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The Far:rﬁer’s Daughter.

e—rea.gll: © OR, I know the world is a weary place
ecde Of suffering, and oare, and woe,
weather And that every heart has the deadly trace
Of the sin that makes it 80 ;
Yet T see the promise of heaven gleam
On this serrowtul earth of ours, -
] That God’s sea will whiten life's darkest stream,
begin st} God’s sun will open life’s flowers.
1 used ¥ 'Mid the Western forest I sit me down
he roo®§ Where the church bells never ring ;b e
svedd My hands are rough, and my brow is brown,
recelve'§ And the woodman’s song I sing; -
ow miad} But yet, when the work of my day i8 done,
ng small§ And I rest on the mossy s<.>d, bt of 006
the pewe fy Then my heart grows moft wn.th t!‘1e dthoug n
to trait §: Who has been ten years with God.
> towsrd®  Just a little lass, who was fair to me—
I may not be over wise—
;):s far :: . But wh{xt can the beauty they talk of be
isten * ) . If not God’s light in the eyes?
- answe' g When I hear of maidens whom good men love,
ey wertq They are just like her, 1 kno.w ;
e, quaint @ = When I think how the angels sx'ng above,
han th¢f ' - Ithink how she spoke below !
g callers®  Shelived ina quier country p(}ace.
b £ With womanly duties round ;
woul(-i ba ' Where even Go&xs dumb things loved her face,
but it ¥ § And came at her foetstep’s sound .
pulous'’ §  No earthly pride save her mother’s praise,
g and 0§ The blessing the farmer gave; '
‘B Then at last a break in the happy days,
exercis® 1 A name on the household gruve.X i
nd play‘: | And I dare not ask them —for what was [?—
d§ _ Forsightof the holy dead;
cles an® 3 I looked on her bier as they bore it by,
vs older § And I hid the tears I shed.
vho waS 8 "Twas loug since I joined in :;\ godl); work,
. Or gone where God’s people meet,
odzo:‘f:' g But ngxt Sabbath morning I went to kirk,
ith her ] And gazed on her empty seat.
" 2 1 " For I could not carry her in my heart
 to pa To haunts of ungodly men ;
careles¥ | t © But when in God’s service I took my part, .
> was % Her soul feemed nearer me then.
» of life § ~And she’s nearer me now, as I sit alone
t 8  In the Western forest dim; .
e th:e B - And she soothes my heart like a mother’s 008
s at the - Singing the evening hymn.
d of t K &% Soin ma2y a quiet place, [ trow,
©quic® . God’s servants may dwell unseen,
1d faith ©"Like the little streamlets that hidden flow,
see hef - Except that their grass grows green;
part, go: . For we see the evil, we hear the cry,
Of this sorrewful earth of ours,

eerfulll I

But in loving patience God sits on high,
2

- Because he can see its flowers. — Sdlected.
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. On the Banks. ,
THE PERILS AND HARDSHIPS OF OUR BRAVE
FISHERMEN. .

"‘\ DRIED codfish is in itself neither an interestm%s,
i *utiful nor attractive object, and yet there

i an
ly an article of food that is got a.'t m(:ld "
b Ponse of human life, of human exertion &

Iness 1P
already |

injureds 4
‘mebodf :

tement*

‘ » is princi-
be, ¥ vumn suffering. The cod of commetf'ceNlesw?;un&
proVOd' i Y caught upon the great ba.nks’ of N The
differs . nd,’ not by netting but by the hook and lm&f b

sh, and W\ 0kers,” as the vessels regularly fitted out 10

f : ith
E 1 *%foundland cod fisheries are called, are, Wit

8 . fish-
t::-ong B, °Xception of the “mackerelers,” the bnestkiilz;
hought 8 vessels that float. They are, genera.ll?’ Sféa t,ons’
peedily BB, T keel schooners, say of sixty to nine f;d a.nd’

