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AN HONEST DAYS WORK.
Willis walked down] one of tbe [city
‘wharves. He was going to see his father,
Mr. Sutherland, who was one of the men
employed by the State Harbor Commis-
sioners in repairing wharves. The piles
that supported the wharves often needed
‘renewing, being eaten by teredos. Some-
times the flooring of the wharves
-and needed restoring to the former level.
Willis liked to see the pile-driver with
its big hammer. He marveled at the air-
pumps with which sagging wharves were
raised. Perhaps three air pumps at a time
would be stationed over as many ‘caps,’ as
the twelve inch timbers under the whart's
flooring were called. The pumps,* being
‘worked, would raise the caps and hold
them until blocks could be shoved under-
‘neath. Then the pumps were worked
some more, and other blecks put under,
711 the whaf was restored to the required
level. Great screws such as are used in
traising buildings were also employed un-
der wharves sometimes. There were rocks
under wharves sometimes. There were
rocks under some wharves, and water was
under others. Whichever it was, Willis’

.-father often had to go under the wharves

and climb around among the caps; and
stringers and piles, repairing.

Seven or eight other men were employ-
ed like Mr. Sutherland. It was mid-fore-
noon, but Willis saw that three or fonr of
the men were rot working. They were
idling around the engine of the pile-driver,
and were eating something that Willis
found to be cooked crabs.

‘Where's father ? asked Wililis.

‘Under the wharf, working,’ answered
one man. ‘He thinks the State's looking
after him every minute.’

Willis saw some planks had been taken
up in a distant part of the wharf’s flooring.
He went there and swung himself down
under the wharf. There were rocks there,
and Willis, following the sound of a
hammer, came to his father.

“That you, Willis? asked his father
pleasantly.

‘Pa,’ said the boy, ‘some of the other
men are up there eating crabs. Why don’t
you go up and get some, too 5

‘It isn’t lunch-time,’ returned Mr. Suther-
land. ‘We're expected to work now.’

“Three or four of the men aren’t] work-
ing,’ said Willis.

‘No,’ rejoioed his father. ‘Several of
the men lately bave taken to catching
crabs sometimes during work-hours. The
men tie a rope to a big twine net, and bait
it. and let it out into the bay. In a little
while they baul itin again, and there are
maybe halta dozen big crabs in the net.
The men have made a sort of boiler out of
an empty kerosene can with one end:cut
off. They attach a hose to the boiler of
the engine and fill that can with hot water.
The crabs cook ina short time and those
men stop work to eat. It would be all
right if the men cooked the crabs at noon,
when we are allowed to lay off, but they
stop in the forenoon sometimes' an hour,
and again in theafternoon somatimes, and
eat crabs. The foreman we have now
allows it. He does it himseli.’

While Mr. Suthe:land talked he was
working. Several of the other men were
working up on top of the wharf, as™ Willie
could tell by the sounds, but the boy’s
thoughts were with those three or four
other men who were idling. Were not
those other men employed to work as
steadily as his father P

«It isn’t fair for them to stop and you to
bave to keep on,” objected ™ Willis. I
should think those men would be discharg-
ed.”

“They may and they mayn't,” said "his
father. ¢“They are appointed by different
Harbor Commissioners, and’as long as the
Commissioners don't know, I suppose the
men will keep their places.”

“One man told me you thought] the
State was looking at you every “minute,”
said Willis.

“My hoy,” answered Mr. Sutherland,
fitting a block into place, *‘its true that I'm
emploved to work for the State, and I feel
just as much that I must do honest work
for the State as if | were working for some
individual. But it isn’t thought of "the

State that makes me faithfnl. A Christian
ought to give an honest day’s work.™ Some
people don’t seem to think cheating *the
State is as bad as cheating another person.
But it is.”

Willis climbed upon “the wharf again.
He saw when the men who had been eating
crabs came back to work. He noticed
they did not work very heartily.

«My father doesn’t work thatEway,”
thought the boy.

‘An honest day’s The words

work.’

followed Willis as he went away from the
wharf. The next week Willis was going
to begin work for a large dry-goods store.

‘I'll do honest day's work, too,’ resolved
Willis.

- He did not put it into words, but he
thought that the One who saw whether &
man under the whirvas did an honest day's
work would see whether a boy workiog
for a store did the same. Willis was try-
ing to be a christian.

Busy days Willis had after that. The
large dry-goods store had many customers
who often did not wish to carry bundles
home. The store had two pretty, white-
covered, small carts for the delivering of
packages. Willis drove one cart and and
a boy named August drove the other.

One afternoon Willis, out deliveriog
dry-goods, drove by t he house where Au-
gust lived, and saw the store’s other cart
standing there.

‘August is home,’ thought Willis.

Just then, August came out.

‘Why, ro !" answered Wil'is. What
would they say at the store, if they knew P

‘They can't know,’ asserted August.
‘I often stop, that way. Yesterday I went
to see my aunt. How can the store tell P
They don’t know just how long it will take
to deliver all the parcels. Some folks live

farther off than others. Who's going to
know P

Willis hesitated. He remembered that
the thought of th) men at the wharves bad
been: ‘ Who would know P’ Willis had
never beard that anybody had lost his
place at the wharves on account of daw-
diog. What if August never was found
out ? Was it right to steal an hour, or
balf an hour, of his employer’s time ?

‘No,’ thought Willis. ‘I'm gaing to be
honest.’

