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PLEASANT HOURS. - §

The Angel at the Sepulchre.
. BY MRS, F. L. BALLARD.

BenoLD those s6rrowing women come
Grief-stricken to the Saviour’s tomb,
Nor wait until the morning light
Dispels the shadows of the night.
Love lingers not for light,
Faith tarries not for sight.

And, hastening on their mournful way,
‘“Who shall roll back the stone?” they say,
“That we may come into theé tomb,

Bearing our spices and perfume?”

Who shall the stone remove?
Death cannot bar out love.

But, lo! the stone is rolled away.
The night is gone. The dawning day
Shines brightly on the open tomb,
Despoiling it of ell its gloom.

God's angel sits above

The grave of butied love.

But the dear-

They stand p “and: iun of ietr )

The angel M ‘Be not’afnid‘, e

The Lord is.risen q&enid. P
The Lord that came to s&ve .
Is stronger thq.n the gxavu.

>
<

ADRIPT ON AN mm

‘| BY THE REV. GRO..J. smm,xt— nmnm

OF THE nnwmmmn .
CONFERENCE.

‘Tom GraNr was an old weather—?

i| beaten salt, who, for mahy a year, had
|| given up the ses, and was ending his
1 days in a little “white cottage just

above one of those broad and curving.

| beaches that slope ®o picturesquely
| down to the waters of Boston Bay.
| Many a summer’s evening you would
find him seated on an up-turned
boat by the water's edge, and sur-
rounded by & group of bright-faced
boys, eagerly wa&:hmﬁ hun, as his
deft fingers carved out boats and
| clippers for their amusement, or listen-
ing, with great vound eyes fall of child-
hood’s awe and . wonder, a8 he told
| them stories of his. pasthfe-—-—of the
strange lands and pebples be had seen,
or the stirring and startling adventures
through which he had often passed.
One lovely evening in the beginning
of August, as the :setting sun was
1 lighting up the distant city and flashing
{ upon the gilded dome of the State
House, the old man's eye was fixed
| upon it with mere than passing in-
terest apparently, for & sigh escaped
his lips, as he shaded his eyes with
{ his hand and, looked steadlly at the
sunlit dome,” "

% Come, Uncle Tom,” exclmmed one
of the boys, “do tell us & story to-
night ; we have an hour yet before we
| have to go inddors, and there’s lots of
time to tell us a good long story.”

by the rest of the little' company, and
the old man, glancing lovingly over the
| earnest faces, ldoked up once miore at
{ the brilliantly lighted dome, and, point-
ing towards it with his finger, said:
| “Well, my sonnies, I was thinkin’,
| and that ’ere dome brought it to my
1 mind, of sorsethin’ thét happened tome
| many long m nethin’ that
| changed my. ™ éle hfe, an’ I'll just
tell you abtmt Atiet, ‘1 think.” You
s know, although Pm an Englishman, I

spent a good many years down there
in Newfoundland, and you've heard
me tell, lots o’ times, about the seals

| and the codfish down in that country.

Well, just forty-five years ago this very
spring, I was shipped in a brig called
the Skipwith, out of the port of Str

o Johu’s, Newfoundland, for the sea.hno

voyage—goin’ to the Ice, as they call
it down there. Wo left port some-
where: about the first of Maroh and
for a few days had fair winds and
open waters, but the wind changing,
we got jamihed in the ice off the mouth
of White Bay, an’ there we stuck for
three mortal weeks, without bein’ able
to move an inch. Day-after day the
wind pinned the ice dead - on the land,
blowin’ almost a gale, an’ the ice
nipped upsohght«,we wag afeared the

‘| ship -would - ‘bo.’ croghed. - : However,

| st last the wind veered; an* we got.
| clear, an’ bégan lodkin’ about for seals.

| It wasn’t fong before. we saw signs of

em’, an’ followin’ fip & lead of water we

came upon ‘ém —great lota of ‘em, too,
an’ in pr;me order. We mke&hrd,

| I tell ’ee; out all’ &ay,’early an’ late,

lnllm’a.n scalpin’, an’ heulin’ ‘em

| aboard ;. and. ‘they was that plenty
‘that we’ #oon’ had our veasel full, an’

was thinkin’ of bearin’ up ‘for" home.
We was loaded so deep that it was

dangerous to be in any kind of a sea,:
for the skipper was that ‘eager to make

up for lost time that he piled ’em
aboard until the decrka ‘wes full, and

‘there was hardly room to'move about

So we bore up for home with & nice,‘
hght breeze behind us, and was ‘te-
joicin’ at the thought of the fine load
of pelts we'd managed to get, “after
being jammed wup so long. "Twas
well on to the beginnin’ of Apnl when
we got the seals, and the weather was
gettin’ ‘trild abd | pleasant, so - we
bowled along nice and steady for two
or three days, for there was enough
ice about to keep the water smooth.
We passed some terrible heavy ice—
big islands of it, some of ’em bigger
than the State House, and shinin’ in the
sun much ‘like the dome was shinin’
a few minutes ago, afore the ‘sun
went down Everything went well
until we were about sixty miles from

‘St. John’s, an’hopin’ to be in next day,

when, ‘all of a sudden, ' the wind

chopped round to the south’ard -and

i| blew a perfect gale. Well, we was
that: top-heavy and deep that there-was

‘no facin’ the wind, an’ all there was to

dowas to 'bout ship and try to  ran
afore it. - ’Twas early mornin’ “when

_ - | the wind.changed, an’ we had a terrible
This appeal was warmly seconded

day of it, I tell ’ee,—thick o’ fog 80 you
couldn’t make out the men’ on the bow
whién you stood amadslnps, ‘and we
laborin® along so deep a.nd uzxwwldy
with our heavy load. :

“We kept our eyes opeh that d&y,
tell 'ee. . As evenin’ cameon, the
skipper called us all up, and he says :
*'Well, men, you can seo as well as- I
do that things is pretty ugly Jookin’.
All we can do ié trust in God, and keep

that is to get rid of this top-hamper.
Masters o' watch, get your men in
order, to port and starboard, and pitch
all the deckdoad overboard. That'll
lighten the ship a good bit, and give
us more standin’ room fore and aft.’
*Twasn’t pleasant work, my boys, you
may be sure, to throw into the sea what
bad cost us so much time and toil to get.
‘There goes twenty shillin’s,’ says one
fellow; as he flung & pelt over, ‘and
there goes thirty,” he says again, as he
ﬂuflg'a. bigger one overboard. ¢ Never
mind yourshillin’s "says another. ‘Take
care youtr own pelt don’t go over.
Better throw over the seals than lose
your life. It’s no use talkin’ of what
wé're losin’ when we don’t know the
minuate we'll be gone Qurseives.’ Well,
‘he hadn’t more than got the words out,
‘when there came a frightful crash that
‘made ‘us shiver from stem to stern,

up bodlly and let down again. She

}thh an-awful noise, and" then her
‘bows, pitched right up in the air, an’
‘T heard-a riish of water over her stern
and - knew she. was goin’ down im-
mediate. - There' was' nb “time to do
anything ; there was no time to think
of doin’ ‘anything. 'Oh! the awful
sounds-of that minute. I'll never for-
get it to the day of my death; the
crashing of timbers, the hoarse rote of
‘the sea against the ice, the swirl of the
‘waters as they sucked in our good
slup, and, above all, the shrieks and
cries of many poor fellows on her deck,
a3, in & moment, they was swept
down to their death. Tl never foi'get
it—mnever ;”
broke down, and the tears rolled over
his 'cheeks, while the awe-stricken
children looked at him, with solemn
faces and quivering lips.

