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PLEASANT HOURS.

OUR MOTHER'S 8AMPLY.X,
hT wa. wrought {u silken lotters,
As way the fashion then,
8titchelinto our 1uther’s gampler—
** Fatn, aged ten 1

"T'was lony ago—passed sixty yoara'
B.low the nawe tho dato app.ars.

In ' e1ghteen hundred twontg-thres !
We often heard hor toll—

She walked two miles to achool that year,
And wo romember well,

How underneath the ¢lu: treo’s shado

She rested when a little maid,

Abovec hier name the alphabet,
In letters largo and stiall,

Was wrought neved, and **trueloveo hlne,”
And croes-stitehed. one and sll,

The rows dissded ofl by lines,

Mado {rom sown ¢la und quaipt desigos,

And through the suniner sunshine,
Aund through the winter's snow,

With the sampter 1n ber pock t,
Onr mother usod to go.

Aud atteraoons, the losssus dene,

She worked the Jetters, one by one

The stitches evenly wero set,
With onty here and there
A mispluced une, joraaps the count
Was lust snid-t htldish care ;
Diatractug things i school, perchance,
Stole trom the work a thooght, a glance,

Thes tell me it was beaniful,
Our mother s Y-)1hood tace,
Aud speak of elt her kindly words,
Hor ways of =unple graco.
Could we heve oniy secn her then,
That (hild, * EL s, agedtent”

We knew her nat at moerning,
But when her noon-iime camo,
Wath chitdich lose and pratile,
We gase Lot the uew uame,
Replets with al' that s pure and good —
‘The vacrod name «f motherzood.

And now tho afternoan has passed ;
[t is ths cven'ng tide,
Ouraaother ha- Ju t ertered in
Amouyg the gluritiad
We look her finizhed hfe-work throngh—
The musplaced sti.ches, U how few *
SuSnn T. l’erry,

- -
THE SAILOR'S FRIEND.

Tue following skatch is a chaptor
takon from a very interes'icg s'ory,
¢ The Oli Licutenant and his Son,”
which is offerrd 88 o preminm with
the Meothylist Maga:ine for 1°Sg,
£bis stury 1s & volun.w of over 100
pagos, by th> famsus Dr. Norman
Mal.od. Tt is tewtiful'y hound and
il.ustiated, and will Lo given to all
sub critem, cld or now, for the smal]
rum of 33 centa:—

While tho go.d ehip Jokn was lying
in the barbour at Kingswn, Jamaica,
u bunt puiled alongeids, with a littie,
round faced mm ian tho stern, who
quickly seconded the ship's side, and,
touching his straw hat, asked in a
frank, ofl-band maaner for the cap-
tain,

** At your gorvice,” replied Salmung,
who wet him at thy gangway.

* Bag pardon, sir; Captain Salmond,
T presjme " asid the luttle man,

% The same,” said Salmond.

“My name is Walters,” exclsimed
the little m.n, “and th ugh Y have
not the plessure of your acquaiotance,
Captain, yet 1 bave vcntured on board,
as | have been to eos mysell in my
day, though I am nww a parson—a
Mathodist parson, I must tell you,” he
added, with a smi.c, a8 he percoived
the gloom gathering in Salmond's
fico, ** and though bt lately come to
Jamuaics, [ am anxious to be of service
to the epamen in the pore.”

* And what do you want 3" inquired
Salmond.

“Oh, merely that, if you have no

opportunity of saying a good werd or
two to yowr craw botore they leave for
home.”

“Tho crew!” exclaimed Sdmond,
“ A grester get of scoundrels nre not
cn 8o or land, The crew !”

“ Tho worse thoy nre, the moro they
ncod good counsel, and that ig all £
mean to givo them.”

* And thut’s just what they won't
tako " replied Salmond ; * but you uro
welcomo to hoeckle them a3 much as
you like, It's what they desirve; for
they cato neituor for God nor man.”

After s me further preliminurirs
and explanatious, managed with grest
tact by Walters, liberty wag at lust
obtained to collect tho crow for half
an honr in the forecastle. Sulinond,
however, protested that the only dis-
ccurge they would at'end to w.uld ha
a ropo's-end or & cat-o-nire-tuils, and
vowued that when ho gut them into
deep water ho would *give them a
round of texts of his own making,
which thoy would understand better
than any Mothody discourse.”

