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y Well on the ice ; an’ the

PLEASANT HOURS.

%ﬂ, of course, but I tell you it

honey-sweet to us, after our

hﬁgxfa“ and exposure for nearly
: tw?lve_hours.

. We found also another
Of‘,m sea'lin&punts, or rather the half
Ofm: and our main boom with the
;ﬂchwed upon it; so we hauled the
rOken punt as high up as we could
fet’ 1%, in the shelter, and rigged up a
s.on °§tent over it with part of the
t:ﬂ’i"i“n@ the rest to make a bed for
wg Poor fellow who was sick. Then
we %L}.{)_gether some of the broken
S‘T_)d{ "3;51 with the help of some dry
cp ljnte,f"s,’lfhaved off by the use of a

aap'kh we managed to light a
#g a bed for it on the larger
Ao’ & Oéd) and so we got our clothes
‘ry.:; bit, and got more comfortable

ike, - We 'did all we could for poor
Jack Green,
“&h, he was a Christian, if ever

© Was one, wag poor Jack, and he

:
®4 1t clear enough in that testin’

tl b)
e “Don’t bother about me, boys,’

h )
I:nd 8ay. ‘I know it won’t be for
o dg, and I’y goin’ home. Go

try t:;lend the punt up, aw’ Tl
we ¢ gt a nap o sleep’ So
Sovered him up as snug as
aoesl?lblg, and patched up our punt as
88 We could with bits of the other

brol .
o:) en.Stuﬁ; an’ we found four or five
™ with the other

wreckage, and
(=2
Secured ‘e iy, her, an’

hauled her up
n we sat down

and n.. -
| nd consulted as to what we should do.

| after

'.I'he old skipper thought we was well

::&:h{: t“&c.k of sealin’ vessels, and
tOWa.rdys :;kmg our punt and rowin’
pickeq e land we’d be likely to be
b +MP.or to reach land before our
dwal's tllsed up, an’, with care,
. 85t near a week;
?:;:3: ttz start at daylight next morn-
gettin’ , spend the night in our tent,
“ Dight’s sleep if we could.

i dniv;tau slept soundly till aboqt
a *‘él'ribble’ Wwhen we was woke up witn
ice s cra,s}_n, ’as if the whole of the
starteq COml.n .t,o pieces, and we
with “&“P ,thmkm" it was all over
could Twas p?tch-dark an’ we
sound of t}(: out nothing, hut from the
ice we € sea and the rollin’ of the
founderg“e§86d that there had been a
on o ;felther of the piece we were
founderin’ One near us—they call it
of ice ¢, » You know, when an island
Well thpples over or goes to pi(:(gs.
&fter’ awif'e Was no use movin’; S0
Again, ¢ ile we dropped off asleep
Slept ,601‘ we was Vel‘y \Veill'y, H.nd we

il the dawn was in the sky.
up :!:a‘:te woke, we saw ’twas breezin’
our harg ,bé'nd after makin’ » meal on
boat o read we started to get our
Wind ’lgh.ed, and be oft while the
the ﬁr:: air.  Old skipper Ned was
nover & to leave the tent, an’ I'll
£ orget the scared look on his
88 ‘he turned round to us just
our ASOID’--Outside, and said: ¢Why,
our s 35
dum]?::nt 1S gone!’” We was that

ounded we gguld hardly speak,
Whatwhen we got outside we secn
happened. A groat piece of

80 we

We're lost men,

our iceberg, as you call it had
foundered and had carried away our
punt with it.  We looked all about
for her amony the iloating ice, but not

a sign of her could we see, and it was

clear she had drifted off.

« However, there was no help for it,
and all we could do was to make the
best of it; so we gathered all the
wreckago together as high up an’ near
our shelter as we could. By allowin’
each man one biscuit a day they would
last a week. We rigged up a bit of
the sail on an oar and fastened it up
on a pinnacle of the ice, so that any
passing ship might see it. Poor Jack
had been very bad all day, eatin’
nothing, and just drinkin’ the melted
ice, as though his inside was afire.
He was in a burnin’ fever, and out of
his mind entirely, but cven in his
ravin’s there was nothin’ but prayir’
and singin’ and godly wordz. So:n:i
where about the middle ¢f ths wighi I
heard him call out, A3y, o3, &Y
just as he might aboard enin \:3 o
order from the captain cr mate.  Lren
he says it again, louder Iil;‘c:, ‘A}{o,}
aye, sir” I thought he was areamin
or wanderin’, but in a minute he says,
‘Ts that you, Tom?’ ‘Yes, Jack, T
says; ‘what can I do for you, bo;:?’
¢ Captain’s callin’ me,” he says. “You've
been dreamin’, I think, Jack,’ says 1;
¢ean 1 do any more to make you
comfortable?’ ¢ Captain’s callin’ me,
Tom,’ he says again. He's callin’ me.
Don’t you hear him?’ and he rose on
his elbow as he spoke, and then again
he sings out ‘Aye, aye, sir!’ that
loud that he woke up the rest, an’
then he sank back, an’ I heard no
wore. I took hold of his hand, and it
was cold, and fell from my grasp like
lead. He was gone. Sure enough, he
had heard his Captain callin’ and was
gone.

