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* Johnnie.” -
A Story of the Deep Sea Fisher Folk.
By Wilirid T. Grenfell, M. D.

The boy's name was Johnny Sexton. - He was
the oldest son of a poor Roman Ustholic fisherman
living about eight miles from St, Antheny ho?ptwl
in a tiny cottage by the sea. One day last winter,
when everything was ice and snow, Johnny’s father
was away wih his dogs getting “wood for the stove
from the neighboring forest, and his mother had
gone out to a neighbor’s house—which was some
way ofi—for houses are notnear together where
Johnny lives, in Labrador. When his father got bt'mk
to” the house he saw a number of children coming
along over the snow, dragging something with
them. . Alas! when. they got near, he saw that t;wy

draggi Johnny by his head apd one leg.
His oﬂnerggl?:gle leg was hanging dowrr;” Broken, and
traiking along on the snow. He had lalllen.uff the
“shide” or sleigh, which théy had been using as a
toboggan' on the steep side of the hill, and had
broken his thigh across the middle. In old days
(only three years ago) Johnny would have hnd‘ to
Jie for weeks in terrible pain, and could not poswibly
have seen any doctor for months. Now, however, the
father could leave his i f 1
and fly away himself over those eight miles of hills
‘and dale to St. Anthony to find ‘“‘the Missidn Doc.

¢ tor.”

1t did not take them long to travel that eight
miles, yet, oh, how long even that scemed to the
poor fellow! The wondering dogs had - never known
him to shout and hurry them along so fast before.
Gallop and strain as they would, they could not sa-
tisfy their master. What could it mean? 25

At length they topped the last hill, shot down hike
an avalanche some six hundred feet on to the smow
eovered ice of the harbor, and a few minutes later’
panting and exhausted, they were trying to bury
themselves in the smow in front of tl‘w ll“;t'(’ miseion
hospital, to get ou& of bl.u. Inn.n;, wind.

Was it only “a piece of luck” that the fathor
found the Doctor had mnot yet started to a place
some sixty miles *to the south? Why, right vhere
against the hospital was another big team of dogs
two days they had been travelling, and only half an
hour before had arrived, bringing word that the
good priest at Conche was taken ill with umh,h-n
bleeding, and wanted the Doctor in hot haste. \_u-,
and even then, in the hall, was the Doctor packing
the familiar medicing box, and ° his man “‘Rube”
stowing away some. rough food in the “‘nonny bag,”
in ease of being caught out during the long journcy.
Do you think it was chance, or did the Lord, .whu
loved the children so dearly, allow that anxious
father to be “just in time,” even if for some good
reason, known only to  himself; he had permitted
this little one of his to meet this suffering?

“What's the matter, Pat? You seem to have drop

from the sky, from the look of you.”

“ “Pig an accident, Doctor. My Johnny’s killed him
selfl Can you come back with me at once?” )

The distress was so evident, and the pleading so
heartfelt and urgent, there was no answer but one.

“‘Yes, .at once, Pat, of course.”

“Hero, Rube, sling this old box on the ‘lend-a
hand’ komatik, and lash it on well. It’s a hilly road
we’ll have tonight, and it’s dark now.

“Go in, Pat, amd get a cup of tea, and Rube and

_T'll be ready in two minutes to race you home.”

There were great tears wélling up in the poor fel-
low’s eyes, as, with a husky, choking, “God bless
you, Doetor,” he followed the maid to get some l‘ml
tea, which indeed, he was badly in need of, having
beex, out in the woods since morning.

“It’s’a beastly monotonous life you Hve among
those people, isn’t it?”’ a wealthy rich man seid to
me only yesterday, as if one could prefer to go to
a theafre.every night, or vary that with progressive
oard parties and occasional dances! ;

“No, I can’t say that 1 find it numt_n(n‘nuus," I an-
swered, A “God bless you!” with the fervor of poor
Johnny's father, is a fee that, once you have tasted
the sweetness of, would alone rob many of your
days ol much monotony. -God grant us all in those
hours of lonliness that will come—yes, will come
some day come to all of us—the gracious echo in
our hearts of His words who draws near to comfort
us in such hours, whispering “Ye did it unto me,”’
‘“umto me”......... “to me.”