;.Y are not only well built but well modelled -
s that found.
jous 8 Slue ships as the banking schooners are, bt:eix{
=gard°a to face work that is so dangerous a5 to oo
ring, of MY cases the last of them. In the first p p
aiminf have to face the terrible gales of autumn [ant
i Yring in the open sea, either under sail or Al

"Or on the fishing grounds, and on 'ohe?r WﬂYﬂ:‘:
W the banks they have under their leet o
d"'ngerous of coasts. Small wonder is 1t

| taken place,

)

ws the North Atlantic coast of this
tcl:::i:ei:]:si:;ewrecked fishing schooner.s, a.r‘\‘d that
many a schooner is vrittenhdown las having “never
i » such a cyclone.

ag?;utlﬁ:e: c?xe:rlllcesa:ﬁxiﬁpwredk ){)y stress of weather
in t};leir staunch schooners is only the first of ;he
dangers which the men who go to sea to fish for
cod have to encounter. -They "are upon the banks
all winter, engaged in fishing during the s«:iasc;ln
that the conflict between the polar current an the
14l stream, which has created the banks, is at its
G‘{ ht, and when the fog banks hang over the
helg ,almost constantly. Through these feg banks
wate h t ocean greyhounds, the ships that
comes * xiige:x three minutes, and which cannot
covel‘fa their path within a third of that distance.
B b 1 the banker, lying with her long hemp
Down kupoing her up to winward and her reefed
cab.le ‘fell)atting to keep her head from paying off,
mainsa, * reat ocean steamer. The schooner’s
oy ﬂ{fii:g light -hardly illumines a ball of fog
feabll = ards in diameter, and the tin fish-horn
t'w?nlt;y“{he boy ” is supposed to blow as often as
}T: lza.n raise the wind, can only be heard a few
hu;:re‘:o«z:xf:r:wgkout, perhaps, catches a not:,e
f :he horn ; he glances about to see whence it
ro . out from the white fog leaps the spectr{;l
comes ’f ourschooner ; a wild yell of mingled despair
g from the fishermen, a crash, a shudder
and 48" h the great steel structure, but she
i tlhmugfvith unabated speed, her paint hardly
o:;.lnd the “J. T. Smith,” of Glouc:;ester or
Grace, Yarmouth or Eastport, is never
and nothingbut wid_t;ws and :rphans
memories of the twenty or so

o lele:’.’l'f:]’_":;}:n;i and honest fellows that made
brate lw , Hardly a year passes without one or
up her 2 c;f this kind being reported, but » the
two cases that for every incider.t of this descrip-
fishermen Bt:c{ two are never heard of. It is not
tion repoF v one but the officer of the watch and
often ‘that e ters and the look-out know what has
his quarterm&sn'd they lock their lips. Whether
y t, there are quite enough repor@
ks to make this a very certain

injured,
Harbor X
heard of again,

i { Do
this be trueor
collisions on the ban

danger. ly bad en (;ugh to be cqmpélled to fight
It is suretyin a small ship and near a da.ngerous
the tempes ¢ a life of safety, that in which a

shore;'i:'i l;' l:l:ows when he lies down in his bhu‘nk

man 12 kened by the crashing
t be awa

whether he may no

1 chisel of & steamer’s bow through

of the great :;'xei: side. But there is a worse danger
the pl‘::,l:‘of - shipwreok, either by tempest or
than

:ch the cod fisher must face. {&t one

:me el because the fish were more plefmful or

pome e:%ber ¢ the fishermen were more easily satis-

the demre’lhoﬁsh could: be caught from the deck of

:ihed, e;:::fer to satisfy all concerned. Now, how-
@ 80

the fish ::e caught from dories. Every
ever, .
gohooner oarries &

i - dories,
“gertain’ pumber -of t?xese ios,
hly but strongly builé little open’ boats, which
roughly but
bear & cartain rese

