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A Timo of Gladnoss.
BY MARIANNE PARNINGHAM.

There never was such gladnesz,
As cumes with Easter-tido,
For everything seems llving
‘'hat In the autumn dioed;
And we who feel within us
Death elther far or near,
Can look along the future,
Korgetting paln and fear,
Ifor Chirist, with Joy of Easter Day,
Bids care and sorrow pass away.

Oh. merry {s the singing,
Ut bird-songs new and n)d,
And morry 18 the playing
Of lumbs about the fold;
And merry js the rushing
Of free sun-lighted rills,
And merry are the breezes
That swoop across the hills:
And everything s full of mirth
\When Easter-blesring wakes tho earth.

it 18 tho resurrection
That follows trfter death,
Which moves the life below the sod,
And stirg spring’s baimy breath;
And flowers arise in thousands
To answer to its call,
I'or everything is happy
That God 18 over all;
And Easter is his gift to men,
To teach them they shall live agaln.

‘Mid primroses and violets,
The while they take their way,
‘'hey read the Father's promise,
And trust the coming day;
IFor 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
\WWhen 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;

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

As fajthful, loving servants,
Devoted unto thee:

Living, because our Lord has died,

in the full joy of Eastertide.

ADRIFT ON AN ICEBERG.

BY REV. GEORGE J. 8OND, EDITOR OF
The Wesleyan.

I

Tom Grant was an old weather-beaten
salt, who, for many a year, bad given
2p the sea, and was ending his days in
a little white cottage just above one of
those broad and curving beaches that
slope g0 picturesquely down to the waters
of Beston Bay. Many a summer's even-
ing you would find him seated on
an upturned boat by the water's
edge, and surrounded by a group
of bright-ftaced boys, eagerly watching
him, as uaig deft fingers carved out boats
and clippers for their amusement, or
listening, with great round eyes full of
childhood’s awe and wonder, as he told
them stories of his past lite—of the
strange lands and peoples he had seen,
or the stirring and startling e “ventures
through which he had cfl,_ passed.
One lovely evening in the beginning of
August, as the setting sun was lighting
up the distant city and flashing upon
the gllded dome of the State House, the
old man’s eyes were fixed upon it with
more than passing interest apparently,
for a sigh escaped his lips, as he shaded
his eyes with his hand and looked
steadily at the sunlit dome,

*Come, Uncle Tom,’ exclaimed one
of the boys, “ do tell us a story to-night,
we have an hour yet before we have to
go indoors, and there's lots of time to
tell us a good long story.”

This appeal was warmly seconded by
the rest of the little company, and the
old man, glancing lovingly over the
earnest faces, looked up once more 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 mind,
of somethin® that happened to me many
long years ago—somethin’ that changed
my whole life; an’ I'l] just tell you about
that, T think. TYou know, although I'm
an Englishman, T spent a good many
years down there in Newfoundiand, and
you've heard me tell, lots o* times, about
the seals and the codfish dowa in that
country. Well, just forty-five years ago
this very spring, I was chipped in a
brig called the Skipwith. out of the port
of St. John's, Newfoundiand, for the
sealing voyage—goin’ to the ice, as they
catled it down there. We left po.-
somewhece about the first of March, and
for a few days had falr wiuds and open
waters, but the wind changing, we got
jammed in the ice off the mouth of
White Bay, an’ thero we stuck for three
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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 lece nipped up so tight,
we was afeared the ship would be
crushed, However, at last the wind
veered, an’ we got clear, an’ bogan look-
In' about for seals. It wasn't long bo-
fore we saw signr of ‘em, an' followin®
up a lead of water wo came upoen ‘em—

. great lots of ‘em, too, an’ in prime ordor.

