PLEASANT HOURS,

A Mash at a Time.

Just a mesh at a timo, my child !
it's not 60 hard as you think:

Slip §p tho shuttie, draw up tho loop
\ithout a knot or a kink.

So, one by ono, those tircsome holes
That seem go many to mena,

Will be done, though you'll hardly guese
Just how, when you comoe to the end.

Yes, a mosh at a timo, my dear;
A mesh I3 a little thing :
Only a single loop, you know,
Mado of this common string.
Yet wec, It strengthens the wvak, frayed
edgo,
It bridges the gaping rent:
To the worn out loop, just ready to
break,
Its help Is cheerfully lent,

A mesh at a time, and loop by loop,
The pet grows firm and strong,

To do 1ts duty beneath tho waves,
And prison the finny throng,

For if not one single mesh glves way,
The net will faithfully keep

Its trust, and never a sliver fish
Shall wander back to the deep,

Just a mesh at a time, O child !

In this work-a-day world of ours
There are nets to mend, and fish to catch
For us al), with our varied powers.

It wo may not be liko the learned and

great,
That toll with the brain and pen,
We muy'ddo thelr work to whom Christ
said :
* I will make you fishers of men.”

Cousin Jackey.

BY OLD CORNISH,
1L

* Hullo ! safd old Johnny, as he stood
one day upon the cliff, a man who had
a marvellous faculty of telling the name
of every boat in the bay as soon as she
put her nose .around the point at Pensee,
“why, the Mystery es comln’ back'
\What in the world es the matter
There must be somethin’ wrong.” And
so saying, he watched thée unfolding of
events for the next balf-hour.

Yes, there was sometking sadly wrong,
for over the side of the Mystery they
gently Jowered {nto the “punt” what
seemed to be a man, and four burly,
bronzed fishermen rowed with all their
might for the shore. No soconer had
they reached the beach than, raising their
burden {nto their arms, they carrfed him
up into Nancy Curnow's cottage. Ves,
Cousin Jackey was [11—“ very jl),” they
said. Soon the doctor was by his side,
who after a careful examination of the
case pronounced it fever!

* Doctor,” safd the dear old patient in
his own playful way, “es et a ‘ot wind or
what 2 .

* Hot !" was the laconic reply,

*Too ‘ot for the children ? Don't ee
think they could come and taalk to me u
bit ? Jackey dearly loves the children,
and ef they caan't come, then sure 'nongh.
I shall dfe.”

**Well, not just at present,” was the
doctor’s guarded response.

*Then, ef I caan't ‘ave the children, I
may 'ave the ckildren's Friend 2"

*Who {s that ?” asked the master of
the healing art.

* Why, doan't ee know ?” said the
sufferer. ** Ah, doctor, ’e’s been wi’' me
In sunshlne anrd storm, In sickness and
‘ealth, and 'e waan’t leave me now, No.
‘E ‘as sald, ‘ When thou pessest through .
the waters, I will be with thee; and
through the «lvers, they shall not over-
flow thee: when thou walkest through
the fire, thou shalt not be burned ;
neither shall the flame Xxindle upon
thee,’ Doctor, the fire edn’t tco ‘ot for
the Lord I And the deer old man at-
tempted to sing, but couldn't,

“ The fire our graces shall refine.”

Greatly moved, the doctor turned to
depart, when, seeing Nancy in tears, he
sald: *“Now, Nancy, cheer up. You
must keep him as quiet as you can;
much will -depend on that.” o

“ Doctor,” said the sufferer, “ one word
afore ee go. Do tell me the worst
Jackey edn't afrald, Xs et & tough bn
of a job ?” < ’

“ Very, Jackey ; but we will pill you
through i we can.” X )

* But g'pose the Lord pulis t'other way,
doctor, what will ec do-then 7"

A strange question was that. He had
never-thought of it before. It came as
& surprise. IL was .8 a new revelation
from heavenr, At length the doctor
dreamily replied, ** Well, well, we'll see.”

Again the shadows of the eveniang fell,
and agaln the night was succeésded by
another dpv. When mosning came the
doctor wa.« early at the bédside of bhis
patient, and to Nancy’s Snquiries as to
what he thought of th¢ case, whether he
could pull him through, he could oniy
reply he:did not.know, but he would do
Biabest:. And with that he passed trom.the
pregsomos of ths patient to pause and pray..