“Well, my dears,” he continued,
after a pause, drawing his sleeve across
his' eyes as he spoke, “I thought it
was all up with me at that moment,
and, indeed, I bardly had time to say,
¢God have mercy on me,’ when: the
water closed over me, and I felt myself
going down, down,. down, ever so far,
with the suction of the sinking vessel.
I must have lost myself somewhat, for
the next thing T knew I was strikin’ my’
hesd sharply against something, and 1
found myself aflodt-and close to'a large
piece of floating timber. I laid hold
of it and climbed on top, and I found it;

almost mght, and ‘T sould scarcely see

and listened, in "hopes of seeing or
hearing something of the other poor
fellows. I shouted again and again, an’
my voiceseemed to'come back to me from
the big island of ice like the echo you
boys often hear among the hills.
a sound of a human voice but my own
could I hear. - Again and again 1
ghot
whm I thought i Beard a sound like

a8 good a lookout as possible 'i'hereg an apswering shout not far from: tne,
‘oné thmg, thoﬁ;@;, va nﬁ; do, ‘x;'f Naéﬁ” eg, 'ﬁ'sienmg, T flcafd the sound

and then the ship seemed to be lifted -

‘kéeled over on her side and eame down ’

and the old man's voice |

island of ice bn which' we had struck.
It was very hrge, I siippose half a]

was a bit of & broken yard, and that
it would besr: me up -well. It - g

anything for the thick fog and growing .
darkness, as I peered anxiously round

Not |

;and had: well-nigh given up, |

of rowing,.mnd made out a punt,
with three or four men in it, coming
through the slob towards me. 1 gave
one more shout, and then I must have
fainted, for I remember no more till I
found wyself on_board the punt with
one o the crew loosenin’ my collar,
and I heard the veice of old skipper
Ned Smith, the master of my watch,
sayin’, ¢{Now, my boys, we can’t keep
the punt afloat much longer; there’s
nothing for it but to make for the
island of ‘ice, and see if we can haul
her up and mend her.’

“ By the time we reached the. mland
of ice I was better again, and able to
look around me. -+ Fhe piit we were
in was sadly smashed and half-full of
water, and, insteed -of oa.& the men
were using pieces of broken board.
There were just five of . us: the old
skipper, Ned, and niyself, aft ; two of
the crew, stra.ngett to “ahe, rowing,
:md a poor fellow - all of a heap
in the bow, and gmsmn heavily, as]
if in terrible pain. ¢Is this all?’ I
asked, wildly; ‘where are the rest?’j
‘Gone, my son, gone down to bottom}
with the old Skipwith* faid the old}
man, sadly. ¢We four had just time]
to cling on to this punt, a8 she went
down under our feet, and poor Jackj
there got nearly killed by one of the
yards falling partly on him just as shel
foundered. I don’t believe there’s
‘another man gaved, for the slob is 8o
thick just where she’ went down that}
they’d hardly get-to the qﬂrface when,
they rose.’ ; ‘

if it hadn't been real mild we'd ha’
frosen siff loug afore mornin’.  Ob,
my! it was an awful, awful night.}
However, at last it-ended, and with
the dawn the -wind came round, and
the fog clrared off  We could now
make out the sz and shape of the

‘mile in length and as mueh in breadth,:
and-part of it very lngh, #nd broken|
mbo great spires m j;towers, like]

the Meditermnean';- Y
thege “was & kind of" arpkinorbeach ‘
with » great tongue runging out, just?
‘under ths- water,’ for, ‘¥ suppose, & f
‘hundred ptdl. -Tt was on this tongue |
that oﬂi' ‘Vessel had M and it being3
below witer she had:run;a good way’
up on: it mﬂ: the ferog with which}

our great joy and” relin ‘;‘e found &

box of hard bread.” It Was water}
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%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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Good Friday.
I saw the vision of a clamorous crowd
Tossing their arms aloft, with panting
breath
And vests ungirdled, imprecating loud
Upon the Just One, Calvary’s shameful
death ;
And from the crowd a child, with wide, wet
eyes,
And hair blown back with running, take
the way .
Into Jerusalem, full of grieved surprise,
And anxious anger at men’s cold delay.
His child beart, pure and true, thought all
must fly
To save the Lord. With sad reproach he
oudd :
““He loved you ! Did you good continually;
He healed the sick and blind ; the poor he
“ ’ ”

Twas all in vain. The solemn darkness

orept
Through silent streets in awful mystery;

Women and children in their chambers wept,
And men, with hidden faces, turned from

Calvary. .
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TO SCHOOLS OPENING IN THE
. SPRING.

It is important that schools opening’
in the spring, and desiring to take
advantage of the Summer Series of our
Sunday-school periodicals, should be
organized for work before May 1st,
and shou.ld send in their orders for
papers or requests for grants as early
in April as possible. With the first
May numbers of both PLEASANT HOoURs
and Homes and School will be begun
interesting serial stories which will be
continued for about &ix months. It is
important to begin subscriptions with
these numbers 80 as to get these stories
without break. Special Jubilee num-
bers of all our Sunday-school papers
will be issued in June, full of pic-
tures and - stories illustrative of the
life and reign of the Queen.

WISE MEN FROM THE EAST.

Ir is greatly to the credit of our
friends in the Maritime Provinces that
they have contributed so largely to the

literature and science and public life |}

of the Dominion—in a greater degree,
we think, in proportion to their num-
bers, than has any other part of the
country.

vestigate,

Without stopping to in- |}
the following occur at ||
once to our memory, as wise men from ||

the East : Sir William Dawson, Princi- | {Sl

pal Grant, Edmund Kirk, Professor
De Mille, Judge Haliburton and his
distinguished nephew, Judge Wilmot,
Joseph Howe, and others who have
won very wide fame. Our own
Methodist Magazine has contributed
in no small degree in calling forth and
giving the opportunity for the exercise
of the talent of a large number of our
ministers and laymen from the east.
Its pages hate been enriched by the
contributions of Revs. Dr. Lathern,
Dr. Stewart, W. B. Harrison, M. R.
Knight, Dr. Pope, W. Percival. 8. B.
Dunn, G. O. Huestis, A. W. Nicolson,
J. Ockley, Esq., and others. The
literary reputation of Revs. E. Evans,
Job Shenton, T. Watson Smith, Dr.
McMurray, Dr. Pickard, Dr. Allison
and Dr. Milligan, iz well known even
in this far-off west.

‘What led, however, to this train of
thought was the announcement in the
English Methodist periodicals, in re-
publication in Great Britain from the
Methodist Magazine, of that admirable
sketch of Newfoundland life, “Skipper
George Netman, of Caplin Bight,” by
the Rev. Geo. Bond, ex-President of
the Newfoundland Conference. The
thrilling story in this number of
Preasant Hours, “ Adrift on an Ice-
berg,” is from the same accomplished
pen. The April number of the Meth-
odist Magazine has also a vivid story
byBrother Bond—*Captain Sam’s Two
Easters,”—which will touch all hearts.
He has also promised a series of “Vaga-
bond Vignettes,” describing his recent
wanderings in Europe. The Rev.
Henry Lewes’ sketches of Newfound-
land life and of Welsh preachers have
attracted much attention. Doubtless
our eastern friends will think of several
other names as worthy of mention as
those above given.