- . <

The barking dogs are straining at the .traces. Tt
is dark, and only the hospital lights reflected on the
snow enable us to he sure that every knot is tight.
There is a flash of steel as Rube draws his big hunt-
ing knife meross the stern-ropes, checking ghe koma-
tik to a driving-post, and then the straining dogs
Jeap off into the night before even a word is given
them to start. “Hist! Hist! Good Damson! Haul
in - there, Spot! - Haul in!” There i no need of lash
or spur, for the keen cold night air makes the snow
crisp and braces their magnificent muscles, while the
fact that they kmow their food is still ahead of
them, makes every dog anxious to get the journey

i done.

. , +.. Now we are overhauling Pad:
g"‘l team, For having impatiently swallowed his
e boiling, be baa gone ahead to give our leader &

little boy with his mother, '

¢« plank, Pat,
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line to follow. “Look out, sir,” wa hear him shout.
“You'd better loose your dogs. It's terrible icy on
the cliff side going down to Crameliere Bay,”” and
Rube has scarcely time to lean forward and slip the
traces from the bowline before our faithful “lend-a-
hand” shoots forward at a pace no dog cam hope
to attein, and gathering tum each d
warns us to oling tight, if Johnny is to be the only
one with broken bones that night. Down—down—and
down! Now and then a shower of sparks warne us
that still some snags of rock are jutting owt
through the generous mantle of the snow. But Rube
and 1 are now lying full length on the crossbars, as
close to the ground as ever we can get, so that we
may not capsize or be shaken off. Fortunately we
strike nothing. 1 say fortuna Hor we went down
with closed eyes! The pace anM the darknmess make
open eyes only an addition ger in ‘such a de-
scent. :

Pat’s haste had not allowed him to use even his
drag of chain. Moments were hours to him that
night. What might not be _ happening to Johnny
while he was away?

Our faithful dogs were leaping on the top of us
almost as soon as tbe level bay ice brought the ko-
matik to a standstill. To them it was the highest
summit of good sport, and they were showing their
joy in their excitement.

““ “Tis just there, Doctor,” came echoing above the
whirring of our runners, as right below us a single
twinkling light came into view far down the last
hillside towards the w»ea.

Already they have heard us, those anxious watch-
ers, and wo see the light blaze up as someone
brings it to the open door. “ 'Tis welcome you are
tonight, Doctor. Come in, sir—sure Rube knows
where to get food for the dogs. Gome in--Johnny’s
a bit, eapier, thank God. But it’s longing for you to
come we've been since Pat started.”

No ome could mistake it. The thigh bone was ob-
viously broken in the middle. ¥or as the child lay
on his baok on the bench, the kuee and foot of the
right side were at an angle with the little follow’s
body that made one “oreep” to look at it. “Get a
we must get to  work at once, for I
must leaye at daybreak.” Pat, who was alteady
clearing things awny, a most necessary prooceeding
in 8o tiny a room for o many people, at once went
out and brought in his only plank, well covered with
ice and spow. It -was not easy planing it smooth,
still wet from the thawing ice. But these men are
the “handy men” of this side of the Atlantic, and
them
with them obstacles are merely ‘“‘things to be over-
come,”

Meanwhile Johnny had grown drowsy, and at
length has dozed off to sleep.  In a minute or so,
however, an involuntary twitch woke the little fellow
with a cry-af pain. Fortunately we could spare_ his
father now and he went and held him in his strong
arms to comfort him; yet as soon as ever weariness
overcame his fear the child would fall off to sleep
again, only tg wake with a ery of suffering that
made us feel miserably slow-fingered as we toiled on,
padding the splints, and getting all our preparations
made.

Midnight had long passed before the lad was laid out
on the rude table to have his limb set.

The naked body of a welldormed little child is a
thing of tender beauty, and it would seem a cruel
task to inflit suffering  purposely wpon it—even
though meant in kindness to set a broken limb. But
God had placed in the hands of the mission doctor
that which made it quite painless to the child—only
a few breaths of heavy sweetened vapor, and John-
ny was off to a land of dreams, where twitching
muscles could not give him pain, and whence even
the straightening and  grinding of the broken bone
could not bring him back.

Two o’clock—He’l do now, Pat, till morning.
You must keep wateh by him. till he wakes. I shall
sleep here on the floor, and you will call me as soon
as he stirs. For 1 must be gone by daylight, as I
fold you. My assistant will be with you until even-
ing to sece the orders properly carried out.”