: . these boats, with two wen in
and every m‘:"‘;’:bg from the schooner. It is but
each, “"b::‘:,hey carry more water and food than
seldom twillﬂ ood during the day, and the men are
the men

ted long as the fish bite.
expe to stay 0U6 > gu which prevents the
dden fog springs up j

a8 tinding the schooner—if the sea and

v them
. .an extent as to pre‘ent

wind r1se v ,su:il;“ it back to her, these men are
from pulling a%l.‘hen begins for them. that agony,
los;. at 89: f their lives are saved, is worse thag
which, f”’e ¢ They guffer from hunger, thirst an
death ‘t‘eig'he"’ is always the_chanoe of spe?dy'
cold ; y-‘e: th iy fll that then afflicts
rescue, O

dorymen from

e mlxef of every

mblance to the raftamen’s ¢ pung,”

them-—but that chance never comes! Men go mad
under this strain, leap overboard, and leave behind
them nothing but the empty dory and the evidence
of their suffering. Stronger men die of starvation
and long afterwards the rotten boat carrying their
bones has been picked up at sea. Then, again,
men have rowed and drifted for ten whole days
without food, without fire, with no water but that
supplied by the rain that seemed to pelt the life out
of them until they reached the shores of Nova
Bcotia, and 8o saved their lives, o

The sea about the banks is & populous one, and
although many of the lost dories are never heard of
again, a very great number are found. It may be
that hope, nay life itself, has almost died out in the
minds and hearts of the crew of the lost dory.
About them the gray fog hangs like a pall, below
them rises and sinks the gray and pitiless sea. The
salt spray freezes upon thew and their boat, and
dropping their oars they throw themselves down to
die. Pain and weariness and that awful mental
distress occasioned by the battle for life, has almost
destroyed consciousness, and their faculties have
been so strained that they can hardly determine
whether sight or hearing are still theirs: Yet hope
is not quite dead ; they still strive to listen, strive
to see. There is a new note in the splashing of the
seas, their constant turmuring at the burden of
the frail boat, but the exhausted men do not notice
it, or if they do they do not heed it. Again it
comes, and one of the men raises his head and
stares at the other witli a fearful intensity. Yes,.
the other has heard it; it was no figment of the
brain. Pain, weariness, the sickness of hope de-
ferred, all that has gone, and they listen—listen
only as fhen can listen when on their hearing hangs
thewr life. Again it comes sounding through the
fog, like the wild, fierce cry of some gigantic crea-
ture tortured to death, and the weary men in the
dory know it now —it is the whistle of an advanc.
ing steamer, and their lives hang on a thread. If
she comes near enough to hear their feeble fish-
horn, and will stop, they are saved, if not.

Again comes the wild cry, and then behind it
looms up the hage black hull of a great liner,
cleaving her way through fog and water, at the
rate of seventeen knots an hour. Now comes their
chance for life. If they can make the officers ot
the watch hear them and see them before that
whistle sounds again, they are saved. They blow
a blast from that tin fish-horn—such a blast as
only men in their position can blow,.and then, as
the great hoarse roar of the steam-whistle bursts
out .again, throw up their arms in expostulation-—
in despair. The officer of the watch, warmly clad,
wrapped in oilskins, standing there upon the bridge,
gripping the rail with his hands, has his teeth
clenched, and every nerve a-tingle. He fully
realizes what it is to drive a great ship such as this
through such a fog and such a sea, but the reputa-
tion of his line for fast trips must be sustained.
What was that? The note of a fish-horn. He
peers into 4he gray blank before him, and sées just
a dark shadow on the water—the misty outline of
a man’s uplifted arm. It is enough, howaver. A
word to the anxious-eyed ship-master, who has not
been in his bunk for eight-and-forty hours.

“8top her!” flashes to the engine-room, and a
grest hoarse roar bursts from the steam-pipes to
tell the lost ones they are saved. i

A life-boat is swung ‘out, 1ts crew get aboard,
and as steamer men are not expert boatmen, this
takes time; and before the boat gets away from
the steamer, slowly out of the bay comes a dory,
pulled with difficulty and pain by two WOé?ul-loékfng
objects, who, nevertheless, mianage to bring theie

egg-shell alongside the mighty steamer, dnd they
are saved.—Monlreal Witness.