* We worked hard, 1 tell ‘ee; out all
day, early an’ late, killin’ and sculpin’
an’ haulin' '‘em aboard; and they was
that plenty that we soon had our vessol
full, an' was thinkin’ of bearin' up for
home. We was loaded sc deep that ft
was dangerous to be in aay kind of a
sen, for the skipper wusg that eager to
malke up for lost time that he piled ‘em
aboard un?ll the decks was full, and thora
was hardly room to move about. So we
bore up for home with a nlce, light
breeze behind us, and was rejoicin’ at
the thought of the fine load of pelts we'd
manuged to get, after belng jammed up
80 long. ‘'Twas weli on to the begin-
nin’ of April when wo got the seals. and
the weather was gettin’ mlld and plea-
sant, 80 wo bowled along nice und steady
for two or three days, for there was
enough Ice about to keep the water
smooth,

* We passed some terrible heavy fce—
big islands of it, somo 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 noxt day, when, all
of a sudden. the wind chopped round to

and know sho was goin' down tmmediate.
There was no time to do aavthing, there
was no time to think of doin’ anything.
Oh! the awful sounds of that minute.
I''t nover forget It to the day of my
death; the crashing of timbers, the hoarse
‘olo of the sca agalnst the ice, tho swirl
of the wators as they sucked (n our
good ship, and, above all, the shricks
and crits of mnny poor fellows on her
deck, ns, In a moment, they was swept
down ¢n thelir death. I'll nover forget it
-—never;” and the old man's volce broke
down, snd the tears rolled over h.s
cheoks, wWhile the awe-stricken children
looked at him, with solomn faces and
quivering 1ips.

*\Well, my dears,” he continued, after
o pause, drawing his slecve acrose his
eyes as he spoko, “ 1 thought it was all
up with me at that moment, and, indeed,
I hardly had time to say, ‘God have
morcy on me,’ when tho water closed
over me, and I felt myself going down,
down, down, evor so far, with tho sec-
tion of the slnking vessel. [ must have
jost mys«lf somewhat, for the next thiug
1 knew I was strikin’ my hecad sharply
against something, and 1 found myself
atloat and close to a ldrge plece of float-
ing timber. I laid uold of it and climbed
on top, and I founc it was a bit of a
broken yard, and that it would bear me
up well. It was almost night, and [
could scercely see anything for the tnick
fog and growing darkness, as I peered
anxiously round and listened, in hopes
of seeing or hearing something of the
other poor fellows. I shouted agaln and
again, 8an’ my volce seerued to come
back to me from the blg island of fce
Hke tho echo you boys often hear among
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the south’ard auna biew a perfect gale.

Well, we was that top-heavy and deep |

the hills. Not a2 sound of a human
voice but my own could I hear. Again

that there was no facin’ the wind, an’ | and again [ shouted, and had well-nigh

all there was to do was to 'bout ship
and try to run afore it. ’‘Twas early
mormin’ when the wind changed, an’ we
had a terrible day of it, I tell 'ee—think
o' fog so you couldn’t make out the men
on the bow when you stood amldships,
and we labourin’ ajong su deep and un-
wieldy with our heavy load.

**'We kapt our eyes open that day, [
tell ‘ee. As evenin’ came ou, the skipper
called us all ap, and he savs. 'Welil,
men, you can see as well as I do that
things is pretty ugly lookin'. All we
can do {s trust in God, and keep as good
a lookout as possible. There's one
thing, though, we must do, and that is
{o get tid of this top-hamper. Masters
o watch, get your men in order, to port
and starboard, and pitct all the deck-
load 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 ses wha. had cost us so
mach time and totl to get. ‘ There goes
twenty shillin’s,’ says one fellow, &8s he
flung a pelt over, ‘and there goes thirty,’
he says sgain, as he flung a bigger one
overboard. ‘ Never mind your shillin's,’
says aaether. ‘ Take cars your own pelt
don't go over. Better throw over the
seals than lose your life. It's no use
talkir’ of what we're losin’ when we
don't know the minute we'll be gone
ourselves.’

“ \Well, he hadn’t more than got the
words out, when .there czme a frighttul
cragh that made. us shiver from stem to
stern, and then the ship seemed to be
lifted up bodily and let down. agaln.
She keeled over on her side and came
down with an awful noise, and then her
bows pitched right up {n tha air, an’ I
heard a rush of water over her stern

given up, when I thought [ heard a
sound like an answering shout not far
from me, and then, IfStening, I heard
the sound of rowing, and made out @
punt, with three or four men in {t, com-
ing through the slob towards mie. 1
gave one more shou:, and then I must
have fainted, for { remember no more till
I found myself on board the punt with
one o' the crew loosenin’ my cojlar, and
I heard the voice of oid Skipper Ned
Smith, the master of my watch, sayin’,
‘' Now, my boys, we can't keep the punt
afloat much longer, theres nothing for
it but to make for the island of ice, and
see {f we can haul he~ up and mend her.’

