’ 189

PLEASANT HOURS,

Gofng to School,
BY SUXAN CoolLibur.

1 xr.x the little cluldren crecping, ereepin?,
Down the lonyg hulside to the village scaool,

With slow, ¢ :Juctant feet, and nlmost weeping,
T'o end gla Lawmmer with the sterner rule

Of tuska and hours, and waste October weather,

Pent up in irksome study all together.

1 ace the littls children running, running,
When school is over, to restime thar fun,
Or in the late kweet warmth of davlight, sunning
‘Their hittlo discontents away, cach one,
“How mce to be grown up, * so they are saying,
“ And uot to study, but be always playiag '™

Ah, foolish little children ! if you kaew e,
Grown folks must study, just an b log

Must be punctual at school, or else they raeat,
Aund learn a havder lesson yet than yon,

Farly they sct to work, nid todd all day;

The schiwol lets out too lute for any play.

Their school-room is the workd, aud hfe the wmster;
A stern, harshi master hp, and hard o please,
Some of the mighter children stady taster
Than can the others who ave dudl ; and these,
\When theyve teated, of they stamd the test,
The Muster sufters to 5o hume and vest.

But all must learn a lesson soun or later,

Aud all nuxt ansser at the great review §
Uutal at length the last discouraged waiter

s done his task, and read the lesson through
And, with swollen eyes and weary head,
At last is told he may lie hoine to bed,
So, little children, when yon feel like crying

That you ure forced to learn to 1eud aud write,
Think of the liarder lessons lying

In thic dim futurc which you deem so bright.
Grown folks must stuldy, even “gainst their will
Be very glad that you arve children still.
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CHAPTER XPV,
THK FOREST SINE—FIGITING THE FLANES.

This noble ensample to his shepe he yaf,
That first bz wrought and afterwards Le taught.
Out of the Gospel hie the wordes caught.

As Lawrence sailed homeward on the lake in
the soft light of a September day, he became aware
of n pungent odour in the air, and soon after of
dense smoke, drifting from the land.  He thought
nothing of it, however; but next morning Mr.
Perkins remarked : .

“The fire’s a-gettin’ nearer. Y wish the wind
ud change—been barnin’ in the woods north there
better'n’a week.”

All day the smoke grew denser—darkening the
sun and irritating the eycs. During the night the
lames could be secn leaping from tree to tres inm
the forest that engirdled the little clearing, and
running rapidly along the ground in the dry Lrush-
wood.  The tall pines could be seen burning like
gigantiz torches in the darkness, and then toppling
over with a crash, secattering the sparks in & Lril-
liant shower, far and wide, to extend the work of
destruction.  Great tongues of tlame hissed and
cracklad like fiery serpents enfolding their prey.

No human effort’ could avail aught to withstand
or avert this ficry plague. Only the good provi
dence of God, by sending rain or turning the wind,
could stay its progress. The next day was in-
.tenscly hot. The earth ;eemed as iron, and the
h&aveﬁi “. ‘);““- .

All iu a hot and copper sky
The bloody sau st novn

L Right up ubove the trees did stand

Ne bigger theu the mewa,

It seemed Lifte the toreers that followed the
trumepet of the ditth angel in the M\poealypse :
*“Tnero atowe a gimoke out of the pit like the smoke
of a great furnace ; and the sun amd the air were
darkened by reason of the smoke of tho pit.”

On came the tlnmes—roaving like n hurricane.
The heat beenmo unendurable—the smoke almost
stifling.  The cattle fled to the streams, and stood
in the deepest pools, snitling the hented nir. The
witter became geadually warm as it flowed over
the lieated rock and through the burning woods ;
and tho tish that were in it floated on the surface
in a dead or dying state. Fences were torn down,
und broad spaces of earth were turned up by the
plough, to break the progress of the deluge of fire
~before which stacks of hay and straw were
licked up like tinder.

Many of the villagers stored their little valu-
ables, and as much of their grain a3 they could,
in the underground roothouses, and banked them
up with earth,  Many had abandoned everything,
and fled to the islands. TLawrence, with most of
the wen, remained to fight the flames till thy last
moment.  When compelled to fly, they sought the
shore, where they had moored a boat, as a meaus
of escape at the Inst moment.  But, O horror! the
lapping of the waves and the fierce wind created
by the fire, bad loosened the boat—bhut insecurely
fastened—and it was rapidly drvifting away. Al
hopo of escape scemeid cut of. The men were
about to plunge into the water, as preferring death
by drowning to death by fire.

iet us die like brave men, if die we must,”
said Lawrence, “trusting in God, He will be with
ug, as he was with his servants in the fiery fur-
nace.”

“ Father,” cried Tom Perkins, a boy of thirteen,
“T know a cave whero we can hide.”

“Quick, my son! Show us the way,” was the
eager reply.