«Well, we didn’t sleep any more
that night, you may be sure ; and next
mornin’ we took poor Jack’s body and
put it away in a little cave in the ice,
so that we might bring it home if we
was rescued. Then we kept watch
all day, but saw nothing. So the next
day passed, and the next, and the
next, until our bread was almost gone,
and death seemed starin’ us in the
face. We was most givin’ up, but still
life was sweet, and we tried to cheer
each other up and hope for the best.
One mornir’, I mind it well, T was
watehin’, an’ all of a sudden the old
skipper sings out: ‘Look, look! a‘SzLil
close to us.”  We could hardly belicve
our cyes, but yet there it was, a schooner
bearing down close wpon us, but yet
some distance to leeward.  Could we
make her hear?  Oh, the anxiety of
the next few minutes.  Did she hear
us, or was she goin’ from us? How
we shouted and prayed! At last we
saw them lower & boat and row in our
direction, and in a few winutes more
we was safe aboard an’ bein’ tended
d cared for as if we was brothers.
As

an
And now, boys, my story is done.
T said at the beginnin’, that was a
. . .
changin’ time with me, an’ I bin’ a

sailin’ ever since under Jack’s Captain,
and by his grace I'll reach harbour
by-and-by.  Good-night, my sounies,
and God bless you all.”

EASTER IN BRAZIL.

A goop while ago T promised to write
something for you, but my little folks
have been sick so much that I have not
had time. Now that they are better I
will write at once.

T have written to you already about
Brazil, so that at this time I am at a loss
to know what to write about. I lLad
thought of writing about how Holy
Week is spent there, but as it is now
nearly gone, it would hardly be in
place. Of course all of you knovs that
this week is celebrated in memory of
the betrayel, crucifixicn and recuriso-
tion of cur Lord.  As today ic Cezd
Teidey, Twill tell you hpw it iz ;
Cur Lerd iorepresented as bainz covai
£z, hisbedy talen from thaevozs, and
putirtoa ccfiir,

About sunsed this ia
carried out in front of & long proces-
sien, whicl reburns in the course of an
hour or twe. The coffin is then placed
in the organ recess of the church, and
a box is put near to receive the offer-
ings of the hundreds and thousands of
worshippers who are there. At each
end of the coflin ure represented Roman
soldiers, and near by are images of the
Apostles and of the mother of our
Lord. The ecager worshippers deposit
their money, kiss the cloth that covers
the coffin, or the robes of the Virgin,
and go away with their souls still hun-
gry and thirsty for the bread and water
of life. Not one word does the priest
say to them, but he stands and eagerly
watches the money as it falls into the
box.

I went once to sce this “festa,” as
they call it, and 1 did feel so very
sad. These poor people do not know
any better, children. They have very
few teachers to show them the way to
go. I am sure that my little friends
will pray every day that God may send
to them those who will teach themn of
Himself. Some of these days you, who
are little folks now, will be men and
wome , and I do pray God that 1e may
call some of you to go to these people,
to show them the way to Jesus, whose
name they know, but of whose love
they areignorant.—Ars. S. F. Koger.

A GREAT SEA ON FIRE.

THE shores of the Caspian abound in
naphtha springs extending for miles
under the sea, the imprisoued gases of
this volatile substance often cscaping
from fissures in its bed and bubbling
up in large volumes to the surface.
This circumnstance has given rise to
the practice of ‘“setting the sea on
fire,” which is thus described by a
modern traveller i—

« Iﬂring a steam-barge, we put out
to sea, and after a lengthy scarch
found at last a suituble spot. Our
boat having moved round to windward,
a sailor threw a bundle of burning flax
into the sea, when tloods of light dis-

pelled the surrounding darkness. No.
tireworks, no illuminations ate to be
compared to the sight that presehted
itself to our gaze. It was as though
the sea trembled convulsively' amid
thousands of shooting, dancing tongues
of fame of prodigious size. Now they
emerged from the water, now they dis-—-
appeared. At one time thoy sdared
aloft and melted away ; at another a
gust of wind divided them into bright,
streaks of flame, the foaming, bubbling
billows making music to the scene.

“In complianee with the wishes of
some of the spectators our barge was
steered toward the flanes and passéd
right through the midst of them, a
somewhat dangerous experiment, as the
barge was employed ih the transport of
naphtha and was pretty well saturated
with the fluid. However, we escaped
without accident, and guzed for an
hour lenger on the unionted epectacle
of a sea on fire.”—Selected,

<

A Time of Gladness.

THERE never was such gladness
As comes with Easter-tide,

For overythiug scems living

) That in the autumn died ;

And we who feel within us
Death either far or near,

Can look along the future,
Forgetting pain and fear,

For Christ, with joy of Kasterday,

Bids care and sorrow pass away,

Oh, merry is the singing
Of bird-songs new and old,
And merry is the playing
Of lambs about the fold ;
And merry is the rushing
Of free sun-lighted rills,
And merry are the breezes
. That sweep across the hills;
And everything is full of mirth
When Easter-blessing wakes the earth.

1t is the resurrection ]
That follows after death, .

Which moves the life below the sod,
And stirs spring’s balmy breath ;

And flowers arise in thousands *
To answer to its call,

For everything is happy
That God is over all ;

And Easter is his gift to men,

To teach them they shall live again.

’Mid primroses and violets,
The while they take their way,
They read the Father's promise,
And trust the coming day;
For shadows are but passing,
And transient is the night,
And the day that lasts forever
1s gloriously bright ;
And death no heart shall enter in
" When that glad Easter shall begin.

Accept our thanks, Lord Jesus,
For all thy mighty love,

And for thy great salvation,
And for our home above ;o

Oh, teach us how to serve thee,
And evermore to be

As faithful, loving servants,
Devoted unto thee ;

Living, because our Lord has died,

In the full joy of Eastertide.

Mar1ANNE FARNINGHAM, |

A LITTLE boy was asked, “ Who
made you!” “God made me,” he
said.
youl” was asked,
said, “he wantcd a little boy
him‘”

“Why do you think God made
“ Because,” he
to-love
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