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Fothoy and two bold sons were thore as blithe

o\ ot il thee, mate,” to the fourth they

i gyt Donds that swoop round Kottleness

g o Ay

Whete a ved roof hung Tike u marten’s uest,

Three women watched from the great pier-

b churches in India mot become self-sup
b Christians without sufforing the loss of
| town of Pajamanair, u well-to-do mer-
[ chant heard the gospel and became &
 sionary rode had to be guarded by &

. it was expected that he would be &
. help to us financially. He had to be

«fFoundered.”

e aailed from the Northern port, in

G !

te dawnof the Aprtl dday,

{4 hon the ~untise tonebed the Nab s black
s, and Biashed over Whithy Bay

< the morn adl three.

wanl, *iloes anght go WHong with thee?

e O fish where our lines wa set.

Awd the have now coblo springs to her work,
4 no hoat has sorved us yeb.”

the coble's tight, and strong enow, an’
1 huow what the sen-yulls mean,

But | left my missus Imd up thero,” and he
glaneud ot the headland green,

and Ius bold brown eyes grew dim;;
Wath hindly cheerand honest jest his follows
heartened him.

Or cver the sun was high at noon, tho bright
Blue =ky was black,
The wild white hovses tossed thelr crests over

the gatherng wrack ;

Over tho gray seas fast and fierce, through
the clouds of flying foum,

The squall swept on fromt the cruel Kast—
the hoat was far from home.

head thro’ the black and bitter night
One lay and shivered to hoar the blaat, as it
rushed o’er the rocky height,

And snestled closely to her side lay her little
new-born son,

While the women said, «“He'll be back to
soe, long ere tho day is done.”

But over the pale cheek flushed and burned,
and ever the eyes grew wild :

She bade them take the babe away, ¢ for
he'll never seo his child.”

Many o bout in bootless search flew over
the lessening waves,

Many o keen eye atrained its sight, from
the Head with its crowded graves;

But the April days, in shade and shine,
passed in # deepening pain,

And never over the harbour bar cawne the
Whithy Lass again,

Hopo ssuk and rose, and sank and died ; the
fishermen knew at lnst,

That from deep-sen harvestand busy staithes,
four gallant * hands* had passed.

They found the boat on the flowing tide, ere
the year to wintor grew ;

Her sails were rent, her block was jammed,
her strop was half cub through.

That was all to tell of the desperate strife
that for life and death they made,
Who sank to the depths of the great North
Sea, with nover » hand to aid.
—All the Year Round.
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Enduring Hardness.
It is often asked, Why do the

porting?  Few men in Indio become
all things. Twenty yeers ago, 1 the
Christian. A mob cape to kill hio.
The carringe in which he and the mis-

body of police. He was baptized, and

taken into the missionary premises to
gard s Dife. He went to his hoose
pued hadd to elunb over the seullion-gate
wned zo 1 by the back door; his brothers
lind butlt up the frout door with
nueonry.  His wife and child went
howme to her parents ; she never would
spenk to him and nover lived with him
again, e tried to get possession of
his property, which wasinan undivided
estate, shared between himsolf and his
brothers ; they would not speak to him,
but spit upon him and kicked him out.
He appealed to the courts, bub his
brothers—sons of tho same father and
mother -brought forward forged doou-
monts on old, disccloured paper, with
faded ink, to prove that he had ovor
drawn his shure of the estate several
years before, They also produced notes
mndo to them, and they and othor faise
witnesses swore that they saw him
make them. In tho court it was he-
lioved that this was false testimony,
but not a single witness dared testify
for him, and the court hed to decide
that there was no share in the property
that ke could have. That merchant
lost house und lands and bazaar and
wife and child and friends—everything
but the suit of clothes he had on—be-
cause he embraced the religion of Jesus
Christ. Mou of substance have joined
us; their substance has not. Now you
see why it is that our churches must
yet be helped. But® give Christianity
time to offect the breaking down of
caste and opposition, and you will have
liberated the force which shall sweep
through India and carry it all for
Christ.—Rev. Jacob Chamberlain.

A Noble Act of Heroism.
I rrMEMBER & little incident that
happened many years ago. ‘When I
was in Cornwall, in 1864, T vis ted the
mine where the incident occurred,
Carlyle refers to the story in one of the
chapters of his «Life of Sterling.” Two
men were sinking a shuft. It was
dangerous business, for it was neces-
sary to blast the rock. It was their
custom to cut the fuse with a sharp
knife. One man then entered tho
bucket and made a signal to be hauled
up. When the bucket again descended
the other man entered it, and with one
hand on the signal rope and the other
holding the iire, he touched the fuse,
made the signal, and was rapidly drawn
up before the explosion teok plnce.