EASTER EGGS.

EASTER, a8 most of our little readers
know, is an annual religious festival, ap-
pointed to celebrate the resurrection of
Christ. It occurs in the spring, when
nature seems to be awakening to a new
life, and in all Christian countries it is
the season of various ceremonies and
sports. Among the best known of
these is the custom of making presents
of colored eggs, which are sometimes
beautifully ornamented.

A gentleman who once lived in Ger-
many says : “The parents of the family
in which I boarded hid the Easter eggs,
and the children had to hunt for them.
Out in the garden, from under the
gooseberry-bushes, from among the ivy-

CHRIST’S ENTRY INTO JERUSALEM,

vines, from out the long grass at the
foot of the apple-trees, would come the
glad cry, ‘Ich habe eins/’—¢I have
one!’ If the weather is rainy, the
eggs are found in the house; but to
look for them outdoors is what the
children like best.

“It is a pretty sight, which I wish
some of our children could have seen
too ; and the pleasure of watching the
dear, happy round faces, all aglow with
admiration of their prizes, and with
cheeks rosy from the ‘hunting,’ is one
of the brightest memories which I
carried away with me from my trip to
Germany.”

&

‘WE beg to call special attention to
the fine cut on the first page. It is
after a design by the famous French
artist Doré, and is a fine example of
his best style. It was purchased for
this number of PrLrasant Hours.
Neither effort nor expense shall be
spared to get the very best engravings
that can be procured for our Sunday-
school papers.

-

EASTERN STREETS.

ThE streets of Eastern cities often
are not more than two or three feet
wide. They are so'narrow that in many
places persons cannot safely pass a
loaded camel. Many of them are very
winding and circuitous. One in
Damascus, an exception to the gen-
eral rule, was distinguished by the
name Straight; and there is still a
street s0 named in that city, about
half a mile in length.

In ancient times the streets of Jer-
usalem had names. Among those
mentioned in the Scriptures are
“ Baker Street,” from which Zedekiah
ordered Jeremiah’s food to be sent to
him ; “ East Street,” into which Heze-
kiah gathered the priests and Levites
when exhorting them to cleanse the
house of God and to carry forth the
filthiness that had been allowed to

lie there in heaps in the days of Ahas
“Temple Street,” or the *“Street of
the House of God,” into which the|
men of Judah and Benjamin camé
together in the days of Ezra; and
“ Watergate Street,” where the people}
met in the days of Nehemiah. No

were the streets of the city few; fof
Jeremiah, when warning Israel against]
the increase of her false gods, says,
‘“ According to the number of thel
streets of Jerusalem have ye set up
altars to that shameful thing.” :

CHRIST'S ENTRY INTO
JERUSALEM.

AND when they drew nigh unta
Jerusalem, and were come to Beth4
phage, unto the mount of Olives, =~*{:
sent Jesus two disciples, gaying untd
them, Go into the village over against]
you, and straightway ye shall find an
ass tied, and a colt with her: loose}
them, and bring them to me. And if}
any man say aught unto you, ye shs
say, The Lord hath need of them; and]
straightway he will send them. Al
this was done, that it might be fulfilled
which was spoken by the prophet, say+
ing, Tell ye the daughter of Sion, Be-)
hold, thy King cometh unto thee, meeki
and sitting upon an ass, and a colt thel
foal of anass. And the disciples went
and did as Jesus commanded them, and}
brought the ass, and the colt, and put!
on them their clothes, and they se
him thereon. And a very great multi
tude spread their garments in the way$
others cut down branches from the}
trees, and strawed them in the wayd
And the multitudes that went. befo
and that followed, cried, sayings}
Hosanna to the Son of David : Bleased!
is he that cometh in the name of ~${‘
Lord ; Hosanna in the highest. A S
when he was cowe into Jerusalem, alf
the city was moved, saying, Who i

this! And the multitude said, Thil

is Jesus the prophet of Nazareth of ’

Galilee. (Matt. xxi. 1-11.) y

*
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The Watch at the Sepulchre.

Frou Eaat 1o West I've marched beneath
the eagleg ;
K From Pontus unto Gall,
°Pt many a watch on which, by death
surrounded,

I've seen each comrade fall.

Fear! I oong laugh until these rocks re-
echoed,

To think that I should fear—

Who have met death in every form un-
shrinking_

To watch this dead man here..

In Dacian forests, sitting by our watch-fire,
I've kept the wolves at bay ;

On Rhetian Alps escaped the ice-hills hurling
where our legion lay.

On moonless nights, upon the sands of

Libya,
An I've sat with shield firm set
d heard the lion roar; in this fore-arm
The tiger’s teeth have met.

L wea star-gazing when he stole upon me,
An Until I felt his breath,
d 8aW his jewel-eyes gleam: then he
* seized me,
And instant met his death.
My weapon in his thick-veined neck I
buried,
My feet his warm blood dyed ;
And then I'bound my wound, and till the
lnol'ning
Lay couched upon his side,

Here, though the stars are veiled, the
Peacefu] city

Lies at our feet asleep ;
eep
Romllydi:; the still more pewe;ul dead are

In slumber yet more deep,

A 10‘? Wind moaning glides amon‘g the
olives,

And gather where he lies.

And through the darkness faint pale gleams
are flying,

Wheas That touch this hill alone ;
on

thc: ﬂ!eae::euthly lights? and whence

That move upon the stone ?
If the Olyu.!pian Jove awoke in thunder,
But His great eyes I could meet ;
his, if once again they looked upon me, 1
: Would strike me to his feet.

He 1°0ket.l 88 if my brother hung there

=

THE WATCH AT THE SEPULCHRE.

»
5 And put my soul to shame,

Ny
N\

< ==

As if my mother with his eyes was pleading,
And pity overcame,
But could not save. He who in death was
hanging
On the accursed tree,

Was he the Son of God ? for so in dying
He seemed to die for me.

And all my pitiless deeds came up before me,
Gazed at me from his face :
What if he rose again and I should meet
him ! .
How awful is this place !

VIOTORY!

THAT is & thrilling word when heard
amid the smoke of battle. But it
signifies nothing compared with the
shout of triumph from the followers of
Jesus when, having fought the good
fight, they gain a final and et.;ernfsl
victory over death. As we rejo;o’e in
the promise that we who share in the
conflict will one day be enrolled among
the conquerors of ‘the king of terrors,
let us read with glad hearts the story
of our Saviour’s conquest of the grave
as recorded by Matthew in chapters
xxvii. and xxviii.

«When the even was come, there
came a rich man of Arimathea, named
Jos4;ph, who also himself was Jesus’
disciple ; he went to Pilate, and begged
the body of Jesus. Then Pilate com-
manded the body to be delivered. And
when Joseph had taken the body, he
wrapped it in a clean linen cloth, and
laid it in his own tomb, which he had
hewn out in the rock ; and he rolled a
great stone to the door of the sepulchre,
and departed. And there was Mary
Magdalene, and the other Mary, sitting
over against the sepulchre. Now the
next day, that followed the day of the
preparation, the chief priests and
Pharisees came together unto Pilate,
saying, Sir, we remember that deceiver
said, while he was yet alive, After
three days I will rise again. Command
therefore the sepulchre be made sure
until the third day, lest his disciples
come by night, and steal him away,
and say unto the people, he is risen
from the dead ; so the last error shall
be worse than the first. Pilate said
unto them, Ye have a watch; go your

way, make it as sure as ye
can. 8o they went, and
maco the sepulchre sure,
sealing the stone, and set-
ting a watch.