“This way—up the strean a bit-—near that
cedar root.  The bears used to live in it.” And he
pointed out a concealed entrance, through which
they crawled into a small grotto, caused by a dis.
location of the strata.

“God hath opened for us a cleft in the rock.
e will keep us as in the hollow of his hand,” said
Lawrence, with a feeling of religious exaltation he
kad never felt in moments of safety.

On came the flames —roaving louder and louder.
The crackling of fugdts and falling of trees were
like the rattle of musketry and firing of caunon in
a hattle.  The smoke and heat penctrated the
grotto, They wero ahnost perishing with thirst,

“I hear the trickling of water,” sajd Lawrence.
“X will try to find it.  Lie low on your Faces, so as
not to inhale ‘ke smoke. Here is the water,” he
cried, as he found it. ¢ Now, wet your handker-
chiefs, and tie them over your heads,” he said, as
he did the same himself, and they all found the
greatest relief -therefrom.

At last the fiery wave secmed to have passed
away. They crawled forth from their refuge to
vicew the desolation the fire had wrought. The
ground was still hot and smoking, many or the
trees were still burning, and cverything was
scathed and seared and blackened with the flames,
Perkins' houso was burned ; but his barn, which he
prized more, w8, with its contents, spared—saved
Ly the adjacent clearing and fallow.

By a special providence—as it seemed to these
simple-minded men, unversed in the aceptical ob-
jections %o the efioncy of prayer—the wind had
veered 0 a8 o blow the flames avay from-the
village. This they devoutly attributed  to theic
prayers in the cave. That night & copious rain

tell, sud fucther dangor was averted.

Mr. Perkius’ neighbours made a “bee” to hielp
Lim rebuild his house, and turned out in full foree
on that important occasion. Lawrence, a fine

athletic specimen of muscular Christianity, turned

to with n will, and swung kis axe and volled his
logs with the best of them, us “to the manncr
born.” He won thereby the profound respect of
several of tho young wen, who were more i
pressed with his prowess with the axe than by his
cloquence in the pulpit.

Soon a larger and a better house than the one
destroyed was erected, so that, Hophny said, “the
fire wuz a sort o' blessin’ in disguise.” He ¢ fearcd
he wuz a-takin' better keer o’ his crops and bLeasts
than of his wife an’ chil'en, so the Lord jes’ gin 'im
a hint to make them kind o’ comfortalle too.”

Lawrence was very anxious to have a church
built ut Centreville, the head of the cirveuit, for the
purpose of holding quavterly-meetings and the like,
u3 well n3 to accommodate the growing congrega-
tion. Somo of the wise men of the village gravely
shook'their heads, and said it was jmpossible after
the tire. Dut the zenlous young preacher was de-
termined to try. Ile therefore went round with
his subscription-book for contributions.
were mostly in “kind,” or in labour.

These .

Squire I1ill gave a lot in the villnge, which did
not count for much, as land was plenty; and rcal .

cstate, even on tho front street of Centroville, was
not worth much more than that threec miles dis
tant. - But he promised, moreover, all the nails,
glass, and putty required, which counted for a gre:t

deal, as theso articles were not so plentiful as land .
L]

in Muskoka,

Hophni Yerkins gave all the pine wanted for the
frame, as a “thank-offerin’” to the Lord, for
sparing his barn and crops, and a liberal subscrip-
tion besides. His brother Phinehas, who owned n
sawmill on the creek, gave all the sawn lumber
required,

Father Hawkins could not give anything else,
so he promised to make tho shingles during the
winter. The village painter promised to do the
painting if the materials were provided, which was
soon done by subscription.

A grand “bee” was accordingly made to get
out the material. Axcmen felled the tallest and
straightest trees for sills, frame, plates, Joists,
vafters, purlines, and all the appurtenances thereof,

“It reminded him,” said Father Hawkins, of
Hirao and his workmen getting out the timbers
for the house of God at Jerusalem,” Teams of
oxen and horses dragged them to the site of the
building. Others drew stone for the foundation,
sund for the plaster, and boards to enclose the
building.

Lawrence was the moving spirit of all these ac-
tivitics—the wheel within the wheel—the main-
spring of the whole. He it was who drew the
plan, got out the estimates, made all the calcula-
tions, and was & whole building committer in
himself. Nor was he content with directing. He
worked with the strongest and most diligent.
He mortised sills and plates, and tenoned studs
and beams. And another great “bee” was made
for putting together and raising the frame,

1t was like magic. In the worning the ground
was strewn with beams and timbers—the disjecra
membra of a house; in the evening, they were all
in their places, and the complete skeleton of the
building stood erect in its gaunt proportions, the
sdmiration of not only the village, but the entire
country-side. Admost, thought Lawrence, might
be applied the words of Milton, descriptive of a
structure of far other character: :

¢ Anea ous of the earth » fakrio huge
Roose like an axhalativa.™