One day they left the kuife above,
and rathor than ascend to procuro it,
they cut the fuse with a sharp stone.
It took fire. ¢ The fuse is on firel”
Both men leaped into the bucket and
mado the signal; but the windlass
would hnul up but one man at time;
only one coulc escape. One of the
wmen Jeaped out and said 10 the other,
«p wi' ye; I'll be in heaven in &
ninute”  With lighining speed the
bucket was drawn up, and the one man
was saved. 'The explosion took place.
Men descended, expecting to find the
mangled remains of the uther winer ;
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rock, and it lay dingonally ncross him;
and, with the exception of » fow bruaises
and a hitle scorching, he was unhurt.
When asked why he urged his comrado
to «zeape, he guve a veason that skep-
tics wonld laugh ar,  If there is any
bemng on the face of the earth 1 pity,
it 14 skeptie T would not be what
i called o “skeptic” to-duy for all the
wealth of the world,  But what did
ihis hero say when asked, * Why did
you insist on this other man’s ascend-
ing”” In his quaint dialect ho 1eplied,
« Because T knowed my soul was safe;

for I've gie it into the hands of hiin of
whom it is suid, that faithfulness is
¢girdle of his reins,” and T knowed that
what 1 gied him he'd never gie up.
But tother chup was an awful wicked
Jad, and 1 wanted to gie him another
chance,” Al the infidelity in the
world cannot produce such & signal nct
of hevoism as that.—Selected.

Against Large Odds.

A Boy, in divt and rags, came into
Mr. Wm. E. Dodge’s Sunday-school
class one day. The other scholars
were not disposed to give him a seat,
but their teacher arranged a place in
one corner, and ufter school learned
from the boy something of his history.
It was the old story of & drunken
futher and wretched home. Mr. Dodge
told the boy to come to his house the
nexb Subbath morning, and here he
received a suit of clothes that made u
marked difference in his appearance,
and also in his reception in the school.
But the following Sabbath he came
again in the same miserable plight as
at first, only, if possible, looking more
woe-begone.  His father had seized
the clothes and sold them for rum.
Mr. Dodge provided another suit, but
took the precaution to have his scholar
come regularly to his house before
school, put on the Sunday suit, and
stop to exchange it again before re
turning home.. The boy showed an
eager interest in the lessons, and was
always present.
When summer came, his father took
him out of the city for & few months ;
but on Jeaving, the boy asked for a
New Testament, and sait. he would
try to learn some verses while absent.
In the fall he was in his old seat again,
his face beaming with joy to find him.
self again in school. As .he class was
being dismissed he asked his teacher
somewhat diffidently if he would be
willing to wait a few minutes to hear
him recite a few verses. Mr. Dodge
gladly consented, and sat down, ex-
pecting the task to be soon over.

« Where shall we begin i

«Qh, auywhere, gir. Perhaps at
the first chapter of John.”

For twenty miuutes the boy con-
tinued to recite, needing’ only an oc-
casional prompting of a word. The
church services were about to beg,
and they were compelled to go; but
Mr. Dodge agreed to remuin again the
next Sabbath. This was continned

ter being ropented with wonderful
aceuracy.

In the course of time the family
woved uway, and Mr. Dodge 1o t sight
of the scholar who had so greatly in-
terested him. Many years after, a8
Mr. Dodge was sitting in his office, 8
tall, fine-looking, well-dressed young
man approsched him, and, with a
moment's hesitation, said:~-

«You do not remember me?”

«No; I can hardly recall your
face.”

«PDo you recollect o little ragged
boy named ——, Wwho came to your
Sunday-school class one day g

« Certainly I do.”

«T am that boy.”

And then, with some pardonable
pride, and to Mr. Dodge’s surprise
and delight, he told how he had suc-
ceeded in obtaining work in a lurge
manufacturing establishment ; how he
gradually won his way up to & respon-
sible and confidential position ; and
how, finally, the original partners re
linquished one branch of their busi-
ness, and handed it over to himself
and one or two others of their princi-
pal assistants. He had now become a
member and officer of & church, a
tencher in the Sunday-school, and had
a family of his own,— Memorials of
William E. Dodge.

An Orchard in Miniature,

«gpriNG,” says Longfellow, tis the
miracle of the blooming of Aaron’s
rod, repeated on myriads and myriads
of branches—a geritle progression and
growth of herbs, fruits, trees.” Now
the sower goes forth to sow, trusting
to the earth the golden seed of pro-
mise. Often this sowing is lonely,
monotonous work, but if the sower be
faithful and patient, lie shall doubtless
coine ugain with rejoicing, bearing his
sheaves with him. These brown, un-
lovely furrows are, to the eye of faith,
already an orchard in miniature—a
field of ripened, shining shenves.

You who forego your Sabbatl: ease,
your cosy leisure, to toil in rough
places and amid uvpromising lives,
look away from surrounding discotr-
agoments to the everlasting Word,
«Ye ahell reap if ye faint not.” Reapl
Yes, an hundredfold.

Jn the year 1823, a Christian work-
or, passing through an Indian village,
stopped to leave a New Testament it
the shop of s native, trusting that
gnmeone might care to tale it up and
vead it. Months aftes, three or four
men from that village journeyed to
some Christian missionaries, asking to
know more of * that wonderful Book.”
They were instructed ; bad very soon
six or eight in that village pubticly
professed Ohristianity, and begau to
work for God.  One -by ufie they were
taken hence, but for years they pub-
lished Christ to théir conntrymett with
evident tokens of blessing, and thieir
influence—set in motion by n stray
copy of the Testament — will -last

but the blast had loosencd & mass of

for several weeks, chapter after chap-

through deathless ages.—T'ke Quiver.
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