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HOMIE AND SCHOOL.

The Burial of the Dane.

Brur Gulf all around us,
Blue gky averhead—

Muster all on the quarter,
We must bury the deadt

It ia but o Danish sailor,
Rugged of frone and form:

A common son of the forecastle,
Grizzled witl sun amd storm,

1lis name, nnd the straud he hailed from,
We know—and there’s nothing more!
Rut perhaps bis mother is waiting
On the lonely Islaud of Fohr,

Still, as he lay there dyine,
Reason driftite a wreek,

**Tis my wateh,” he would mutter,
1 st go upon decht”

Avye, on deelk— by the farcmastl
But wateh and look-out are done;
The Unton Jack Land o'vr ham,
How quiet be hies i the sun 'l

Slow the ponderous engine,
Stay the huerying shaft,

Let the roll of the acran
Cradle our ginnt craft—

Gather around the grating,
Carry your messmate aft !

Stand in ovder and listen
.. To the haliest page of prayer:
Let every foot be quict,
Frery head be bave—
The soft trule-wind is lifting
A hunied locks of hair.,

Our captain reads the servics,

(A little spray i3 on his checks),
The grand old words of burial,

And the trast a true heart secks—
“We therefore conmt his hody

T'o the deep”—and, as he speaks,

Launched from the weather railing,
Swift as the eyve can wrk,

The ghastly, shotted Lhawuwock
Plunges away from the shark,

Down a thonsami fathoms—
Down into the darl !

A thonsand summers aud winters
The stormy Gulf shall roll

High o'er his canvas cotlin—
13ut, silence to doubt and dole !

There's a quet hai bour somewliers
Tor the pour aud weary soul.

Free the fettered engine,
Speced the tircless shaft!
Loose top-gallant and top-sail,
The Lreeze is fnir abaft !
Blue sea all around ug,
Blue sky bright o’erhead—
Fvery man to his duty !
Ve have bitied our dead.
~—Henry Howard Browndt.
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Tied to the Mast.

“TerL us o story, papa,” chorused
half n dozen voices. “Wa must have
a story.”

«Q, you've heard all my yarns al.
ready,” answered Capt. Martingale,
lnughing.  “If you wang x story, this
gentleurin will tell you one.”

«'This gentleman” was a tall, broad-
chested man, with a thick black beard,
which was fnst turning gray, who had
come in just before dinner, and had
been warmly welcomed by the captain,
A very geim fellow he looked as he sat
in the great oaken chair, with the fire.
light playing fitfully on his dark,
Learded, weather-beaten face; and
Robert, the cldest Loy (who wag very
fond of bhooks of travels aml wlven-
tures), whispered to his bLrother Dick

that * this man looked just like ano of
the pirates who used to haunt tho Gulf
of Mexico."

“Am I to tell you n story 1" asked
the visitor, in a deep, hoarse voice,
quite ns piratical as his appearance.
“Well, then, listen: Thero was once
a poor boy who had no father or
wother, no friends, and no howe ex-
cept the wet, divty forccastle of a
trading schooner. He had to go about
barefooted in the cold and min, with
nothing on but an old ragged flannel
shirt and a pair of sail-cloth trousers:
and instead of landing on beautiful
islands and digaing wp buried treas.
ures, and having a3 good time all
avound, like the folks in story-hooks,
he got kicked and enfled from morning
till night, and sometimes had a sound
thrashing with a rope’s-end into the
bargain,”

Bob’s bold face grew very blank as
he listened.  1Ie had privately a great
‘or ing for a sailor’s life, and this ac-
count of it (given, too, by & man who
scemed to know what he was talking
about) was very different from what
he had dreamed of.

ANl the sailors were very rough
and ugly to him,” went on the speaker,
“but the worst of all was the eaptain
hinself.  lle had been very badly
treated himself when he was o boy,
wud so {as some men will) he took a
delight in ill-treating somebody else in
the same way. Duany a timo did he
send the poor little fellow aloft when
the ship was rolling and the wind
blowing hard, and more than once he
beat him so cruelly that the poor lad
almost fainted with pain.”

“Wicked wretch!” cried Bob, in-
dignantly.  “I lope he got drowned,
or eaten up by the savages.” ’

“Or taken for a slave himself, and
well theashed every day,” suggested
Dick.

“ 0O no, Bob,” said little Helen, who
was sitting on a low stool at her futh.
er’s feet; “J hope ho was sorry for be-
g so cruel, and got very good.”

The strange guest stooped and lifted
the httle girl into his lap, and kissed
her.  lHeclen nestled close to him, and
tooked wonderingly up in his face; for,
as lie bent his head toward her, some.
thing touched her forchead in the
darkness that felt very much like u
tear,

“Well,” resumed the speaker, after
a short pause, “the schooner, heading
eastward across the Indian Qcean,
came at last to the Maldive Isles,
where it's always dangerous sailing.
The coral islands, which liec in great
vings or ‘atolls’ all around, like so
many strings of Leads, are so low and
flat that even in the day-time it's not
casy to avoid running aground on
them ; Lut at night you might as well
try to walk in the dark through a
roo full of stools without tumbling
over one of them.