\ “In the end of the Sab-
Y batl), as it began to dawn
tow.rd the first day of the
wee's;, came Mary Magdalene
and the other Mary to see
the epulchre. And, behold,
ther> was a great earth-
quaie; for the angel of the
Lor | descended from heaven,
and came and rolled back the
stor 8 from the door, and sat
upon it. His countenance
was like lightning, and his
rait ient white as snow; and
for fear of him the keepers
did shake, and became as
deal men. And the angel
ans vered and said unto the
women, Fear not ye ; for I know that
ye seek Jesis, which was crucified.
He is not he'e: for he is risen, as he
said. Come, see the place where the
Lord lay. #nd go quickly, and tell
his disciples that he is risen from the
dead ; and, ehold, he goeth before
you into Galilee; there shall ye see
him ; lo, I hsve told you. And they
departed qui:kly from the sepulchre
with fear and great joy; and did run
to bring his disciples word. And as
they went to tell his disciples, behold,
Jesus met them, saying, All hail!
And they cave and held him by the
feet, and wor hipped him. Then said
Jesus unto them, Be not afraid ; go
tell my brethren that they go into
Galilee, and there shall they see me.

“ Now whe 1 they were going, behold,
some of the watch came into the city,
and showed unto the chief priests all
the things thi.t were done. And when
they were asiembled with the elders,
and had taken counsel, they gave large
money unto the soldiers, saying, Say
ye, his disciples came by night, and
stole him aw:y while we slept. And
if this come t» the governor’s ears, we
will persuade him, and secure you. So
they took the money, and did as they
were taught ; and this saying is com-
monly report«d among the Jews until
this day.

“Then th eleven disciples went
away into Galilee, into a mountain
where Jesus Iad appointed them. And
when they s:w him, they worshipped
him ; but sorie doubted. And Jesus
came and spake unto them, saying,
All power is jfiven unto me in heaven
and in earth. Go ye therefore, and
teach all nations, baptizing thelm in
the name of 1he Father, and the Son,
and the Hols Ghost; teaching them
to observe all things whatsoever I have
commanded you; and lo, I am with
you alway, .even to the end of the
world. Amen.”

———————

Gop bids you trust-his Son, Jesus.
Will you do s0, or not? If you will
not, there is 110 hope for you; if you
will, you are saved the moment that
you believe,

9%‘”% '
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THE DRUNKARD.

HAvE you seen the drunkard reel-
ing along the street with a slouchy
look and rum red eyes? Heo has spent
all his wages for that which is destroy-
ing his body, and which will at last
damn his soul. He is going home to
make his wretched family still more
wretched. He is the servant of a
hard master ; and his wages are rags,
ruination, and remorse. His reward
for good service in the ranks of King
Alcohol are bruises ahd a broken
head.

Yes, no doubt you have seen him.
Every boy has seen the drunkard
stagger past; for nearly every town
and village in the land has its drunk-
ards. All of these drunkards that
you have and all that you have not
seen were once, like yourself, boys
with never a thought in their pure
souls of growing up into the most
debasing of all God’s creatures, drunk-
ards.

There was a time in the life of each
when he took the first dram ; and this
was the very time when he crossed
the danger-line and went over into the
enemy’s country. How much better
would it have been if they each had
seen the danger right then and there,
and beat a hasty retreat over into the
ranks of the cold-water army, where
they would have been safe,

There is no safety for a boy who
does not want to become a swagger-
ing sot but in the total-abstinence
plan. This is the Bible plan : “Touch
not, taste not, handle not the unclean
thing.”

TWO NIGHTS IN THE BAR-ROOM

Rev. G. C. RANEIN has spent two
nights in the bar-rooms of Chattanooga
(Happy is that city whose bar-rooms
can be visited in two nights), and has
told in twelve lectures what he saw
and the thoughts which were stirred
by what he saw. These thoughts are
fervent, strong and wise. They con-
tain a terrific indictment against the
bar-room, and sustain that indictment
to the uttermost by a terrible array
of facts. The license system in the
State is more infamous than the sale
of indulgences by Tetzel.. 1t is but
‘the sale of indulgences to breed and
foster all the forms of crime known to
man, and all the forms of misery
under which man or woman or child
can suffer. We recommend all such
books. It takes a long time to arouse
public indignation against a vice
which has been before men constantly |
everywhere and for ages. But let the
light be flashed behind the screens and
into the cellars, and let the demon
that burrows under our gilded civil-
ization be dragged forth to the sight
of all men, and let our legislators look
upon his horrid front and say whether
he shall any longer have the shelter of
the law. Price 25 cents. Order of

Rev. €. CO. Rankin, Chattanooga,
Tenn. ,

L
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Good Friday.

W3 look away from the sunshine
That cometh after cold,
To think of a Spring-day darkened
O'er a wondrous scene of old ;
Of the nailed hands that were full of grace,
Of an anguished love in a dying face.

Oh, what was in that Sufferer,
That we scarce can bear to think,
Even to-duy, of the bitter cup
That our Saviour had to drink ?
He holds us close, with an aching love,
And our hearts cry out for our Friend
above. o

For, though we think of Calvary
With tears of grief to-day,
And follow hiw, as patiently
He walked the dolorous way,
Until on the cross he drooped his head,
Yet we seek not the living among the dead.

We know that he lives forever,
And if earth were dumb with woe,
No silence would fall on the angels
For the days of Lent below,
And we who weep for sin may raise
To him to-day a song of praise.

And so 'tis not all sorrow,
Though the day with shade be dim,
There are undertones of trinmph,
Heard through our solemn hymn,
Once on the Cross Immanuel died,
But he keeps perpetual Easter-tide.

He bids the hopeful daisies
Look up and laugh to-day ;
The lark at early matins
Sing out a joyful lay ;
And we pour forth our grateful love
To the living King who reigns above.

We seek his gift of pardon,
We bend our heads to take
His gracious benediction,
And then, for his dear sake,
Go forth some weary onea to cheer,
And bid them know the Lord is near,
MARIANNE FARNINGHAM.

DICK'S EASTER OFFERING.

“ WaY do they bring flowers at East-
er, Miss Ray?” asked Dick of his Sun-
day-school teacher.

The superintendent had just express-
ed a desire that all who could should
give flowers to decorate the room for
Easter Sunday.

“ Because,” she answered, “it is a
beautiful way of showing our belief in
the resurrection of our Lord and our
hope in the blessed future life which he
has purchased for us. As Christ was
imprisoned in the tomb, so thingslove-
ly in nature have been imprisoned in
the grasp of winter.
the chains of death and the grave, so
the leaves and flowers break through
fetters of winter, and we bring them to
make sweeter our rejoicing in the glory
of Easter-day.” v

“1 wish I had some flowers for next
Sunday,” said Dick to himself. But
he had none at home, and no means of
getting any, for he could not take a
cent from the small sum he had earned
by running errands and doing odd bits
of work out of school, which was to be
added to the Easter fund for missions.

