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EBaster.
DY MARCAKET R, SAXOSTER.

Tuat day, when Chriat, nur Lord, was slain,

1 wonider if the chilidres hid, and wopt in
gricf and pafu ¢

Dear little ones, un whoso falr brows his
tender touch bad beon,

Whoss infant forms had ncstled close bis
loving arns withun,

1 think that very soborly weént monmful
Iittle feet

When Ulinst, one Lord, was laid away in
Juseph s gaiden sweet,

And wistful oyes grew very sad, and din-
pled cheeks grow white,

When bo who suffered bubes to como was
prisonwd from the hight.

But haply, oro the sleeping world on Kaster
dawn had stirred,

Erc in tho leafy-curtainod nest had waked
the earlicst bird,

Some little chnld whum Jesus loved in slum-
ber tnny have smiled,

By fanning of an angel's wing to Lappy
drvams beguiled.

For, hasting down from heaven above while
still the cast was gray,

The joyful Enster sngels camo to pauss
where Jesus lay ;

So shaning, strong, and bcautlful they swept
along the skies,

But veilod their faces in tho hour that saw
our Lord arise.

Oh, still, when wo are sorrowful, and scarce
for tears can sce,

Tho angels of the Easter timoe are sent our
help to Lo

Aund doubtless e whoso task it is to roll the
atone away

Is feit w homes whero shadows brood, s
presence sweet to day.

With beaming looks and cager words the
glad surpnisc he gave

To thuse whu sought the: buried Lord, and
found an empty grave ;

For truly Christ had conquered death, him-
solf the Prince of Life,

And nons of all lus followersahall fail in any
atnifo.

Oh, little ones, arouhd tho cross your Eaater
garlands twine,

And bning your procions Easter gifts to
many & sacred shrino,

And chant with voices fresh and clecar—the
scraphs singing too—

In homago to the Mighty One who dicd and
rose for you.

To churches grand, to chambers dim, fp
mouads of green and low,

Yourbatuls o'crbrimmed wath snowy flowers,
m blithe processions go;

And, better stil!, et offenngs of pure young
hearts be given

On Easter day to him who reigns the king
of carth and heaves.

Easter Embdlems.

Tnr batterfly, with gold and azuro wings,
Fluating aboro 1ts shattered silken cell ;
The bulb I+ = Lily, that, rejoicing, swings
The snowy censer of its perfomed bell ;
The happy earted bird that soers and aings
From the curved cradleof ats tinted shell s
Aund every carly wild-wood flower that
springs
For joy. to fes]l tho carth’s warm bosom
awell : .
All, all, aro Easter ombloms, Heavealy
things
That to tho gricving heart this message
tell.
*10° Christ Is riscn! from the grave he
Lringd
That sweet soul whom thon lovest., Al
iswell I
Mgzs, L. G. McVsax.

OAPTAIN SAM'S TWO PASTER
BUNDAYS.

DY THRE RBYV. GEORGE J. BOND.

“Yrs, sir. Yes, sir, Bin goin’ to
sez, boy an’ man, for fivo an’ forty
year. Seena power o knockin’ about,
nfore the mast, and behind it, too, for
that matter. Not all smooth sailin’,
or fair winds, I tell 'ec. No ’ndeey,
no 'ndecd. Bin shipwrecked a matter
o' five times; knocked overboard twice;
had yellow Jack down in the Brazils
un’ fover an' agur up the DMediter
ranean; six weeks in hospital at Cadiz
wi' a broken leg—fell down the holu
when we was loadin’' salt there—an’
over two months in Gibraltar hospiml
‘nother time wi' broken ribs an’ broken
arm from thestrokeof asea. Binunder
the weather. Itell'ee, in my time, aye,
I have sure. Five an’ forty yearis a
long time to be goin’ to ses, ’twas I
may eay, ccostant;—goin' foreign
voyages you kunow, summer an' fall,
an’ goin’ to th’ Yoe every spring, every
single spring but one, and then God
kep’ me from goin’ if ever Ho kep' any
one. It was this’ere sir. Yeses”
—but here I muststop the story, until
1 have introduced the narrator to my
readers.