Again the words were on his lips,

“S'pose the Lord pulls t'other way,
doctor, what wiil cc do thep 7 In fact,
they had made a profound impressior on
his mind. He bad been accustomed to
think that everything in his profession
depended upon his skiil ; now be was
disposed to imagine that perhbaps, alter
al), he was dependent vpon that God of
whom he onto heard Cousin Jackey sing:

*Tho pralse of every virtuous thought,
And righteous word, Is L:ino.”

Agaln a restless day was succceded by
a still more restless night, “I've been
fn maany & atorm,” said the dylng man,
“ bul never fn such a ono as thig, 1I've
faaced maany a sea, but none 80 rough
as thls. But, thank God ! the lights aro
turning bright, and all Is well.”

As miduight drew on he was as one
who dreamed. He talked about his
mother and home, He sald something
about the children which thoy could not
catch, He mentioned the uname of
Jesus, and {t sounded as clear as a bell.
And then, as i sceing Him who I8 In-
visible, he exclatmed, "1 ‘aven’t been
able to do much for ee, Lord, but I've
trled to feed the dear little lambs, I
‘ave.,”

The necxt morning was the Sabbath.
It was a lovely day. The waters of the
great lake-like bay looked Ilke molten
sllver shimmetlng in the sun. The figh-
Ing boats were at thelr moorings, for the
fishermen were keeping the Sabbath Day
holy. IEven the very waves of the great
Atlantic rippled along the shore as if
they would chaunt the requlem of the
dying man. He had often expressed a
wish that he might go to heaven on the
Sabbath, and now it secmed as if the
Lord was about to give him the desire
of his heart.

Among the many who had come to
take thelr last look at their life-long
friend was Widow Tregurtha's 1ittle Liz.
She bad actually cried to come. *“O
mother,” she sald, “ just let me ’ave one
more look at his faace” And as she
entered the chamber, the old man openecd
his eyes, and seeing the child, he flung
his arms around her neck and sald:
“ Liz, my dear, I'm goin’ down to the
gaates o' the graave agen. 1 told the
dear Lord that ef ’'e would only let me
take thee back fo thy mother, thou pre-
clous pet lamb. I would come back mysell
as soon as ‘e czlled. Liz, the Maaster
is eallin’—Cousin Jackey must go.”

Those were the last words of which he
was conscious, and it was meet they
should he said to the chii@ whom he had
nursed back from ‘the gaates o' the
grave.,” The day was fast drawing to
a close, when his faithful old wife took
him by the hand, and said : **Jackey, it's
me. Doan't ee know me ? I'm Nancy,
your wife.”” ¥z opened his eves and
smiled ; and that smile was sunshine to
poor Nancy's moul.

At length he began to ramble in his
talk, He was at sea. It was a wild
night. The waves were running high,
and he was making for the harbour.
“Job !” he exclaimed, * keep ’er ‘ead to
tho wind—keep ’er ’cad to the wind!
. . . 'We chall reach the port on this
tack. . . . The lights are right ahead.
.« « Luff a Dbit, lff. . .
that'll do, Jeob, thatll do.
God, we are [nslde the ‘eads! . . .
Let go the ‘alyards. . . . Down wi’
the fo'safl. . . .
fn out o' the storm !

Not a word more was sald,  Silence
reigned in the chamber. They looked,
but the dear old fisherman was dead,
And faithful Nancy, bis lile-long com-
panion, bending over all that remained
of. her husband, exclaimed as she wept :

“This blessed word be mine,
Just as the port Is gained,
‘ Kept by the power of grace divine,
I have the faith mafintained.'*

THE MEETING BERTHA MISSED.
BY ELIZABETH F. ALLAN.

* Whither away, Little Red Riding-
hood, over these slippery pavements ?
Don’t you know you'll fall down and
ecrack your crown directly ? Give me
that small hand, and let me keep you
up.n

*“And who'll keep you up, sir ?” in-
quired the little girl In the scarlet hood,
giving thoe gentleman a litlle mittened

-hand.

“ My own dignity will suppert me”
he answered, laughing down at her;

"* but where are you golag anyway 2"

“*To a meeting of King's Daughters,”

-sne safd, with an air ot importance.

“Yes ? and what are you going to do
when you get there ?”

“Oh! we’ll sew some, and say verses,
and pay our ten cents, and Miss Fanny
will read us pleces about doing good, and

‘all that

The gentleman did not make any reply
this iime and Bertha glanced up quickly
at b

Iss, et es nice to be,

“Pon't you I1i%e King’s Daughters,
cousin Bam * she asked hoslistingly.

