
THE PORTFOLIO.

and that " Whomsoever God lovoth, hoe
chasteneth," therefore, duty to God prompts
lis to say, 'IThy Will be Donco" Our sonso
of righit and w'rong, or wvhat wc would cali
conscience, tells us that it is rnucl botter to
submit to our misfortunes than to bc
rnaking our lives and the livos of other:, a
burdon, by continually freting abouit things
over w'hich "'o have no control. Thon it is
to our intcrest net to fret and w~orry, for if
a man has injured us, it w~ill give himn the
satisfaction of'sooing that his schomes havo
-succeeded. Whon thore is no feasiblo w'ay
of bottering our lot, necessity compels us
to bc contentod ivith our position in life.
A lthougli a man mnay think himsolf poo',
and on account of his poverty possoss a
discor.tented spirit, still in comparison with
some, hie has abundance, "«for no man is
poor w'ho doos not think himsolf so." Mon
havo shown uis by oxample howv the noble
trait " Contentment," can smooth the hard
places in lifé and produce peace and quiet-
ness, whore without it would have been
confùýion and turmoil. Thoso w~ho practiso
this noble virtue have a roward laid up for
them, which will far more than compensato
for thoir prescrnt submission.

Thiere liad beon a storm in the nighit;
the wind liad blowvn heavily and the ramn
hiad fallen in floods; but now the sun is
rising, bringing w'ith it a beautiful, happy
day. The birds sing nierr-ily.. and the noi!z
of the distant falling waters accompanies
their song, as if to welcome the lighit of
anothor gladsomoe day. Evcrything ioving,
sunshince and brightnoss is out of doors
cnjoying it Ail nature seems to rejoice;
the grass stili covcrod w~ith raindrops which
had fallen during the nighit, sparklod in the
sun ; and as a hiaro nowriuns by, a glitter-
ingy mist riscs, making a flnishing to nature's
beautiful picture.

At that time I was travelling upon the
m-oor. I was fillbod with happiness, and at
times wvas so busy %vith my pleasant

thouglhts thiat the scenes and souinds arouind
me wvero forgotten, and 1 wvas a boy once
more. But at Iast a thought cornes to me,
wvhich for a timo took ail the happiness
away from my hecart. My past life hiad
bcon unusually happy, but woulci it continue
to bo so? Would 1 flot have to pay for my
happinoss, with perhaps yoars of sorrow
and pain ? I hiad lived a lifo froc from care
and distrcss as thc birds, but wvas it likely
that it would rcmaîn so ? mny thoughits then
wvandcrcd to the lives of différont men with
whorn it had been thus, who, like myself,
ha,: ".,;,n very happy in youthl, but whose
course hiad cnded in pain and sorrow.

Then something occurs to change the
curront of my thoughts. On suddently
raising my oyes 1 bchid before me an old
man standing by and looking fi xedly into
a pool. There wvas no apparent roason for
standing thus, motionless and silent Ue
was very old and his body was bent almost
double as hie leaned upon a long wooclon
staff. As I drewv near hie stili continued to
stand 1«motionless as a cloud," seeming not
to hocar or feel the %vind. At last hoe stirred
the pool withi his staff, and lookcd stoadily
into the muddy water. Now v took a
strangers; privîlege, and spoke to him.
He answvered slowly, but courteously.
Thon I asked himn what his occupation
w~as. Ho Iooked surprised but answercd
in the same measured way hoe hadl spoken
befzre. IHe said that, bcing old arid poor,
hie was trying to rraintain himsolf by gather-
ing Leochois. The old man continued to
talk by my side, but I w~as again lost in
thought, and scarcely heard him. It
ail seomed as a dream, or cisc as if lie had
been sent to give me strcngthi to kcep from
yielding- to my unhappy thoughits. My
former feelings thon returncd, and wvishing
to bc com-fortcd, I askec once more, howv
hie lived IHe sr-niiod and told me again,
adding that it wvas once casier than now
to findleoches. W hile hoe spoke, I imaginod
seeing him going long distances across the
moor alono. How~ lonely and desolate his
life! Uce soon began to talkz of other things
and wl'hcn hoe onded, I could have Iaughedc
at inyseif for being s o weak, wvhen the old
man's mind was so flrm. ««God help me,"
I said, "and I romnember tho Lcech-
Gatherer on the lonely mnoor."
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