Samuel Barter, Master mariner—or,
to give a more widely known title,
Captain Sam Barter,—or, better still,
one which wes familiar as a household
word for miles and miles around, Cap-
tain Sam,—was & bluff, hearty, hardy
old esaman, a splendid specimen of &
clnss now nearly passed away—the old
Conception Bay sea captains—men
who wers wont to bring home from
the Newfoundland seal fishery huge

loads of “fat,” in those palmy days

before the substitution of steamships
for sailing vessels utterly changed and
well-nigh spoilt that once prolific
source of wide-spread labour and wage;
and then to take theso same stalwart
ships over many a league of ocean, to
meny a quaint port of old world or
now, in many a varying temperate or
tropio clime—laden with one or other
of the country’s staples—sealskins and
sealoil to London 6r Liverpool or
Bristol; codfish in bulk to Mediter-
ranean ports—ports of sunny Spain, or
polished Portugal, or classic Italy;
codfish in casks or “drums” to the
West Indinn Islands, or the palm-
shaded ports of far Brazil

A notablelooking man was Captain
Sam. Hisbroad shoulders stooped but
little under the five and sixty years
which Liad whitened his curly hair and
whiskers; his face, weatherbeaten and
rugged though it was, yet was open as
a boy’s, and ruddy as a winter apple,
while underneath the shaggy brows
shons oyes keen yet soft, deep blue as
that Mediterranean be bed so often

crossed, and lit up, cver and anon,.

with a gleam of almost boyish fun.
Still hale and strong, and with an
amount of energy, mental and physical,
that would put to shame wmany a

younger man. Captain Sam had for

five years past, as ho phrased it,

“knooked off goin’ to sca, and settled
dawn quiet wi’ the Missus,"—the gaid
Missus being very much the counter-
part of her husband for heartiness of
manner and kindliness of disposition.
In a picturesque little cottage over-
looking tho bay and on the outskirts.
of tho quaint little town of Brig Cove,
tho old couple, so often sundered dur-
ing their thirty-fivo years of married
life, weré contentedly enjoying each
other’s company, till death should sum-

mon the one or the other to the last,
inevitable voyage.

“Thought I'd stay ashore and lat
the boys try their hand,” was Captain
Bam’s way of putting it. “I'd had
encugh o' knockin’ about, and my tim-
bers wns gettin’ shaky. Can't last
forever, y' know, ayther man or ship.
I held out Al a good mauy years, but
I felt T was on tho second letter a
goodish bit afore I give up. Ab, well
itsall right. By an’ by, I'll get a new
hull an’ new riggin'—all knew from
kecl to truck—an' then I'll be on the
first letter forever, Praise the Lord}”

Captain Szmwasa Methodistand had
been for many years leading a sincere
and useful Christian life. He was

proud of his Church, too, and never]

thought he need apologize for his adher-
ence to it.

“The Lord-Jesus Christ is my Cap-
tain,” he would say, “an’ the 3ethodist
Church is the sbsp I sails i1 I likes
ber, I do. She sils well, is a good
carrier, an’ can be depended on in a
breeze o' wind A fine stiif craft she
is, well bullt and well found. Some
don't like the colour o’ her, an’ eome
finds fault wi’ the cut of her jih, an’
some likes a more stylish kind of
craft; but I likes a craft as’ll carry
well an’ sail well, an’ Methodisn is the
craft for me.”

When he settled < hore, in his
characteristic style he said to the
minister, “This hero little church is
my ship now, sir, an’ you're the skip-

per. I'vecometogotowérk. Ican't

do miuch, sp X won't ship as A.B,, but
if you take me on as a greenhotn an’
put me to some work afore the mast,
Tl try to pleass yonm, an’ the great
Owner above.”