** Yes, indeed," Lo answered haartily ;
1 liko all plana that are workisg for
my Master, and ‘ln His Name'; isa't
that your motto 1"

Bertha turued up her little silver crosa,
and showed him tho symbollo letters,
“IL H. N, But young insiincts are
very keon, and she folt the chill ol n
Hittle shadow over her onthusimsm,

“Do you ltke King's Daughtors out
and out, cousin Sam ?" she asked pro-
sently.

*“They aro on a glorfous path, my
child,” he sald gravely, * but therv are
pltfalis along 1t.”

“Tell mo one” sald Bortha briefly.
There was & little sllence, as 1f he did
not know just how to point out his ob-
Jection without scoming fo discourngo
this eager chlld, but Bertha walted,

* Suppose,” he sald, presently, * when
that Great Day of Assize comoes, told
about in the twenty-fifth chapter of
Matthow, wo should hear that wonderful
volco which is as the sound of many
waters, saylng, ‘ Come, yo blossed of my
Father, for [ was an hungored, and ye
gave me meat—by a machine; I was
thirsty, and ye gave mo drink—through
s town pipo: I was naked—and yo sent
me a garment by your servant; 1 was
sick~-and ye sent a committee to sce me;
I was i prison—and ye got up a fair for
iny benefit.™

Bertha d!d not know whether to laugh
or cry; the words sounded absurd, but
the gentleman’s face was as grave as
possible.

* Little cousin,” he sald suddenly, “1
wish you would go with me this after-
noon lnstead of going to your meeting.
I have been sent to. see about somo of
the Lord’'s little ones, and I want you
to help me.”

For one instant Bertha thought she
must refuse: those mectings were so
nice; Miss Fanay's room was gay and
cosy; the girls would boe there, full of
merry chat: it wonld be a pity to miss
it all. But this thought was only for
one swift instant; the little heart was
true, and hefore Cousin Sam had time
to know that she had hesitated, she mald
choerfully, “ All rignt, sir”

The gentleman did not talk much more
to her during that swift. slippery walk:
but holding her carefully by the hand,
he led her into a part of the citr she
had never seen before, where the houses
were shabby and dilapldated, and where
the people she met looked sullen and
despatring.

Presently, after hunting up and down
for a certain number, and mecting rude
‘answers to his fnquirtes, Cousin Sam
took Bertha fnto a dirty lane, and up
a8 perfectly dark flight of stalirs, and
opened a garret door that turned rustlly
on its hinges, and opened into a place
only a little less dark than tho erazy:
stalrway.

Oh! what a sight met thejr eyes. Never,
while she lives, can our Mlttle girl forget
those two pallild faces that stared
through the gloom of the place. On a
heap of filthy rags lay a little girl ap-
parently breathing Ler 1ast, while a half-
dressed boy sat at her tead, too near
frozen or too near starved to take any
notice of them.

For the next half-hour the two rescuers
worked a3 hard as men in life-Boats,
battling agalnst wind and wave,

Meantime & spirit-lamp had come
forth from the bag (for the gentleman
hzag been told what he would find In the
garret) and a bottlo of miik, and drop by
drop the hot milk was given to the un-
conscious children, until some pulsation
returced.

“Little Xing's Daughter,” said Cousin
Sam solemnly, “ will you wait hero, and
keep tbese poor things alive, whila I go
for a hospital waggon ?”

Perhaps he called her by that name to
give her courage, for It was needed to
stay alone In this grewsome place, with
death In the chamber. But she did not
helsgtate this time. “I will stay,” she
safd.

And ft was not untfl she had scen the
poor waifs In warm beds, with doctor
and nurse attending, that the lttle wo-
man’s nerves gave way, and she wept
and sobbed on Cousin Sam’s shoulder.

“This has been a trying ordeal for
you, my child,” he said tenderly; “if 1
bad known how terrible it was golng to
be, 1 could hardly have brought vou.
Yet T could not have saved them without
sour help.”

“ Now I want you to go next Wednes-
day te your meeting, and tell them of
this afternoon’s work 3 and tell them not
to stop at meetings, and reddings, and
sewings, and sales: that is all weh
enough In its place, but, oh ! the King's
other children are crying for bread, ana
his Daughters must go and sce them, angd
{fced them, before tbey can expect to
hear those tender, graclous words, * Inas-
much as yc have done it unto one of tho
\ least of these, ye have Jdone it unto me.’ "

THE BRAVE CABIN BOY.