On Saturday morning he lingered
near a greenhouse, looking wistfully at
the flowers within, all so lovely in their
waxy white or soft colourings. *People
. inside seemed very busy, and he at

And as he broke

length ventured {n and asked if he could
do anything.

“No; we can’t be bothered—stop
though |—yes, you can carry this bas-
ket up to Judge Ward’s.”

He did it and some other errands, for
for which he was paid six cents. They
were very new bright ones, and he was
glad to have them to add to his store,
but he looked longingly at a little rose-
bush which grewin a pot. It was
very small, and had but one white rose
on it—and they had so many others.
“Could I have that instead ?” he ask-
ed, hesitatingly, of the sharp-featured
woman.

“ That !
money.
such”

“I want to take it to church for
Easter,” said Dick, very humbly.

“The likes of you to be bothering
with such nonsense! You'd better
keep your money for yourself, and let
those that can give to churches. What
good do they do, [ wonder—except,’
she added, with a laugh, “to bring us
a little more custom from folks that
have such silly notions 1”

In the afternoon Dick’s teacher call-
ed for his Easter money-—it was to be
added to what the others had, and sent
in as one offering. Ile brought the
tin cup in which he had kept it, and
poured it into her hand. ‘“But you're
not going to give this gold-piece, are
you'l” she said, holding up one of the
coins.

“Gold-piece! Isn'tita cent?” asked
Dick, in great astonishment.

“No; it's worth two dollars and
fifty cents, don’t you see”

“Somebody has given it to me by
mistake, I suppose,” he said.

“I suppose you can easily find out
who it belongs to,” said Miss Ray, as
ghe wished him good-by.

Two dollars and a half! Dick could
not help thinking how many things
such a large sum would buy for him-
gelf and for his mother. He began
trying to persuade himseif that per-
haps some one might have .really in-
tended to give him the money, or, if
not, that it would be impossible for
him to find its owner. And for one
hour the tempter almost had his way
with poor Dick. But then better
thoughts came. How could he go to
Sunday-school—and on the day when
children gathered with bright faces snd
innocent, happy hearts to celebrate the
Lord’s triumph over sin and death—
with a burden of sin on hissoul ? Just
as twﬂlght settled down, he appeared
at the florist’s door.

“No; there’s nothing for you to do
now,” said she, sharply; “and I haven't
time to waste on boys.”

““Please to look just one moment,
ma'am,” he said, holding out the gold-
piece. “Didn’t you give me this with
the cents you paid me ?”

The woman’s face changed. “I do
believe it’s that gold-piece ! ” she said,
taking it. ‘Yes, my boy ; it was paid
me this morning, and I knew I must
'a’ paid it out by mistake. Well!”

It's worth five times the
‘What do.you want with

she went on, looking curiously at him,
“who sent you back with it ?”

“Nobody, ma’am.”

“Then why didn’t you keepit? No-
body would have known.”

“God would have known,” said Dick,
looking soberly up at her. “And to-
morrow’s Kaster Sunday, and Miss
Ray says that if we belong to Christ
he must rise in our hearts and reign
there as he rose out of the grave to
reign in heaven.”

““So that’s what you learn in Sunday-
school, is i6%”

“Yes, ma’am. Good-night.”

“Wait a minute—here’s a flower
that's left over. Wouldn’t you like that
for to-morrow %”

Dick’s eyes shone at sight of the

beautiful lily. But he drew back a|
“Not to pay me just for doing

little.
what was right?” he half questioned.

“No,” she said, more earnestly.
“Not to pay you; only to make right
seem a little pleasanter, and because
you've made me think more of Sunday-
schools than T ever did before.”

And Dick was surely the happiest
boy who carried a flower to church on
Easter morning.— Young Folks' Friend.

g

DR. COKE'S TRACT.

ALL young Methodists who read the
Preasaxt Hours ought to know that
Dr. Thomas Coke was the first bishop
of the Methodist Episcopal Church in
America. Francis Asbury was elected
bishop at the same time—December,
1748—and was ordained by Bishop
Coke. On one of his journeys, while
attempting to cross a river, Dr. Coke
missed the ford, and, getting into deep
water, was nearly drowned; but, catch-
ing hold of a bough, he succeeded at
last in reaching land in safety. After
drying his clothes in the sun, he con-
tinued his journey, and met a man
who directed him to the nearest village,
and told him to inquire for a good
lady’s house. This he ‘did, and was
hospitably received, every kindness and
attention being shown him by his hos-
tess. The next morning the Doctor
took his leave of his new-found friends,
and went his way.

After ahout five years, he happened
to be again in America, and while
journeying to one of the States in com-
pany with several other gentlemen, a
young man desired to speak with him
alone, and asked him if he remembered
being in a certain part of America five
years before !

“Yes, I do,” replied the Doctor.

“ And do you recollect that, in at-
tempting to cross a river, you were
nearly drowned "

“J remember it quite well.”

“ And do you recollect going to the
house of a widow lady, in the vxllwe
near?”

% Yes, indeed ; and never shall I for-
get the kindness she showed me.”

“Then do you remember leaving a
tract at that lady’s house when you
went away 1"

“I do not recollect that,” said the

Doctor. “But it is \ery possible tha.&
I may have done so.”

“Well, sir,” said the young man,
“you did leave a tract in the house.
That lady read it, and the Lord bless-
ed the reading of*it to her conversion.
Tt was also the means of the conversion

of several of her children and neigh-
bours ; and now there is quite a little
company of, believers in' that village,

But I have not yet told you all. I amy
one of that lady’s nbﬂglren and wa

converted through the’ bl&smg of thd
Lord upon my reading that.tract; and
now I am seeking - to win othels ol
Christ.” ~

Pa : i

PERIT.OUS ROCKS.
N. M. WILLIAMS, :

Nor all rocks are safe places.  Somé
of them are among the most dangerous
places in the world In Januarygd
1876, a fearful gale swept over the]
Eastern States. Narragansett Bayy
usually so quiet and beautiful, wé&
roused to fury. In the harbour of the
town where ‘I lived, a schooner was
seen dragging her anchor down the bay.
toward the ocean. Not many men|
would have ventured from the shore to
save her. But, yonder is a boat! I
carries the young man in whose care
the vessel had been'left. The fury off
the waves makes it impossible to board,
it.  Dashed wildly about the ba.y
drenched by the ice-cold waters, chillod]
to the vitals, the man is thrown a#
length upon a well- known rock. Twa
long hours, amid the howling blasts ol ;
the gale, he offers prayer for deliver-
ance. He is indeed upon a rock ; butj
the rock will be his grave, unless some.
courageous ones shall soon bring himj
help. A life-boat islaunched. Many]
an anxious eye is watching it, as fou

brave men, in peril of their own lives,§

row toward the spot. God crowns thej
effort with his blessing, and the im-
perilled man is restored, half dead, to
his home. As at length he became
able to walk the streets, and we heard
him tell the story of his rescue, it]
gave us a more impressive view of the
fact that there are rocks which arel
perilous places for human souls
Theatres, houses of ill report, the card-}
table, novels stuffed with exciting
scenes of passion and murder, the,
liquor-room, are full of evil and death.}
Nor is it less true that he who rejects}
or overlooks the necessity of Christ’s]
substitutional, vicarious sufferings, and
trusts in his own morality for accepty
ance with God, is in peril equally
great. Jesus Christ, accepted in peni-
tence and faith, is the Rock, and the
only Rock which is safe for sinful]
man. False doctrine, truth diluted
with error to make the truth morej
acceptable to the skepticism of the]
age, are destructive of man’s higheg
interests. May the young member
of the churches make the needful disf
tinction between the rocks which are]
perilous and the Rock which is safe. ,

‘ol

“Love is the fulfilling of the law

o
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' ; The Fire by the Sea.
THERE were seven fishers with nets in their
hands,
And they walked and talked by the sea-side
sands; ’
ThYe,t sweet as the sweet dew-fall .
5 wﬁ’ﬁd]?) they spake, gthough they spake

A o s w’

crw# the long, dim centuries flow,
And we know them one and all—
Aye, know them and love them all

ie"en sad men # the days of old ;
nd bue was géntle and 6ne was bald, ®
T l;‘hld they walked with downward eyes.
e bold was Peter, and the gentle was
And i Jobn ;
nd they gll were sad, for the Lord was
gone,
Afl,d they knew, not if he would rise—
new nat if the dead would rise.

