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PLEASANT HOURS.

v%

It come on frightful hoavy, tearin’
down as if it fairly meant to beat us
into tho sca. Hows'over wo kep’ hor
to it, with just enough canvas on to
l givo Lor steernge way, an’ mighty
particlar wo had to be about tho
steerin', X toll ‘co.  Woll, we was doin’
vory well, considerin’, an' I was in
hLupes we'd got through without dam
lngo, when o torriblo accident hap
' pened.  Wo picked out tho carofullest
| men we had fur stevrswmon, o' course,

an' the gale was 5o bad thoy was
lashed to tho wheel. The sccond day
o' the gale wo was gettin’ along mid-
dlin', though the sca was awful rough

I nevor sea it worse afore or since -
an' I was standin’ sumowhere amid
shipy, when all of o sudden I heard o
frightful crash aft, an’ the nox’ moment
1 was swopt right across the deck an’
| gen the bulwarks on th' other aido

wi' as ter'Lle crash o' fallin’ riggin’ an’
smashin’ timber in my ears, as I went
off serseless,

¢ Nex’ thing I knew I was in my
bunk in the cabin, wi’ the steward an’
' another o' the crew bathin' my head,

—an' my right arm broke in two
places an’ four ribs broke—all wi’ the
clout T got agen the bulwarks from
the stroko of the gea,—-an’' X had been
uear twelve hours insensible, It
seems Dave French had been at the
helm—~he was one o' the best and
ca. efullest sailors we had oa board, -
sn’ a heavy sca broke right over ber
stern an’ smeshed the wheel to pioces,
knockin’ sensiless the two men who
was steerin’—an’ the rudder flyin’
round, she broached to, an’ three
ter'ble seas came aboard afore they
could secure it, bringin’ down the
masts, an’ sweepin’ the decka. For-
tunately, no ono had besn knocked
overboard, but four o' the crew be
sides myself was badly hurt, an’L -
French the worst of all.

¢ This was what tho mate told me,
when thoy had called him down. He
told me too that the gale had abaled,
8s quick as it came on, a»’ the sea had
gone down. We was now workin'
along very well under jury-masts he
hed rigged up, an’ from an observa-
| tion he had got, he found we was not

far off Gibraltar, an’ would likely get
in nex’ day.

«Well, &ir, to make a long story
short, we did gst in nex' day, and
| Dave French sn’ myself an’ the rest o
| the eick m.n was taken at once to the

bospital. Th' other men soon got
' arcund an’ was able to star!. in the
! ahip, when she left after bein’ rpaired,

'l but I was very badly hurt an’ poor

'Hohnd tho bed nex’ to mine, an’ I
| .1 cce the doctors shake their heuds
I o whisper, as they wen! away alter
l visitin® Kom, It seems he was hart
l inside, an’ the doctors couldn't do him
| much good -he kep’ gettin’ weaker.
. weaker. I could hear him prayin’
' quiet to himself often, an’ readin’ his
l Bxble, an’ the tracts the minister used
!t give us when come bis rounds, an’
T vover heard s murmur out of him,

Dave French was worse than I was. |-

although ho used to suffer ter'ble on !

times , while I was grumnblin’ an’ im-
patient as could Lo at lyin' in bed
helpless so long.

“ At lun'th, ono mornin’, after we'd
bin more’n a month in ho says to me,
¢Cap'n, do ‘co know what day it is?"”

“<Tig Bunday, I blieve, Dave,
8ay8 I, Llluugh I can handiy Keep the
rui o' the days here.'

“¢Yes, sir,’ says le, ''tis Easter
Surday, 80 T heard une of tho nurses
say. Easter comes early this year,
don't it ¥’

“¢Aye it do,’ mays I; ‘I didn't
think 'twas Easter, yot a bit.’

“¢Aye, says ho. *Well I didn’t
think last Easter Sunday that Ishou'd
dio on the next. But 'tis all right, all
for the best.’

# ¢ Why, Dave,’ snys I, ‘you musn’t
be down hearted. Who says you're
goin’ to die? You an’ I'll see olc
Consumption Bay, yot, pleaso God.’