“Of cowrso the captain had to be
always on deck looking out, and that
didn't ke his temperimy thesweeter,
ag you may think. So that very evend

ing, when the cabinboy had displeased
him in some way, what does he do but
tell tho men to sling him up into the
rigging aud tie him hand and foot to
the mast. But the cownrds were soon
puid for their cruelty. They were so
busy tormenting the poor lad that
nono of them had noticed how the sky
was darkening to windward ; and all
at once & squall came down upon them
ag suddenly as the cut of & whip. In
a moment the sea all around was like
o boiling pot, and crash went the ship
over on her side, and both the musts
went by the board (fell down into the
sea, that is), carvying tho boy with
them, It was just as well for poor
Harey that he had been tied to the
mast, otherwise the sea would have
swept him away like o straw, Even
us it was, he was almost stifled by the
bursting of the waves over his head.
He was still peering into tho darkness
to try if he could sce anything of the
ship, when there came a tremendous
crash and o terrible cry, and then
dead silence. The vessel had been
dashed upon a coral reef and stove in,
and’ the sea, breaking over her, had
swept away every man on board. But
storms in those parts pass away as
quickly ns they come; and it was not
long before the sea began to go down,
the clouds rolled away, and the moon
hroke forth in all its glory.  Then
Harry, finding that the rope which
tied his arms had been a good deal
strained by the shock that carried
away the mast, managed to free onc
hand and unbind the other arm and
his feet. Just then a face rose from
the water within a few yards of him,
and Harry recognized his enemy, the
cruel captain,

“There he was, the man who had
abused, starved, and beaten him, dy-
ing, or just about to die, almost within
the reach of safety. Though barely
twice his own length divided him from
the floating mast, so strong was the
eddy against which the captain was
battling in vain, that he had no more
chance of reaching it than if it had
been a mile away. A few moments
more and he would have sunk, never
to vise again; but the sight of that
white, ghastly face, and those wild
despairing eyes were too much for
Harry. e flung out the rope that
hie held ; the captain clutched it, and
in another minute was safe on the
wast, rescued by the boy he bad been
so cruel to”

“Oh! oh!” said Bob, drawing a
long breath.

“T'm so glad!” piped Helen's tiny
voice. “Iwasso afraid he would let
the poor captain'drown.”

“ About sunrise,” continued the
guest, “some natives who were out
fishing in a small boat, caught sight
of them and came to the rescue. The
Maldive islanders are much better fel.
lows than the Malays, farther east,
and they took good care of them both
for a month or so, till ut last an
outward-bound brig that had been
blown out of her cowrse touched at

the island whero they were and took
them off.”

“ And what happened to them after
that 1" asked all the children at once.

“The little cabin-boy,” answered the
story-teller, “became ag smart o sea.
man as ever walked o deck, and got
tho command of a fine ship by.and-
bye; and now,” laying his haud upou
theie father’s shoulder, ¢ bere he sits.”

“ Papai” cried tho nmnazed children,
“were you the poor little boy 1”

“ But whpt became of the pooreap-
tain who ‘was so cruel?” asked littlo
Helen wistfully,

“Why, here he sits,” said her fath- |

er, grasping tho story-teller’s hand,
“and he's the best friend I have in
the world.”—Iflarper's Young Llevple.

Enduring Persecution for
Christ’'s Sake.

A amrn of fourteen years, whose
name is IHatoon, who has learned to
read and love her Saviour, and, with
other girls of the village, has formed a
praying and missionary band, has «
very bad mother. This mother has
given two of her daughters to Mussul-
wan husbands, and they have, in con.
sequence, denied their faith, She ro-
solved to do the same with this
daughter.  The other morning, at his
family prayers, the village pastor heard
a great disturbance in the street, and,
going out, found the mother and some
Mussulmans trying to compel Hatoon
to go with them. Ile rescued her;
but soon officers came, and she was
carried before the Prince Governor.
Here she was confined for four days,
with access to no Christian, but only
to her mother, and with every means
used to induce her to consent to be a
Mussulman. The Christinns of her
village gathered en masse and  de-
manded the girl, or that she be released.
The Governor called her to his presence
and permitted no one but her mother
to be near. He allowed Shawasha
Elicyn and two others to be in the
yard and in sight. Ho then tried to
induce her to yield, but he said ho
would not use force. She gave the
most decided testimony—1would not
give up Christ; would give up her
mother, her property, everything, but
Christ never. The Prince bad to con.
fess she was a Christian.

Then her mother tried to have hor
putagain into her power, and she again
said she would not deny her Saviour,
She could not stay w:th her motherand
fled and seized the skirts of her pas
tor, Shamasha Elieya. Sho is now
with our school girls.—ZRev. J. 1,
Shedd, Oroomiah.

Every day o solf-deninl. The thing
that is difficult to do to-day will be an
casy thing to do 365 days hence, if
cach day shall have Leen ropeated.
What power of self-mastery shall ho,
¢njoy who, looking to God for grace,
secks overy day to practice tho grace
e prays for.
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