug are done shortly
after dark., and then follow

supper and bed. This is the
opportunity of the m!ssion-
ary; when on his visitg he
arrive- at one of the smaller
of these rettlements, where
there is no school, and few
familles, be can occupy
himself most profitably in
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teaching the children and
women, or if they are not
ripe for even this partial and
occasional instructfon, he has
to wait patiently for toe
hour when the cod fishing
has ceased, and his fishing
of men can begin, Then he
his time; and, wearied a3

they are, in most cases they
willingly attend prayers, as
soon ns they have concluded
thelr hasty meal; and, in
many ccses, though not 80
generally, thoy will also at-
tend prayers in the morn-
ing before setting off to fish,
it the missionary can be early
cnough on his ground,

In 1856 the Rev T Boland
was frozen to death within a
mile of bis owan house  Mr
Le Qailts, another misslon
ary, was -alled in October,
1869, to visit a sick woman
slx miles away from him.
On his return he was caught
in a gale, hls small open
boat could not live In the
stormy sea, and of himself
and his companions nothing
more WwWus heard or seen.
Such s the nature of the
work that has to be done in
this rigorous mission fleld.

BRIOK OB OLAY?

When Dr. Charlea H.
Fowler (now blshop) left the
pastorate to accept tho pres!-
dency of Northwestern Uni-
versity a gentleman said to him:
**Well, T hear you are to stop teach-
ing men, and are going to teach boys 1”
The doctor paused a moment, and asked :
It you wanted to write your name on a
brick so it would say, would you write
it wher the clay was plastic and im-
pressible, or after it had been burned 7"
The gentleman saw the point, and re-
plied : *“ Why, on the brick before it was
burned, of course,”” Dr. Fowler did not
apply the illustretion., That was un-
necessarv,

Oh, Suaday-school teacher and Junior
League worker, what an opportunity you
have! Tho pastor and evangelist and
worker among adults are striving to write
truth upon burned and hardened bricks.
It is dificult and discouraging work.
But you have the unspeakable privilege
of writing upron the soft and receptive
clay. The marks you make upon youth-
Iullg:et'ms will last.  Be careful what you
writo !

BOY WANTED.

A wmerchant advertised for a boy.
Many had answered the advertisement,
but they bhad all been told that they
would not suit. At last a bright-look-
Ing, honest-faced boy appeared. Hia
answerg to the merchaut's questions were
satisfactory, but when the merchant told
him the wages he would receive, he gald
“ That i8 twenty-five cents more than I
have been getting.” “ When can you
begin work ?" * At once, sir, I brought
an apron and a few things with me.”
The merchant laughed. “ That was
rather premature, was it not? You are
one of hundreds after the place; do you
know that ?°  “Yes, sir, but mother
and I had it out before I came, and she
very seldom goes far wrong, sir,” said
the boy. *“*Had it out’? What do
you mean, boy 2" *‘ Mother just prayed
about it, sir; mother loves to pray.”
“Well, the son of a praylng mother

Face to Faco with Napoleon

3 The Craise of the Cachalet,

32 Threo Boys in the Wild North

t} C. W. COATES, S.F. HUESTIS,

ought to be pretty good, 8o I'll ake your
oame and that of your late employer.™ )
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QUEEx'S MIGEWAY, ST. ONOXIR’S DAY, NRWPOUNDLAND,

Tho references wore found to be quite.
satisfactory, and John Sears entcred the
merchant’s office to do anything he was
bidden. He did not leave that office
unti] all under him did as ke bade them
He became head of the firm and a suc
cessful Christian merchant,
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