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THE RURAL CANADIAN.

YOUNG CANADA.

GOOD-NIGAT.
A fair little girl sat under a troe,
Sowing as long as hor oyes could see;
Then smoothed her work, and folded it right,
And said, ** Dear work, good-night, good-night.”

Such a number of rooks came over her head,
Crying, ** Caw, caw,” on thoir way tobed ;
Bho said, as she watched their curious flight,
 Little black thinga, good-night, good-night."

The horses noighed, and the oxen lowed,

Tho sheep's ** Bleat, bleat,” came ovor the rosd,
All soeming to say, with a quiet dolight,

“ Good little girl, good-night, good-night."”

She did not say to the sun, ** Geod-night,”
Though sho saw him thore, liko a ball of light ;
For ahe knew he had God's time to keop

All over tke world, and never could sleep.

The tall pink fox-glove bowed his head,

The violet curtesiod, and went to bed ;

And good little Luoy tied up her bair,

And ssid, on her kneos, her favoarite prayer.

And while on her pillow she softly lay,

She knew nothing more till again it was day—

And all things said to the beautiful sun,

« Good-morning, good-morning ; our work is begun.”
' —Lord Houghtosn.

THE HEROINE OF 4 FISHING
VILLAGE.

Until she was nineteen years old, Dorothy
lived a very uneventful life ; for one week was
much the same as another in the placid exist-
ence of the village. On Sabbath morning,
when the church bells began to ring, you
would meet her walking over the moor with
a springy step. Her shawl was gray, and her
dress was of the most pronounced colour that
could be bought in the market town. Her
brown hair was gathered in & net, and her
calm eyes looked from under an old-fashioned
bonnet of straw. Her feet were always bare,
but she carried her shoes and stockings slung
over her shoulder. When she got near the
church she sat down in the shade of & hedge
and put them on; then she walked the rest
of the distance with a cramped and civilized
gait. On the Monday mornings early she
carried the water from the well. Her great
“gkeel ” was poised easily on her head; and,
as she strode along singing lightly without
shaking a drop of water over the edge of her
pail, you could see how she bad come by her
erect carriage. When the boat came in, she
went to the beach and helped to carry the
baskets of fish to the cart. She was then
dressed in a sort of thick flannel blouse and a
singular quantity of brief petticoats Her
head was bare, and she looked far better than
in her Sabbath clothes. If the morning was
fine she sat out in the sun and baited the
lines, all the while lilting old country songs
in her guttural dislect. In the evenings she
would spend some time chatting with other
lasses in the Row; but she never had a very
long spell of that pastime, for she had to be
at work winter and summer by about five or
gix in the morning. The fisher-folk do not
waste many candles by keeping late hours.
She was very healthy and powerful, very igno-
rant, and very modest. Had she lived by one
of tho big harbours, where fleets of boats come
in, she might have been as rough and brazen
a$ the girls often are in these places. But in
her secluded little village the ways of the
people were old-fashioned and decorous, and
girls were very restrained in their manners.

No one would have taken her to be anything
more than an ordinary country girl, had not a
chance enabled her to show herself full of
bravery and resource.