“¢Ah, no, Cap'n') says ho; ‘I'm
not down hearted, an’ I'm not afraid
to die, but I know Tl nover see
home agen, though I Lope you will
T'm goin’, Cap'n, I'm goin’ fast. I've
knowed it for days. An’ I'm goin' to-
day, I think'—an’ with that he was
quict an’ dozed off like.’

“When the doctors come in he was
still esloep, an' they dido't disturb
him, ouly looked at him an’ shook
their heads ; an’ one of ’em cameo over
to me—I was sittin’ up that day for
the fust time—an' he whispered,
¢ French won’t live through the day,
poor fellow ; he'll wake out o’ this an’
be conscious a little while an’ then
he'll go off” So I wont over an’ sat
down beside his bed, an’ the nurse
drew o screen eround, as they do
when a man is dyin’ Byn by he
woke, an’ catchin’ sight o me sittin’
beside him, he says:

«:Q, Cap'n, I'm so glad to see you
able to get up,’ an’ he put out his poor
thin band to shake hands wi' ma
“Twas good o you to come an’ sit
beside me ; I'm real glad to have ‘es
so close,” an’ ho grip’ my hand so well
as he could.

“tAny pain now, Davs?’ says L

« ' No, Cop'n, no pain now, thank
Gud. T'm quito easy now. Il soon
be at rest with my blessed Saviour.’

“*Ja thero-apything I can do for
you, Dave, my boy,’ says I; ‘any
message I can take home?’

« +Thank 'ee, sir,’ he says ; *if God
spares 'ee, I be glad if yoa'd tell my
sister in Bay Ruberts that I died
Lnppy, -an’ bave my chest o' clothes
scnt home to her. Bhe's the only one

I got lef\, since pour old mother died,
last spring. Tell hoar I'm gone home
o b with Jesus, sn’ that his grace
Lelped me wonderful in my pain an’
sufferin’,  Aye, an’ tell her, too, that
the ductors an’ nurses an’ all was very
kind to n:0, an’ that I had every com-

Jort in hospital. That'll ‘comfort her,

poor thing, au’ make her bear up
better.’

«¢ Aye, indeed, I will,"says X, ¢TI
go an’ seo her fust thing when X gets

home. Now is thero anythin’ else,
boy ¢'
“‘Cop'n,’ ho says, ‘theros ono

thing I'd like, if you wouldn't mind.
Would ‘eo read me a chapter, ar,
pleasot’

**Cortainly, Dave,' says I, takin'
up his Bible, ¢ what shall I nead"

*“*Pleaso read mo thoe twenticth o’
St. John, sir, about the blessed Lord's
risin’ from the dead, you know.’

T ‘urned to the chapter an’ began
to read, an’ as I did, X remombered
'twas tho very samo chapter I'd heard
poor Duve readin’ to the others, whea
[ turned ‘em off the ship last. ycar for
not breakin® the Sabbath. How I got
through I bardly konow. My vuico
trembled an’ shouk, an’ tho tears ruiied
over my faco like peas.

“When I'd finished, Davo looked
up an' thanked me, an’ he says, * Why,
Cap'n, you have o wonderful tender
heart.’

¢ ¢ Dave, my son,’ says I, eryin’ now
liko a child, ‘Iheard you readin’ that
samo chapter last Easter Sunday Wwhen
I turned you an’ the other men out on
th’ ice, because you obeyed God rather
than me. I heard ‘es readin’ an’
prayin’ from behind a hummock of
ice. .

¢ Did ’es now, sir?’ says he; ‘I
never knowed you was anywhere near,’

¢ No, boy," says I, ‘but I was, an’
I ho.en’t forgot it. I was ashamed
they, an’ I'm more ashamed now, for
treatin’ ye meou like that, Will ‘ee
forgive me, Dave’’

«¢(Q, Cap’n,’ he eays, *’course I've
forgiven ’ee. I forgave ’ee at the
time, freely. But there’s one thing I
must tell ‘ee, Cap’n, while I've strength,
I've prayed for 'ee very often that the
Lord would bless ’ee an’ lead 'es to
himself. Will 'ee accept my little
Bible, sir? *Tis thc one my poor old
mother gave me, when I first went
sailorin’, an’ it’s the same one I was

readin’ out of the time you speak on,

at ‘the Tee. Will 'eo take it as a
keepsake o’ me, sir §’

“I was oryin’ bitter by this time,
Air, a3 you may well think, but I told
poor Dave I'd tako1t, an’ never part
with- it, an' that I'd read 1, too, reglar,
‘but the talkin’ had exhausted him, an’
he could only smile. He lay that way
for some time with his eyes closed an’
o smile on bis face, an’ every now an’

-then he'd whisper a passage o’ Scripter,

or o hne of a hymn. Bya by,. ke
opened his eyes an’ looked at me, an’
I sep he wanted to speak to me anw
couldn't,-80 I bent over close, an’ he
whispered ; .