%::i}i\’zlon.g‘ r.light, till the moon went out,
Bot ;9\vx11ug waters they beat about,
Ant slow t‘hrough the fog their way 3
t:e. S:fﬂs dropped down with the
Inging wet,
And no man dfew b;m an empty net;
%}ng llf)w ‘twas the break of day-—
<€ great glad breuk of the day.

':'Cast Yyour nets on the other side,”
(Twas Jesus speaking across the tide);
B\f}nl[l.“wy cast and were dragging hard.
Ut that disciple whom Jesus Joved
(“.“Cd straightway out, for his heart was
moved, R
It is our risen Lord.” '

"I;]:l?n Simon, girding his fisher’s coat,
Rt over the uets and out of the boat—
K:}'ext‘ilmt (%f "thcm all was le, ‘
i P:u ’mg‘s(;w;'qf denial past,
© leared po longer his net to' cast
g)\ke&n wachor into the sca—
Down’ deep in the hungry sea.
An

n 1 the otheys, through the mists so dﬁn,

the litl ship came after him,

Dh\ggiu 3
fsing their net th ide: -
And when the through the tide;

They saw 5
And, witl
Jesus, th,

¥ had gotten close to the land
fire of couls on the sand,

 arms of love so wide,

¢ orucitied |

Sl'm long, ana long, and long ago
nce the 1osy lights hegan to flow
A’()ler the hills of Galilee,

Tl:«(z w\ 1.t,l\ eager cyes and lifted hands
v seven fishers saw on the sands
The fire of eouls Ly the sea--

On the wet, wild sands by the sea.

s
I::lls; long 4305 yet faith in onr souls

Tlmdled Just by that five of coals
\Vhel:et ;tl‘ea.me(.l o.’er the mists of the sea,
oo 'eter, girding his fisher's coat,

1L over the nets aud out of the boat,
@ answer, “ Loyv'st thou me?”
lirice over, ““ Lov'st thou me?”
Axvice CAREY.

e

LETTER ‘FROM BEREN'S RIVER,
- N.W.T* .

BY MRB. ENOS LANGFORD.

H:{,SU‘I'POSE tth readers of PLEASANT
. RS often think of . the lonely mis-
?}‘:“:“t‘;:?s :{t thg glad Cll{l'@ét.lxlzfs t,ivmes.
thesr be. louehest paths in life have
happ{uf}g 1t spots, v;md the greatest |
someth(‘s%, often comes to us in doing |
, g to make. others happy. I
.Shall tell you Yow we spent  those
J(;.Y‘"ls days which are just past.  We |
zi;";’“;::‘tl‘y to have our Cliristimas

T as:much as possible like those
we so oft'en‘enijbyed at home in the

* 3 ) : ! i
So fur off'is this place that this letter

was s1 . .
‘E SIX wecks on its journey fo Toronto.
—Ep, 0, dor

veceived pretty dolls.

long ago; only, as turkeys do not
“grow” in this cold climate we sub-
stitute venison or beef. With this
exception, and the absence of the dear
faces, our dinner was served in the
usual Christmas fashion. After dinner
we all went to the church to make
preparation for the evening entertain-
ment, which consisted of a tea-meeting
and concert; for you know the poor
Indian enjoys tea and cakes, music and
speeches, as well as you do in the
civilized world. Our Christmas trees
were well lighted and heavily laden
with warm clothing for the children
who had attended school during the
Several of the little girls
These, together
with several other little fancy articles,
made our trees look quite pretty, at
lenst so thought the dear children.
A small “jumping-jack,” having a long
invisible string attached, which was
pulled by a person concealed behind
the tree, afforded a great deal of
amusement for young and old, who
had never seen anything like it, and
could not imagine how he could go
through so many performances without

past year.

aid. But, of course, the secret came

out before the evening was over. For
it would not be quite safe to keep
such secrets from the Indians, lest it
should add fuel to their innate super-
stition. The children sang several of
the popular Sabbath-séhool songs, and
the missionary, chief, and others made
suitable- addresses. When we were
prut to close the exercises, the chief
requested us to sing, “Take the name

‘| of Jesus with you,” as a closing hymn.

We spent a joyous evening and the
greatest harmony prevailed.. The week
after Christmas was spent in making
preparations for the great feast of the
year, which took place on New Year's

{ Day. 1If you had seen our tables, you

might have imagined for the tie,
at least, that you were nat so very far
removed from civilization. They were
well loaded with roast and boiled
venison, pork, rabbits and partridges.
good loaf bread and buns in abundance ;
plum-puddings, apple pies, rice and
bannocks, nearly all of which had been
cookede in the missionary's kitchen.
Several of our people who could not
attend through illness were remem-
bered during the day, and doubtless
appreciated the good thihgs sent
themn, though deprived of the social
enjoyments.

WHAT MAKES PAUPERS?

OxE day a gentleman in Loncon was
taking his favourite walk near Regent’s

| Park. As he went on his way he saw
'an old man sitting down under the

shadow of a tree. He knew from his
dress that he was- an-immnate of the
neighbouring almshouse.

« What a pity it is, my friend,” said
the gentleman, “that o man of your
age should have to. spend the rest of
your days in the poor-house.  How old
are you$” o

«Close unto eighty, sir.”

“What is your trade?”

¢ Carpenter, sir.”

“That’s a good trade to get a living
by. Now, let me ask you plainly, were
you in the habit of taking intoxicating
liquors ”

“No, sir; that is, I only took my
beer three times a day, as the rest of
the men did." But I never was a
drunkard.”

«1 should like to know how much a |

day your beer cost, you ?”

“ About sixpence a day.”

“Now, how long did you continue
to use it in that way ¢”

“ About sixty years.”

The gentleman took out his pencil,
while the old man went on talking
about his temperate habits, and the
misfortunes that had overtaken him.

“ Now, my friend,” said the gentle-
men, “temperate ag your habits have
been, let me tell you that your sixpence
a day for six years at compound ip-
terest has cost you the sum of $16,130.
If, instead of spending that money for
drink, you had laid it aside for your
old age, you might now, in place of
living in a poor-house, and being dress-
ed as a pauper, have an income of £150,
or $750, a year. That would give you
£3 a week for your support.”