Every boat in the village went away north
ono evening, and not a man remained in the
Row excepting three very old fellows, wb
were long past work of any kind. When a
fisherman grows helpless with age he is kept
by his own people, and his days are passed in
quietly smoking on the kitchen settle, or in
looking dimly out over the sea from the bench
at the door. But a man must be sorely
“failed " before he is reduced to idleness, and
able to do nothing that needs strength. A
southerly gale, with a southerly sea, came
away in the night, and the boats could not
beat down from northward. By daylight they
were all safe in a harbour about eighteen
miles north of the village. The sea grew
worze and worse, till the usual clouds of foam
flew against the houses or skimmed away into
the ficlds beyond. When the wind reached
its height the sounds it made in the hollows
were like distant firing of small arms, and the
waves in the hollow rocks seemed to shake
the ground over the cliffs. A little schooner
came around the point, running before the
sea. She might have got clear away, because
it was easy enough for her, had she clawed a
short way out, risking the beam sea, to have
made the harbour where the fishers were.
But the skipper kept her close in, and pres-
ently she struck on a long tongue of rocks
that trended far out eastward. The tops of
her masts seemed nearly to meet, so it ap-
peared as if she had broken her back. The
seas flew sheer over her, and the men had to
climb into the rigging. All the women were
watching and waiting to see her go to pieces.
There was no chance of getting a boat out, so
the helpiess villagers waited to see the men
drown; and the women cried in their shrill,
piteous manner. Dorothy said, “ Will she
bresk up in an hour? If I thowt she could
hing there I would be away for the life-boat.”
But the old men said, “ You can never cross
the burn.” Four milessouth, behind the point,
there was a village where a life-boat was kept ;
but just half way a stream ran into the sea,
and across this stream there was only a plank
bridge. Half a mile below the bridge the
water spread far over the broad sand and be-
came very shallow and wide. Dorothy spoke
no more, except to say, “I'll away.” She ran
across the moor for & mile, and then scrambled
down to the sand so that the tearing wind
might not iwpede her. It was dangerous
work for the nexc mile. Every yerd of the
way she had to splash through the foam, be-
cause the great waves were rolling up very
nearly to the foot of the clifs. An extra
strong sea might have caught her off her feet,
but she did not think of that ; she only thought
of saving her breath by escaping the direct
onslaught of the wind. When she came to
the mouth of the burn her heart failed her for
a little. There were three quarters of a mile
of water covered with creamy fosm, and she
did not know but that she might be taken out
of her depth. Yet she determined to risk,
and plunged in at & ren.  The sand was hard
under foot, but, as she said, when the piled

foam came softly up to her waist she “felt
gey funny.” Half way across she stumbled
into a hole caused by a swirling eddy, and she
thought all was over; but her nerve never
failed her, and she struggled till sbe got a
footing again. When she reached the hard
ground she was wet to tho neck. Her clothes
troubled her with their weight in crossing the
moor, 80 she put off all she did not need and
pressed forward again. Presently she reached
the house where the coxswain of the life-boat
lived. She gasped out, “ The schooner! On
the Letch! Norrad.”

The coxswain, who had seen the schooner
go past, knew what was the matter. He said
“ Here, wife, look after the lass,” and ran out.
The “lass” needed looking after, for she had
fainted. Bubt her work was well done; the

life-boat went round the point, ran north,and
took six men ashore from the schooner. The
captain had been washed overboard, but the
others were saved by Dorothy’s daring and
endurance. The girl is as simple as ever, and
she knows nothing whatever about Grace
Darling. If she were offered any reward she
would probably wonder why she should re-

ceive one,

FEAR AND BRAVERY.

It is said that the Emperor Charles the
Fifth, reading an epitaph, “ Here lies one who
never knew fear,” remarked, “ Then he never
snuffed a candle with his fingers.” It is cer-
tainly a somewhat absurd, though a favourite,
claim for a popular hero, that “ he never knew
fear.” No one possessing human nerves and
human brain can say this with truth. Thata
brave man never yields to the emotion may
be true enough; but to say that at no period
of his life he experienced feer, is simply im-
possible. There is a story of a young recruit
in the thirty years war going into action for
the first time in his life in the highest spirits.
“ Look at Johann,” said one of his comrades,
es the troops were drawn up ready to charge.
“ He is full of jokes; how brave he is” The
veteran addressed replied, “ Not at all, he
knows nothing of what is coming. You and
I, old comrade, are far braver, we sit on our
horses though we are terribly afraid.” Fear
is certainly one of the most irrational of pas-
sions. It is not always excited by the pres-
ence of danger. Men who can always be cool
and collected in cases of real peril will trewble
at some fanciful alarm. The Duke of Schom-
berg could face an enemy with ready courage,
but fled from & room ifhe saw acat in it. A
very hrave French officer fainted at the sight
of a mouse. The author of the “Turkish
Spy " states that bad he a sword in his hand
he would rather encounter a lion in the desert
than be alone in a room with a spider. Many
people have similar fanciful antipntfxies, which
excite their fears in a manner real danger
would be powerless to do. Fear of infection
is a dread which embitters the lives of many
sensible people. There is a legend of an east-
ern dervish who, knowing that a plague was
about to visit & cartain city, bargained with
the disease that only a specified pumber of
victims should fall. When twice the number

erisbed the plague explained its apparent
grea.ch of contract by asserting, “Fear killed

therest.” 1n all tumes of epidemics doctors
can tell the same.