“’Deed I will so, sir,” said Pat. “There’s no fear
that I'll close’ my eyes this night.” He had not seen
chloroform given before, and he was still not quite
convinced that Johnny would ever wake again. “No
fear, Doctor, he down—lie down.” Already his wife
had placed their only mattress on the floor in the
corner. “Just a word to ask God’s blessing on the
child, Pat. There's only ome God over Catholic and
Protestant..”. It was a very bri®l but heartfelt peti-
tion that went up to Him who marks even the spar-
row’s fall. There ascended also a word of real grati-
tude from all of us. For should a doctor feel more
joy if he had received his reward in those things
that perish, than for the change of a service to one
of the least of his brethren, who have mothing “to
render aguin?” God give us_all, yet many times,
that sweetest, peaceful slesp whith comes from hesr-
ing, as it were, a curfew tolling in our very hearts
for something . done unto Me” *. . done
unto Me.”

when I went over to where we had fixed dp a level
fracture-bed for him. I might have expeoted the look
of fear, for he could only amociate me with havin
pained him. But the plucky little chap had forgotten
his woes, and was lost in cuddling the curly head of
my retriever. ‘“No pain, eh, Johnny?’ No answeer—

only a look at his father, as if to ask. ‘‘What does

he mean?’ and he went on playing with the dog,
who had seized the chance to stand up and lick ‘his
cheek, So I took it that the splint fitted, and was
able to insist on Pat getting a nap ‘to omcet.”

It was a glorious morning a¢ we drove right out
of the harbor mouth over the firmly frozen sea, gal-
loping round -the feet of the beetling clifis, that form
80 ominous & landmark when the mission stesmer
visite this cleft in the hills in the summer time.

Human life is a long series of leaving things = be-
hind. In one brief hour the hummocky ice had shut
out from our eyes all sight of the harbor, where
“only a poor fisher-lad lay.”

Pleasure derived from what we “get” in life is a
fleeting thing at best; it soon fades from our fickle
memories, and must ever fail to give us back again
the throb of delight we felt when first we thought
wo owned something new of the valuables of earth.

But the memory of having well used those valu-
ables while we were stowards of them is a well of
joy that is everlasting.

May God give us the open eye to see this while
yet the talents are ours, :

If there are no sumptuous menns, no silks and sa-
tins, no lordly halls, and such like thinge to efface
“the menotony of a life among those people,” there
are at least many' gimpler pleasures and ever with
us the scope for usefulness for our humblest inkntl,
giving us the glorious pride of knowing we also are
united, as all may be, in service, not only with
“those  people” but with the King of kingw—in
whose presence there shall one day be joy everlast-

ing and fdr evermore.—~The Bunday School Times.

Yellow Pulpitism.

Yellow pulpitism, using semsational methods akin
to vaudeville shows and blood-and-thunder novels,
may pack the pews for a while; and tickle the itch-
ing ears of a fickle and curiosity-seeking publio, but
in thé long run, only truth, presented in chaste,
dignified forms, leaves impressions that are perman-
ent and trapsforming. Christ’s blessed goapel lives
and works best in a pure, elevated atmosphere of
love, not in a world stirred and fretted with theat-
rical posturings and amazing topics of discourse.
Earthquake, fire, and whirlwind may possibly have
some essential part in the large economy of preach-
ing, but the voice of gentle stillness is often a more
forceful. demonstration of the divine presence = ‘than
reading rocks or howling tempests. ‘If the sacred
platform wishes to lift and regemerate the masees, it
certainly must not attempt to do it by i
to gutter phrases or police-gazette illustrations ' or
circus witticisms. As soon as the house of God be-
comes emphatically a place of entertainment rather
than a temple of worship, it loses its distinetive
tone and value, and beeomes an instrument for car-
ually pleasing instead -of - spiritually inforsing in-
forming and converting. Nothing, after all, is more
spellbinding and heart-tonching and orowd-catehing,
than the clear, sweet note of eternal truth, .If men
will not hearken to the propbeta and apostles. of
everlasting light. and' duty, neither will they believe
the theological fakir or the spectacular preacher, A
low, degraded, stagey pulpit, however popular, is a
detriment, not a blessing, to the gospel cause, To
be sure, a holy, listic dead! of homily, is to
be scrupulously -eschewed. but the evangel of Christ
is so full of narrow, exquisite point, and grystalline
beauty and clearness, that the dry-as-dust preacher
is an and

of doctrinal fossils and relics, nor a mere
hair-splitter, but a live, glad, incarnate expositor of
God’s truth, which im. 4
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