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COME UNTO ME AND REST.
MaTr, 11 28,

OME untoMe,dearchild,and sweetly vest s
The way in long, and thou art sore
opprest
With toil and care ; come, lean upon wy
breast,

(

Boor fainting heart, thow'rt cried and tempted
BTG

Dost thou not know how much for thee 1 borey

If thou could’st know, then wouldst thou
trust Me more,

Art whispering. child, of worldly thonghts
and vain,

Of fame and higher place thou'st striven to
gain,

Which hrought to thee, at last, but tears and
pain g

Cling closer, child: thow’st weary, sad and
tired :
Thou secst how vain is all thou hast desired,

‘Fhe praise of men, the world, so wuch admived.

‘The path was rough, tou narrow fur thy fect ;

Thou could’st not find thereon the hln«oms
sweet

Of earthly love and joy, thine eye to greet.

My guiding band which led thes day by day

Grew irksome too, becanse thon conldst not
stray

\When led by Me along thy pilgrim way.

Thy hand fromn Mine wias lonsed, and thou
wert free s

Thy fect soon found the paths where thou
would'st e 3

Thouw didat ot know My love «till followed
thee,

And whenut lust, all footsore, heart oppressed,

Wearied and worn, than'st turned to M for
tTent,

I told thee now, dear child, unts My haeast.

Ina H, Wnasos,
Otterirne, Ont,

tFor Caxana.}
A WINTER FIRE.

HE wind swept and hellowed round
the cottage, and the old fisherman
built a five in his little stone fire.

place, and =it down with his long pipe,
to enjoy the warm glow and the savonry
tohaceo.

He must have gone to sleep over his
pipe, for he told me afterwards, that each
of the sticks on the fire told him a story,
and moreover, he gave me the stories,
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night of February twelfth, smoking and
looking into the leaping flames,  There |
wax it big wind blowing, and the waves!
were volling up the shore right he: avily, |

when ) heard a4 voiee coming from an
old elbow of pine which I D %! brought
from the forest that morning, with an
armful of other stufl,

1 have come from the great forest,”
it said, *and belong to one of the oldest
trees in New Brunswick.

“1 was horn one hundred and twao
vears ago, amd my mother, the tree, was
born twelve years before that, and thus
you may kunow that 1 was situnted at
yuite a distanee from the grommd.

“1lived happily through my youth.
every wmorning watching the great sun'!
vise ot of the ocean and gilld the top of |
the breakers as they rolled in, amd every
evening watching him go down, dyed as
if with blooml. At night 1 could see the
light. house on the point, flashing out it~
ired and white Jights on the xea, :uul
when the orcan and wind grew strong
strange birds often rested near me in my
mother tree.

“Those were wild fellows, those bivds |
from the open sea, and (luttowd and
stng all night, telling of shipwreck uul
dixaster and great huricanes.

“Toften xaw the fishing smacks .nl
away from the shore, and again 1 \muld’
see them return, so low it the water that .
the gentle swell of a fine summer day
would lap up over their gunnels.  In the 1
great storm that blew  two weeks: g,
which you will remember if vou are a
true sailor, 1 was blown elear off iy
mother tree, and the next gust that came
hy laid her flat alse.”

Here the elbow of pine stopped, ad .m'
ol picee of drift-wemd which 1 had
picked off the beach a few days before, |
hegan his story, i

1 too, am pine,” it hegan, **and lived §
JIany years in a great forest somewhere
Lnorth of Diere. It one day 1 and m\’
mother were cut down and heeine |nrtf
yof the howsprit of a great <hip. !
o+ We sailed everywhere that there was
fdepth for a keel or width for a hall, and
when the great wind blew we took in!
some of our eanvas, and laughed at the!
waves, 1 saw the coral islads of the
south and the slow moving fcehergs of i
the north, and wmy paint blistered and |
boiled ju the heat of a tropical sun.

* But one night an awful storm cnne
up, such as we had never felt hefore, and !
every wave that touched us volled the
whole length of our decks, thumping at;
the hatchways as  they went aud then

Here they are, pretty nearly in his
own words.

falling off through the after port-holes |
One moment T would be high up in thel

1 was sitting before the five on thcl.m, with the split jib flving out in front

of me, and in another woment 1 would
he buried deep down in a dark green
wave,

P avard morning there was just
tinge of light in the ~L\. and as we were
lmg(-uug on top of a great wave, hefore
rushing down into its trough,1 =aw =t
black mass lyving beneath me. . We were
Srded down, llun was i crsh oand a
shrick ! aml 1, once part of o great ship,
am now ening quietly on shore,”

“ The bit of drift-wood stopped here,”
said the old satlor, So 1 heard nomme,
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