“sJesus is very precious to e,
very near to me.” Then as he grip’
my baad he says, * Cap'n, will ‘ee meet
mo in heaven, will 'ee ¥’

s« X will, Dave,’ says I, * wath God'’s
help, I will’

“+Aye, do,’ he whispers, “Come
c-.-wsvo‘Jesus‘-.-MBy
Como o 00 %0 ... .Jdesus ..,

todsy v .. .Jesus . ., owill. ...

SAVOFOM + « o o if Jou ask him s .. . .
to-day.’

He jus’ gavo mo ono more grip o' theile
band, un’ opened lus eyes wiue, syl
smiled an’ fixed 'em on me; then byil
closed ‘emn like a Lttlo child guiy il
asleop, an’ in n moment ho was gone

lnclpcd mo into my own bed. .
whea X got over tho shock o bt | [
prayed to God to forgive me. Pooe |38
Dave's last words, *Jesas wili save (Bl
you if you ask hum, to-day, kep||

vingin’ in my ears, on’ carnestly . [§8"

deed I asked him. An’ there, sir, on [gR
that Easter Sunday, lyin’ on my bed &
in Gibraltar hospital, Jesus heard my [#8 .
prayer on’ saved me, an' praise hus |
name, hove kep’ mo ever since.

“YWhen,I got back to St. John's, |§
sir, tho old morchant says to e, (SN
*Well, Barter, I s’poso youll bo ““ 4
peetan’ the Sea-G'ullagen. . Sho's there [§i'
fer you, an’ mind you always do ay |8
well as you did the first spring.’ o

< 8ir,' says I, ¢ L partly londed hes (8
on Sunday that tume ; but l've signed {88
articles with the Lord Jesus Chnst|#
sinco then, an’ no morn Sunday work [
for me. If I can have ber on thess |
conditions I'll take her, 1€ not § caw't i
—s0 then [ told the old man the story ||
I've told you, sir. Poor old fellow, I ||
have seen him wipe his eyes morcn {§
once afore Id done; and when I8
stopped he shook my band, an' helf
5ay8 8
«sWell, Barter, take her an' do|@
your best with her. If you do your |
duty to God, I don’t doubt youll da ¥
your duty to me. <

*“ An’ now, sir, come down to house,
an’ I'll show ’‘ee poor Dave’s Bible
Its old an’ worn, now, for .it's bin wi’
me, afloat an’ ashore, all through these
years, but 1¥'s-very precious.to me
and you'll not wonder when I tell ‘eo
that I reads an’cries over that twen. [§
tieth chapter o’ 8t. John every Eoster i
Sunday."—AMethodist Magazine, 1887, |

NaTURE'S way of bringing order ont |§;
of chaos is 16 steadily-flood darkness |
with light, abd we shall never get be |
yond this wmethod by any spasmodic
pyrotechnics, which, no matter how
popular for the time, only serve to
make the darkness more visible when.|#8
artificial cofruscations are withdrawn. |i
When T see-our schoolboys stunting (K8
their growth and drying up their braius {i§]
with smoke; when T discover that i@
their very-cigats are soaked in aloohol |
and liquors, and that the boys are &
baited ‘with beer.and are -enticed into |
saloons by music, games- znd evil.con- |§
pany; when I am told of their de- |
generacy in scholarship so that the per- {i&
centago of girls who graduate and who
take honours is ‘steadily gaining on |i®
‘that of the boys, it seéms o mo that I [N
cannot wait until the schools of my }i8
country focus their splendid light upon |ig
the ‘problem of prevention.- ~Frances ||
B Willard,

MinD your hands! Do 't let them
steal or fight, or writs. any evil words.

~