Late one afternoon August came iito
the store. Willis was later still, because
he bad had more parcels to deliver. Both
boys receipt-books showed the customers’
signatures.

‘There was a big fire up-town,’ said Au-
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either.’ thought Willis, uncomfortably.
That week Angust was discharged.

‘I happened to be at the fire myself, and
saw you '’ said one of the store’s ptoprietors
to August. ‘The next time you stop to
see a fire, you will not have a chance to
keep one of our delivery carts waiting an

hour wbile you waste your emplover’s time
watching the firemen. 1t didn’t look well
to see our firm's name on that white cart
standing idle, just asif we hadn’t many
customers.’
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‘Don’t tell * called August, laughing.

Willis, hardly comprehending, drove on
about his business.

That evening at store-closing time, both
boys were back with their receipt-books,
signed by customers who had received
their packages. The boys.went out of ths
store together.

‘Saw me coming out of our house to-
day, didn't you P’ said August to Willis.
‘Don’t you ever stop off half an hour or so,
when you're on your rounds?

gust secretly to Willis afterwards. ‘I
stopped to see it before delivering my
parcels. You just ought to have been
there !’ :

‘How long did you stay P’ asked Willis,
gravely.

‘Oh, I don’t know !’ raturned August.
‘Three-quarters of an hour, maybe. I de-
livered my parcels all right afterwards.’

Willis did not tell anybody about Au-
gust’s actions.

I ‘wish he wouldn’t tell me about them,
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‘And you were seen once,” added the
other proprietor, ‘with one of our carts
standing beside an open block, while a ball
game was being played there last week.’

As Willis regretfully saw his companion
turned away, there came back to him ths
scene n the semi-darkness under the
wharf, when his father said, ‘A christaip
ought to give an bonest day’s work.’ ‘And
I will,” he muttered.

Lessons of Sorrow,

In suffering and sorrow God touches the
minor chords, develops the passive virtues
and opens to view the treasure of darkness
the constellations of promise, the rainbow
ot hope, the silver light of the covenant.
What iis character without sympathy,
submisson, patience, trust and hope that
grig the unseen as an anchor ? Bnt these
graces are only possible through sorrow.
Sorrow is a garden, the trees of which are
laden with the peaceable fruits of righte-
ousness ; do not leave it without bringing
them with you. Sorrow is a mine, the
walls of which glisten with precious stones ;
be sure and do not retrace into daylight
without some specimens. Scrrow is a
school. You are sent to &itonits hard
bench2s and learn from its black-lettered
pages lessons which will make you wise

l forever ; do not trifie away your chance ot

graduatiag there. Miss Havergal used to
talk of ‘turned lessons.’—[F. B. Meyor. ]

. Sympathy as a Power,

Sympathy is & large factor in human
power. It means more, as an element o f
strength and of success, than brawn or
braio, than skill or exp:rience. Whatever
one has in himeelf, or in these faculties
and possessions. if he has the added gain o
real sympathy, his power is at least
doubled. ‘Sympathy’is the sharing of an-
others burdens; literally it means, ‘to suf-
fer with another,’ but practically it means
to help another in his sorrows and in his
joys. Bacon says: ‘There is no man that
imparteth bis joy to his friend but he joy-
eth the more; and no man imparteth his
griefs to his friend but he grieveth the
less.” Who is there who would not feel

greatly helped by another who could
double his joys and halve his sorrows ? He
who has a sympathizng friend has one
who can do this for him. He who is in
full sympathy with another has power to
do this for that other. Many a strong man
would fall and fail if it were not for sympa-
thy. Many an efficient man is enabled to
do his best work through the help of sym-
pathy of which no one but himself knows.
—S. S. Times.

Woman’s Idea of
Excellence.

The economical and wise woman, who
bas the management of a home, knows
from experience that when the ‘excellence’
of any home necessiiy is established and
guaranteed, money and time are saved
when such goods are us:d.

The Diamond Dyes for home dyeing
bave a world-wide reputation, and stand
first in purity, strength, tastness and sim-
plicity of use. When the Diamond Dyes
are used, old faded and dingy garments
are made to look as good as new at an ex-
ceedingly small cost.

Diaxond Dyes, like all other popular
and perfect goods, are largely imitated.
Do not allow your dealer to sell you some
inferior make of dye; ask for the “Dia-
mond” and see that you get them.

Send to Wells & Richardson Co., Mon-
treal, P. Q , for valuable book of direct-
ions and sample card of colors; sent free
to any address.

Knew His Man,

H— Wantto consult your broker
There’s no dependence to be placed upon
the advice of a broker.

W-—Not with some brokers, perhaps;
but I have every confidence in Podsnap.
I've consulted him a hundred times, and I
never regretted it.

H—And you always follow his advice ?

W-—On the contrary; when he says
““‘Buy,’ I sell, and when he says “Sell,’ I

buy.

ALWAYS WITH SUCCESS.

N. A. Montminy, m>rchant, of St Julie,
Lotbiniere County, declares that he has
always used Morin's Creso-Phates Wine
with much success in his family.

To his knowledge several people have
been cured of pulmonary sicknesses after
baving used this remedy. New testimo-
nials are given every day.

Did it all the Same,

‘I suppose you had to do the driving,’
suggested her best friend, pointedly, when
the beautiful creature came back from her
ride with the bandsome young man.

‘Indeed, I did not,” replied the beauti-

ful creature.

‘No?

‘Well, 1 should say not. There was no
compulsion about it at all, but under the
circumstances I preferred to.’
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