In the United States the amount of |
intoxicating ‘liquors used in a year

would fill a canal four feet deep, four-

teen feet wide, and 120 miles in length. »

If all the liquor saloons and hotels of
New York City were placed in. opposite
rows, they would make a street like
Broadway, eleven miles in length.  The
places in which liquor is sold in"that
country, if placed in a direct line, would
make a street 100 miles long. The
drunkards of America in ranks of five
abreast would form a procession” 100
miles in length. That great- army,
500,000 strong, goes on to swift and
sure destruction.

<

ABOUT QUICKSILVER.

O~E of the most curious, properties
of quicksilver is its capability of dis-
solving, or of forming amalgams with,
other metals. A sheet of gold foil

‘dropped into quicksilver disappears

almost as quickly as a snow-flake when
it drops into water. It has the power
of separating or of readily dl"ssolving
those refractory motals which are not
acted upon by our most powerful
acids. The gold and silver miners
pour it into their machines holding
the powdered gold-bearing quartz ; and
although nq human eye can detect a
trace of the precious substance, so fine
are the particles, yet the liquid metal
will hunt them out and- incorporate
them into its mass. 'By subsequent
distillation it yields the precious metal
into the hands of the winers in a state

J of virgin purity.

Several years ago, while lecturing
on chemistry before a class of ladies,
we had occasion to purify some quick-
silver by forcing it through chamois-
leather. The leather Yemained on the
table after the lecture; and an old

lady, thinking it would be very nice
to wrap her gold spectacles in, accord-
ingly appropriated it to this purpose.
The next morning she came to us in
great alarm, stating that the gold had
wysteriously disappeared, and that
uothing was left in the parcel but the
glasses. Sure enough, the quicksilver
remaining in the pores of the leather
had amalgamated with the gold and
entirely destroyed the spectacle frames.
It was a mystery which we never
could explain to the old lady’s satis-
faction.—Lereside Scisnce.

o

In the Cross of Christ I Glory.

““In the Cross of Chuist T glory,”
Sweetly sung with lisping tongue,
Caught his lips the sacred story
Loved ones o'er his eradle sung 5
Caught his car the tuneful measure,
Ere his heart saw in the rhyme
Mortals’ hope of Heaven’s treasure,
“Tow'ring o'er the wrecks of time.”

“In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Sang his youth’s maturer years,
Saug as blithely, promissory,

As the lark when summer nears;
“When the woes of life o'ertake me,”
Rose as bubibles children toss, ‘

« Never shall the Cross forsake me,”

Al, would he forsake the cross?
¢« In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Proudly sang his manhood’s prime,
Though his soul swept transitory
As the whisp’ring wings of time ;
"¢“When the sun of bliss is beaming,”
A, so blindingly it shone,
¢ From the Cross the radiance streaming,”
Lighted up his lips alone.

¢ In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Sang a trusting child again,
Bowed the head with sorrows hoary,
Now as humble, meek a8 then.
“Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,”
And all these his soul had tried,
Hearts and lips poured forth the measure,
“ By the Cross are sanctified.”
» » LR » » - -
““In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Tolled the bells in measures slow ;
¢ In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Sang the singers sweet and low ;
Spake the pastor of the glory
“Tow’ring o’er the wrecks of time,”
-~ Qver there is heard the story,
¢ ({athered 'round its head sublime.”
—The Century.

P

PRAYER HINTS.

HaAvEe something special to pray for
each day.

Pray as though you meant to have
an answer, no matter what may
happen.

Think, before you pray, what you
mean to ask for. You would not ask
a favour of any one until you thought
beforehand what you needed. So
stiudy first your needs, then pray God
to supply.

You may pass a day comfortably
without prayer, but a day begun with
prayer will prove a far better one.
God will make up to you in some way
before the day ends the time spent in
prayer at the beginning. .

Prayer in the morning fasténs the,
whole day to God. To start a day
without prayer is to begin it without
God. In doing that you take upon’.
yourself a most fearful responsibility. -
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Easter.

Oxce more the yearly miracle
1s wrought before our eyes,

And over all our waking carth
A tender boauty lica—

A rupt expectance of dosire,
\When soon the pomp shall be

Ot drifting blossoms rolling far
Liko billows of tho sea.

Fair Spring ! she comes with lilies pale,
Like vestal virgine white

Who hear the bridegroom and the bride,
Anud meot them in the night;

Fair Spring | sho bears u seal divine,
For on her shining way

She gives the world her Eaden back
On every Faster day.

Qur hearts, that waited at the door
Uf Joscph's guarded tomb,

Exalted are in wondrous joy
Above their grief and gloom—

For oft as Easter's moining light
Along the sky is poured,

We hail the Prince of endless life—
Our mighty risen Lond,

No bond of death could hold him fast
Or stono could shut him in—

The sinless One, who 1aid him down
The sacrifice for sin.

In mortal weakness we forget
How strong our souls should be,

Since Christ has risen, and man lives
For all eternity.

o

SOWING AND REAPING.

A promsiNg lad was Tim Joues.
He started out with very bright
chances before him.  His father had
money enough to send him to school,
and he became a very bright scholar.
He was a kind, good-natured bay, and
everybody liked him and spoke well of
him. But when ho wasaway atschool
a Jeak in his character was started.
A lot of jolly fellows got him into
their crowd and persuaded him to take
# dram of strong drink.  He did not
feel easy about that at first. Helknow
it was not right. He knew it would
grieve his dear father and mother if
they knew it; but he said to himself ;
“I don’t mean to keep this up. 1
don't want to offend these fellows,
but I'll soon be away from here ; then
T'll be all right again”  But before
he was away from there he had a very
strung taste for intoxicating drinks,
and it was not many years until every-
body knew him a8 Timn Jones, the
drunkard.

11¢ i3 a pauper now ; that is, he has
nothing to live on save what people
give him. Ho sits by the road-side
and begs.  Yet he might have had a
nice home, with plenty of kind friends
around him, and plenty to eat and
drink and to wear. But when he was
uway at school the leak wus started
which ended in wreckiug all his
hopes for this life; yes, and I am
afraid all his hopes for the world to
come.

“ Touch not, tasto not, handle not"
the accursed stuff’})

When Tim Jones was at school he
had a playmate named Thomas Stew-
art. His father was dead, and his
mother had hard work to earn aliving
for her children. But she mannged to
do it with their help. And she herself
taught them very faithfully the Word

of God. The mother amd all the chil-
dren uro dead now—all vut Thomns,
and he says, “1 am just waiting.”
Ho is not rich now. 1o never wus
rich, but he always was ible to earn
an honest living for hiwsclf and his
family. He lives now with his chil-
dren and grandchildren, who are all
very kind to him.  Thi makes him
very happy. But ho :ould not be
happy with theso comfos and kind-
nesses alone.  When he was n boy he
learned the first Psalm. ¢ Blessed iy
the man that walketh not in the
counsel of the ungadly, ncr standeth in
tho way of sinners, nor atteth in the
geat of the scornful.  But his delight
i8 in the law of the Tord; and in his
law doth he meditate day and night.”

He learned that it wis not in tho
company of gay, wicked fellows that
he could find true delighs; he learned
that not even true frient.s could mako
him perfectly happy. it is only by
meditation on God's Word, and talking
with Jesus by means Jf his Word,
and by having tho love of Jesus in
his heart, that he could be perfectly
happy.

Which man do you wish to be like,
Tim Jones or Thomus Stewart?