A dark-oyed boy, with a pale, md face,
stood leaning against the mlliug of a
ship, looking at thoe foaming vwaves,
which wore dashing against the sidesa of
the vessol, Tho ship had left port only
a few days bofore, and this was the first
timo that Allan, thdé cabin-boy, hud ever
beon on tho sea.  He scemoed to avold
being with tho other sallors, who wera
rough, wicked men. Though he was
qQuick to 4o whatever was askod of him,
yot hoe spent hls spare timo in gaaing
over tho waters toward the land which
they bad left behind. The sallors often
tried to got him to taste of thoir liquor,
and would laugh and sneor at him and
somotimos cruclly tormont him bLocause
he refused to do s,

Flually, thoy sgrzod among thomselves
to mako Allan driuk somo ilquor ; and
finding him ons day alono ncar the stern
ot the shlp, one held ulm, while another
tried to pour the rum down his throat.
‘Tho others laughed loudly to soo the fun.

*Laugh on !” cried Allan, with & 8rm
voice, * but 1 will novor tasto a drop ot
it. You ought to be ashamied to drink
it yoursclves; and much more to try and
forco 1t down a boy {” And just as the
rajlor was about to pour It into hic
throat, quick as a flash, Allan snatched
the dottls and fiung it overboard, The
captain and the mate, hearing tho notse,
camo that way, much {o the joy of Allan,
who supposed they would pul a stop to
the sallors’ abuse, But tho cxuptain was
himself & rough, drinking man, and
when he heard the causc of the trouble,
he sald ho would " soon make the 1ad
tnko his medicine.”” When he lcarnsd
that the boy had thrown tho liquor over-
bos>d, he cried angrily: *“ Hoist that
tchiow aloft Into the walntop-saflt I'll
tcach him not to waste my property "

Two sallors came forward to carry out
the captain's order, but Allan qulotly
waved them back, and said, in a low, re-
spectful tone: “I'll go myself, captain;
and I hope you will pardon me, for I
meant no offence.” His band trombled
a little as ho took hold of the rigging,
for he was not used to c¢limblog the
ropes of & ship, As the captaln eaw
how slowly and carefully ho climbed, he
cried : * Faster, faster, there)”  And
faster Allan tried to go, but his foot
slipped, and clicging by one hand, he
hung dangling over the water. A ccarse
laugh from the captaln, a jeor from the
satlors; but Allan asgain cauvght his foot-
hold, and in a few minutes more was in
the w=tch-baskot.

The mate was a kind-hearted man, and
begged the captaln not to leave tho boy
there all night, else ho would be chilled
1o death. ‘The captain refured to let
him come dowr, but sald he would go
on deck and sece'how he was dolng.

“1f 1 allow. you to come down, will
you drink what is in this glass 2* shouted
the captain. And he held up a vparke
ling glass of his favourite wine.

“No, sir; I cannct do {t !’ cried the
btrave boy.

“ There, that settles i,” 33id the cap-
tain; *“ he's got to stay thore all night;
he'l! b2 toned down by the morning.™

After dark, tho mate, unknown to the
captain, managed to carry the poor boy
e blanket and some food and hot drink,

By early dawn the captain came om
deck; and when to his call of “Ho, my
lad §’ there was no reply, ho began to
be alarmed, and ordered tho boy to de
taken down. A glass of warm wine and
biscuit was standing beside the captaln,
and as Allan's limp form wasa carried in
Lefore him, his voice softened a little as
he said : * Here, my lad, drink that, ang
I'll trouble you mo more; but you will
have to do this to show how 1 bend stiff
necks on board my ship.”

The boy was weak and cold, but he
stralghtened himself up, and aald:
“ Captaln Harden, two weeks ago 1 pro-
mised solemnly by my mothers open
grave that 1 would never taste the ter-
rible drink which had ruined our onoe
happy home, and sent my dear mother
to an early grave. The mnext day I
stretched my hands through prison bars
to bld my poor father good-bye. With
tears in his eyus, he said : ‘ Pray for me,
Allan, and. remember, my bny, never,
never to taste of strong drink.” Do with
me #hat you will, captain; let mo frecse
to death on the mainmpast, throw moe in-
to tho sea below, do anything, but do
not, for my dead mother's sake, make
me drink that poison.”

The boy sunk back, and burst {nto s
fit of tears. The captain stepped for-
ward, and laylng his hand, which
trembled a llttle, upon the lad's heéad,
tald to the sallors * For our mothers
sake let us respest Allan  Bancroft's
pledge ; and never ™ hie adde' “lot me
catch one of you {'" . ating him.” With-
out another word the captain strode
hastily awvay to his cabin,

Children, how many of you are brave
enough to resist temptation, even at the

cost of your life? )