YWhen Walters descended into the
steaming den of the forecastle, he said,
“Good evoning, my Iads!” taking cff
bis straw hat, ¥lis presenca created
no little stir, and more than one head
loocked over the hammocks, to know
what ail this was about. Was it a
policcmani or magisirate? ur some
other official ¢

Walers seated himself on one of
the bunks, and said, “T1 am an old
eailor, and have sailed cver evory sea,
aud this forecastle puts me ia mind of
old times; bad times they were for
mo, 88 I fear they are for youw, my
lade.”

A goneral movemont took the place
of asking * What next?”

“ Now, beys,” Walters continued,
“T like tu be above.-board like a sailor,
and to show my papers at once. 1 do
not like lufling or yawing, but to go
st'm on to port when possible; so I
teil you I bave come here to see you
befurs you sail fur iho dear old coun-
try, which Idon't expect to vieit again.
I wish to speak to you as I would to
old camnrades, and for no resson what
over bus for your geod. I want no
money, no henour of sny kiaad, boe
tho satisfaction of jour lis.eaing to
me for a fow minutes until I el jou
a bit of my story. Will gun Leas,
then, an old sailer apin his yamm 1”

.* By all means,” 8aid the carpenter.

** Fire awsay, old boy,” repcated a
volce from a dark corner.

“Take out your reefs and scnd,”
said another, while the grester part
wero silent and gave no sign.

Walters took out a small Bib'e, and
amidst respectful silence and eovidenc
curiosity, not unmingled with some
suppressed tendenoy to laughier at
the oddness of the interruption, raid,
“ As I t51d you, I was a sailor before
tho mast, and served my time. I
have tasted ealt-water like the best of
you, and drank,and awore, like he most
of vou. T becume mato of a fine sbip,
The Lerd Melvills, you wmsy have
heard vt ber, saiing out of Liverpool.
We were wrecked on a coral reef, near
the Bihamas. Most of the crew were
washied overboard ; the rest took to
tho masts, and I 1csched the mizzen-
top, along with tho second mate, who,
to speak the truth, was the only man
on board who had any fear of God in
him, and many a timo I laughed at
him, for 1 was then an ignorant
heathen. Well, as tho sun was sot-
ting on that amful day, with the waves

breaking over the ship, and little hope
of hor keeping togeiher long, Wilkins,
that was his name, says to me, point-
g to the sun, “ Me-smate,” suys ho,
“where will you and I Lo when that
sun rises to-morrow morning 1" ¢ The
devil knows!"” says I, Yes, that
wag what I gaid ; for I'd no care for
anything. On that, Wilking as brave
u fellow a8 ever stood on deck, says to
me, " Tom.," says he, *if the devil
knows you are to be with him, it is
poor comfort. But I know that when
1 dio I shall be with my Father and
my Sasiour, and all the good who
havo ever g.mo bufure me. Ob, I am
sory, rorry for yon! I would let go
my hold and drown if I thought that
would save you!' ¢ Would you,
indeed? " eays 1. 1 would, indeed,”
says he, “ag suro as God sees my
hearl.” And then ho began to preach
to mo on that mizz:n-top ;—ay, on
that qu or puipit, g.ch a sermon ag I
nover heard before. Would you like
to hear it, my lads 1”

-+ Ay, ay, sir,” said moro than one
veico.

“If it is no offence, speak s little
louder, sir,” said Cx.

« Well, then,” Wukins ssid, “ Tom,
God made you and mo, and all men,
to be good and happy. He has loved
ug ever since we were borm, although
wo buve not loved him. And if we
do the devil's work, depend upon it
we shall get his wages, and that is
misery, and nothing but misery. Bat,”
said Wiikins,—for to tell the truth I
began to tremble, and for the first
time in my life felv afraid to die—
“but,” said Wilkins, “God in his
love sont his own Son Jesus Christ
into tho world to seek and to mave
the chief of sinners; the chief of
sinners, wind you,” sxid he, *and
to bring back his poor prodigals to
himself, their Father. And Christ
died for sinners on the Cross, and
suffered, the jnst for the unjust, to
biing us to God; and rose from tho
dead, and lLives, to forgive every man,
snd to give him his good Spirit to
make every man who will trust him,
and try and do bis will, and be a good
son, 28 he himsell wus to his Father
and our Faher. Oh, Tom,” he eaid,
“believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,
and thou shalt be saved. Yes, Tom,
even jou, before the sun eets, ho wiil
receive as a J.oor prodigsl, and sava you
on this maus.-head, without church or
Bible or paison, bat by his own love
Accept tho forgivenees of sin, His own
fros gift, for if you don’t you will
never love your G d and be at peace,
but be frightened for him and hate
him. Don't,” says he, holding on for
bis life, and talking as peaccful as a
child, **doa’t go up to judgwent with
all your sins written in God’s book.
and not ono of them furgiven? Dun't
dumn  yourself, messmate, when God
wishes to save you! Don't ruin the
soul that does not belong to you, but
to bim that made it, and who lov.s it,
and died for 1t} Don't put oft turning
to God until it i3 too late; for if you
dio without & Saviour, without repent-
ing and being at peace with vyour
M .ker, and a strangsr to your God;
if you say to him, ‘ Dapart from we,’
then he may take you at your word at
Inst, and say to you, ¢Depart;’ and
where will you go thent”