“ By the time we reached the island
of ice I was better again, and able to
look around me. The punt we were in
was sadly smsshed and baif-full of
water, and, Instead of oars, the men
were using pleces of broken board.
There were just five of us : the old skip-
per, Ned, and myself, aft, two of the
crew, strangers to me, rowing, and a
poor fellow lying all of a heap in the
bow, and groanin’ heavily, as if in ter-
rible pain. ‘Is this all * I asked, wild-
J¥. ' where are the rest? *‘Gone, my
son, gone down to the bottom with the
old Skipwith,’ said the old man, sadly.
* We foar had just time to cling on to
this punt, as she went down under our
feet, and poor Jack there got nearly
killed by one ct the yards falling partly
on him Just as she foundered. I don't
believe there’s another man saved, for
tha slob is so thick just where she went
down that they'd hardly get to the sur-
face when they rose.’ Well, we hanled
up our boat on the {ce as far as we
could, an’ then, huddled together as
cloze as we could get to keep thz life {n
us, we waited for the daylight.
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Bastor Lilles

0 where aro the tall, white llles,
That grew by the garden wall?

We wanted them for Raster--
And here ts not one at ali !

Down In the bare, brown garden,
Thelr roota lie hidden deop,

And the lfe is pulsing through thom,

Although they seem to sleep:

And the gardonur's eye can seo them
Those germs that hidde: Mo—
Shine In the stately beauty

That shall clothe them by-and-bye.

2ven a0, In our hearts are growing
The llies the lord loves best,

Tho falth and the trust and tho patlencoe
He planteth In the breasl.

Not yet {s their full, sweet Llossom,
But he seces thelr coming prime,
As they will smile to smeet bim
In earth’s glud Eastor-timo!

The love that striveth toward him,
Through earthly gloom and chill,

The humble, sweet obedicnes,
Through darkness following stitl -

These are the Easter lflies,
Preclous and falr and aweot,
\We mna; bring to our risen Saviour,
And lay at his blessed feet.
—\Wide Awakeo.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIEA IN THE GOSPEL DY MATTHEW.

LESSON IIl.—APRIL 17.
THE TRANSFIGURATION.
Matt. 17. 1-9. Memory verses, 1-3.
GOLDEN TEXT.

We beheld his glory, the glory as of
the only begotten of tha Father.—
John 1. 14.

OUTLINE.

1. The Glorious Saviour, v. 1, 2.
2. The Heavenly Voice, v. 3-5.
3. The Feartul Disciples, v. 6-9.
Time —Probably in A.D. 29.
Place.—Probably on one of the peaks
of 3ount Hermon.
HOME READINGS.

M. The transfiguration.—Matt. 17. 1-9.
Tu. The veloved Son.--Mark 1. 1-11.

W. The Father's testimony. John 5.
19-32.

Th. Peter's rcemembrance.- 2 Peter 1.
15-21.

F. Glory of Christ.—Heb. 1.

S. The heavenly glory. Rev, 1. 9-18.
Su. God manlfested.- John 1. 1-14,

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY

1. The Glorlous Saviour, v. 1, 2,

\WWhat three disciples did Jesus take
with him to a mountain ?

What there occurred to Jesus ?

What abuut his face, and what about
his raiment ?

What did John aftervard say?

Text.

What did Peter afterward say ?

Peter 1. 17, 18.

2, The Heavenly Voice, v. 3-5.
What two saints did the disciples sce ?
What were they talkicg about ?  Luke

9. 31
What did Peter say about being in

such company ?

What did he propose to make ?

While Peter spoke what diy the dis-
ciples gee ?

What did they hear ?

3. The Fearful Disciples, v 6-9
What effect had the voice on them ?
Was this strange ?

Who next spoke to them ?

What did Jesus say ?

When they arose whom did they see ?
What did Jesus charge them not to do ?
Can you guess why ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.
Where in this lesson are we taught—-

1. That death does not end all ®

2. That wo shall know each othor In
heaven ?

Golden
2

3. That Jesus I8 our only Saviour ?