I know which you wil say. But
remember that you must «tart right if
you want to end right.

“The sins of youth ans the shadows
of old age."—QOlive Planis.
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PRESERVED SUNJHINE,

Littee Edith watchol her mother
putting up strawberries and asked
her what they were.  1a- mother told
her, ¢ Preserves,” and esplained how
they would keep to b used nest
winter.

A few days afterwands Edith was
out in the field gathering wild flowers,
When she came in she nid, * Now,
mamma, I have some preerves, too—
preserved sunshine.  J  think God
preserved it so.”

And what do you thiik she had?
Why, a handful of dandelions! But
that was a pretty navis for them,
wasn't it}

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUAR!ER.

STUDIYS IN THE OLD T/ TAMENT.
B.C.1715.) LESSON II. [April 10,
JOSEII EXALTKCL.,

Gen, 41. 38-48. Commit to 1 1em. v, 38-40.

GoroeN Text

Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust
also in him, and he ¢hall briag it to puss.
Psa. 37. 5.

QuTLINE,

1. The Counsell,e,
2. The Ruler.

TMe—1715 B.C. Thirt.~n years since
events of last lesson.

Pracr.—FEgypt, at Pharav. s capital, per-
haps at )!éti‘lgpybi. or Helioputis, P xrt;:u
was built later.

ExprrANATIONS.—AMfaRr in ¢-%om the Spirit
of God is—That is, one who 14 endowed with,
ability to exccute such & plin as has just
becn unfolded by Joseph. Only in the
throne—He thus niakes the recond ruler in
his abaolute monarchy. 7oct off his ring—
The signct ring was the spexial symbol of

office or authority, Vestures of fine linen—
The peculinr dress of the Egy[i)tian priests.
1 am Pharaok —He pledges his royal word
and takes oath by his namo aa representative
of the gods that Josoph should be supreme.
By handfuls—Not literally, the exprossion
aignifies tho wonderful fertility of tho earth
in those years,

Teacuings or Tur Lzssox,

Where, in this lesson, aro we taught—
1. That wisdom is the gift of God ?
2. 'That God can overrule ovil for good?
3. That cconumy is a Christian virtue?

Tiw LxssoN CaTecniss,

L. \What wrong was done Joscph in
Egypt? He was put into prison. 2. Who
was with Juseph in prison?  The Lord.
3. What led to his rcleass from prison?
His interpreting King Pharnoh’s dream.
4. How did Pharaoh honour Joseph? By
naking him ruler over Egypt. 5. \What is
said in the Goroex Texr? ¢ Commit thy
way,”ete. 6. How did Joaeph show wisdom
in his rulo over Egypt? By providing for
the famine,

DoctiriNaL StacksTioN.—The providence
of God,

CaTrciism  QUESTIONS.

17. Why were they commanded not to
cat of this fruit? ‘To try them whether
they would obey God or not.

18, Whercin lay the ovil of eatin
the forbidden fruit? In the spirit o
disobedience to God, unto whom, as their
Creator and Benefactor and Lord, they
ought to have been in entire submission?

B.C. 1500.] LESSON IIL  (April 17.
JOSENH MAKES HIMSELY KNOWN,

Gen. 45. 1.15.  Commit to mem. v, 13.15,

GorpxrN Txxr.
Qvercome evil with good. Rom. 12. 21,

OuTLINE, -

1. A Brother,
2, The Son.

Timx.~~1706 B.C. The year of the de-
scent into Egypt.  Two hundred aud fifteen
years after the call of Abram, two hundred
und fifteen years before tho exodus from
Egypt.

Prace.—The capita) of Egypt.

ExrrLaNaTions.—Hefrain  Aimself—Could
not withhold his tears. howse of
Pharaoh—The members of the royal house.
hold ; slaves and ninisters. T'roubled at his
presence—Witness the power of conscience,
Earing nor harvest—That is, Kl:ughing nor
harvesting. To ear is an old English word,
ot used now, meaning to plough, and is
probably fromn the sume original as the Latin
word urare. 7o preserve you « posterity
—T'hat is, to sccure you from utter destruc.
tion, and so fulfil the promise made to
thar fathers. A father to Pharaoh—A
wise and coofidential friend and counsellor,

Txacuings or Tux Lrssox,

Where, in this lcsson, are we taught—
1. The power of a guilty conscience?
2. The s'\’xty of forgiving injuries?
3. That children nhouhhmnour parents?

Tux LyssoN CatechisM, »

1. What came upon all the lands while
Joscph was ruler over Egypt?! A great
famine. 2. Who came down to Egypt to
buy food? The brothersof Joseph. 3. How
did Juseph at first act toward them? He.
treated them roughly. 4. How did he
afterward treat them? He forgave them
freely. 5. What is tho teaching of the
lexson as shown in the Goubxx Txxr?
“ Qvercome,” ete.

DocTRINAL  SUGGESTION. — Human re.

sponsibility.
CATECHISM QUEXSTION.

19. Into what state did the fall bring
mankind? Into a state of sin and muel.?

Romans v. 12. Through one man sin
entered into the world, and.death through
sin; and so death passed unto all nmen, for
that all sinned.

. Tux power to do hard work is no
talent ; it is the best possible substi-
tute for it.

OxE of tho great mistakes which
people are constantly making is over-
looking small opportunities, and wait-
ing for great ones.

HOME STUDY.
CANADIAN

Homs Reaing Cincle

Organized in accordance with a resolution
of General Conferance of 1888
For pull particulars—Constitution, efc.—
see February “ Banner."

0OURSE OF READING FOR 1087, |

The following books are recommended by
the General Conference Comimittes for
home reading during 1887

Assembly Bible Qutlines, J, H. Vincent,
D.D, 12cents.

Ricliandson's Temperancs Lessons. 28 cants.

British and Canadian History., Adams &
Robertson. 35 centa.

Christian Evidences. J. H, Vincent, D.D,
12 ceuts.

\Vhat is Education? By Prof. Phelps. 12
cents,

And Socrates. By Prof. Phelps. 12c.

The Complete List will be supplied for
$1.00 ne’ postfree.

. L. S. C.

COURSE O READING

FOR 1886-87.

REQUIRED READINGS,

-

PRICES TO MEMBERS.

Walks and Talks in the Geological
Field, By Alex, Wiunchell, LL.D.,
of Michigan University. 12mo... §1 10

Recreationsin Astronomy. By Henry
W. Warren, D.D., LL.D. 12mo..

Sketches froin English History, By
Prof. A. M. Wheeler, A M., of

Yalo College. {Not required of
Class of 1887.) 12mo............

Foglish Literature. By Prof. H. A.
Beers, A M., of Yale College.
10010 tiovieeecncennonnnarniens O

Classic French Course in English, By
Dr. W. C. Wilkinson. 16mo...... 0

Warren Hastings. By Lord Macaulay.
{Special C. L. 8. C. Edition.) 18mo 0 50

A Short History of the Early Church.
By J. F, Hurst, D.D., LL.D. 168mo

The Christian Religion. By George
P. Figher, D.D., LL.D., Professor
of Ecclesiastical History in Yale
College, 16mo.....0.cevuuen....

0 50.

0 €0,

Complete Set mailed poet-free on'
receipt of $6.25.

Chantanqus “ Gem” Calendar

Post-free, net 50 Cents.
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78 and 80 King 8t. East, Toronto;
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