This wes the spirit of the 10an, and
so well did he work, so humbly, so
faithfully, so earnestly, -that, in o short
time, hisinfluence wasfelt as a blessing
all around and beyond the circuit.
His time was almost all given up to
the work of the church ih some way
or other; and his cheery face, and
hearty manner and open hand, and
generous purse, and loving, sympa-
thetic heart, were at the sorvice of the

‘poor, the sick and the sorrowing, wher-:

ever he could find thew. It was toa
newly settled minister that the words
wero addressed with which the. story
opens. Captain Sani had bod the
“ new minister” up to tea, and had
taken him up a few yards higher than
his cottage, to what be called his “look-
out” Hero he had built a scat nnd a
shelter, and here it was Lis won't to
sit in loisure hours looking out over

the waters of tho beautiful Conuptm ;
Bay. Hero you would see him, often, i
on fine mornings ov afternoons, with (B
his big spyglass, long and strong and}§
leather-bound, add beaten by manys
storm liko its owuo:s-(“gwo me o8
good spyglass, an’ none o themn ’ 1
now-fangled gimeracks they calls bine | h
clars,” ho nsad to say)—and hero be{ )
would watch the ships in the bay, o[
turn his giass to ono or other point o! N
tho wide and ever-varying panornm |
strotched out befors him. Here, too, i
it was his delight to bring stranger, |§8
and show them, with enthusiasm, ‘._'.‘l
points of beauty and intecest in the 3
£cone.
“ There's a prospeo’ for ‘ce,” the ol LA;
man would say, there’s & prospec for 38
%ee. Talk of goin’ out o Nowfound. |
land for scenery! Needn't do it, I
tell 'ee. If them gaffers at St. Jobn's
knew what they was talkin' abou: 3K
they'd know that you'd go n long way it
afore you'd get a finer bit o’ coast scens 38
than this ’ere. I knows what I'm
talkin’ about too; I bin to Napleg :
an’ through the Go]den Horn, sn' , 3

seen niany o fine bit o’ sea an’ shore, ﬁf
in-my time, so I have, but give me§ i
cld Consumption Bay, I says, wi' au} B
August sun shinin’ az’ a plaoe li}m

this {o look from !” 5

It was, indeed, a chnrxmng view]
The sun was getting low in the \vcst,
and his almost level beams were liglr, 3
ing up tho distant bighlands, that,
away  the right, curved in continu.}§
ous undulations towards Cape SL £
Francis ; while, far €o the left, sn(-pt >
the long hilly outline of the North
shore, despening into shadow till lost g
in the purple hazs of distance. Oul
in the Bay lay Great Bell Ysle, and its
sister islets, suspended, seemingly, be &
tween air and ocean, while the white § 5
sails of passing vessels and boats ¥}
gleamed Liere and thers in the oﬂizzg
a3 the sun’s rays tonched them into$
silver.

“Ye see, sir,” continued Captmn 'f-;»
Sam, in the conversatioa I interrupted $
to introduce him to my readers, “p§
see, sir, it was—let me see—aye, it was§
thirty-five yearago. I'd been muster
of & vessel then over three years, ar'®
had got a name wi' my owners for®
bein’ o hardworkin’ successful sort ¢ 71.
fellow, brlngin in good trips from the"
Ice, an’ makin’ quick vy’ges foreign @
I wag a wild chap, though, in then § -' :
days; T hardly knew I had a soul, I§RI
was that thoughtless, an’ careless, an'§

2 ter'bls band to swear when I was in 3
‘s passion. Isposelmagood-
patured sort o’ chap, in the main, botg
I couldn’t bear to be crossod, T was B0
that proud an’stiff in my own opinions @
However, that sprivg, carly, the mer 5
chant writes me, an’ hp Qays, ' Yoa3l
dono so well theso three springs in thef§
little Jane, ¥m goin’ togiva.you clmrge
of our new vessel, the Sea-Gull, arj
you mupk iine around to Sk Jolmg
to ence, an’ take charge. X tell you
that mede me hold my head h_lnh«
than over, for the Ssa-Quil was «f@
erack ship, an* mvbody thought tha &g 3
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