¢ With that the sun sot, and Wilkiss,
bolding on by ono basd, Jifted up tbe
other snd prayed,—* God our Father,
givo this prodigsl son of thine true
ropeatance, and sava his poor soul

through faith in tho Lord Jesus Uhrig,
and grant that If both die this 1igh,
wo may both wake in hoaven ant n-¢ |
in hell.”  That was Wilkiny's sermoy,
and that was Wilkins's prayer,” sud
Walters.

**What becamo of Wilking 1™ ackel
a grufl voice from one of tho ham.
mocka,

“We were both picked off the wreek
next morniog,” eaid Walters; byt
before morning I had given my hear
to Christ, and 1 have nover taken it
from him, nor don't intend to do so for
ever and over; and I find him ono of
tho best and kindest of masters, while
I found myself and the devil the
worat,”

Aftor a pause, during whick no
remark was made, Waltors roso and
said with affectionnte and earnest voico:
—* My men, I am neithor hypocrits
nor humbug! I appeal to Him that
made me, that I belivve what I say—-
that I speak the truth, and risk my
goul on it.  As God showed mercy to
mo nine yoars ago como tenth of next
May, I decire to make my fellow-men
shara the rame morcy, and to enjoy the
samo peace and liberty; to deliver
them from the fuul slavery of sin, and
to set them freco in tho liberty of
Christ’s eervice. I solemnly testify to
you, that as suve a3 there is a Gued wo
must Jive as long a8 he lives—furever,
that we must be saints or devils ; good
and bappy, or wicked and mizerable,
I testify to you, that as God liveth, he
has no pleasure in the death of a
sinner, but rather that the einner
would turn from his wickedness and
live ; that he who knows all your sips,
says, ‘ Though thy sins be as scarlet,
I will make them white as snow.)’
Ob, my lads, my comrades of the sea!
don’t shipwreck your poor souls for-
ever when there is s life-boat at hand,
and when you have your Lord and
brother ready and able to save. Thore's
but one plank t5 reech theshore. It’s
our only hope. Refuse it, and wo
die. But no one wao ever trusted to
it perished, What say you? Come,
my lads, what say you? What has
the devil done for you What sort of
a muster have you found him? What
sort of wages has Lo given you? Are
you happy? Aie you ready to dic? Are
you fit to meet sour Gud1”

Walters pansed as if for a reply.

“It is QGod’s truth you are saying,"
said Neil Lamont, locking at the pala
of his huge hand, “and there is no
contradicting you. It is Scripture, I
believe, every word.”

Walters, as if anxious to get the
wmen to think, and if possible to ** bring
them to the piint,’' as he said, tried
another tack, and 1emsarked, “S.y
your shipis drifting with the hurricace
on a lee-shore ; last anchor out ; masis
cut away; black rocks and wild
breakers under astern, and the last
cable is just snapping,—Where next,
my lads$?”

“The long-boat ! cried a eailor,

“Bo be i!,” ssid Walters, “unlsa
she i3 stove 1q, or canndt be launched,
or won't live a minut ,a the breske.~.
Bat suppose sho is able to take you al
off in sifety, then I asay the ship 13
your eonl, and ths life-boat is your
Saviour |”

But there was no responre.

After the pauso, he atked, with an
energetic voice—

“Who cares for you, my men},
Who cares whether yeu ave dead or
alive, sober or drunk, going to heaven -
or hell3 [Fifty fathoms deep, lying

It
gi! objection, I should sike to have an




