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enough that she was bound for, and gain-
ing upon us, too.

* Presently ho spoke out, ‘ Well, lads,
there's no help for it that I can geo, but
this—let them come and find a clear hold
and an empty ship. ‘They may make of
it what they can then. A man can’t
swing for that anyhow.’

* Well, sir, at it we went. e put a
8afl over the side of the ship for a blind,
and then to work., It was tobacco dono
up in canvas bags, made handy for the
sake of easy carrying. Half of us went
down in the hold, and flung up the bo~s
as fast as ever we could; and tho rest
wero slipping them over the side of the
ship, under the sail and joto tho sea.
Eb, how we worked! ‘Heave away,
lads,’ the captain kept saying; ‘as well
not do it at all as leave a bag bahind—a
single one will show them the game
we've been up to.

“Bit by bit we were stripped to the
wafst, and steaming with the heat of it
from captain to cabin-boy. Pity enough
it seemed, to be flinging the stuff over
like that; but it was too late to thilnk
about that now. ‘At it, my hearties,’
says the captain, ‘It wil] be something
to Jaugh at to sec the officer come aboard,
and set his chaps tc search the ship, and
{h:ld an empty holl. Heave away, my
ads.’

‘“ We laughed at the captain’s joke, and
worked all the flercer for his bit of fun.
Of course the hold soon began to show
the difference in the cargo, working as
we were. But we weére beginning to
get a bit fagged and spent.

“‘Fling away, lads,’ the captain kept
saying, himselt dolng the work of two
men. ‘They will spoll our laughing it
they find anything left.’

*And then again it was still, oxecept
the splashing of tho bags in the sea.

‘“We were teginning to think that we
should do it.

A quarter of an hour more, and ‘tis
clear, cried the captain, joytully; and
every man felt ¢hat he could breathe
again. We were golng at it for our
lves, and never an eye or an ear for
anything else.  Presently the ecaptain
sees that the boy was getting a bit done
up, and he tells him to run out and look
how the cutter was coming along. He
was gone for a second, and then he came
back, and you woutldn't have known him.
We =all stopped to look at him—we
couldn’t help it. His face was as white
as death; and there he stood, with his
eyes staring as if they would drop out of
his head. His mouth was wide ¢pen,
but be couldn’t say a word, and his
hands were stretched out before him.
The captain began swearing at him, and
agsked him what he meant. But the lad
he couldn’t utter a scund. It was more
like a boy out of his senses than any-
thing else. Then the captain jurmps up
and grips his arms and shakes hfm.
The poor little fellow managed to gasp
out—* It won't slnk " And he foll down
in a faint.

“It won't sink! We guessed in a
moment what he meant., We hurried
away to the stern c?f the ship, but no-
body expected to see anything 1ike the
sight that wag waiting for us there—a
sight, sir, to fetch a man's heart out of
him. It was a beautiful morning, like
this. And there right away in the
glstening track of the sun was the
cargo. You could see the line of the

. canvas bags, rising with the bit of swell,
and shining in the light, one after the
other, reaching away to the cutter her-
self; there they were, every ons of them
proclaiming our gutlt to al! the heaven
above u3, and to every ship that was up
and aown the coast. Our hands just
went down, sir, and there we sat, every
one of us still as death, with his eyes set
on that dreadful line of evidence agalast
us, and every man with those words
ringing in his soul—' it won't sink '”

. - - - - - - -

My friend was silent for 2 minute or
two, and I -thounght the story was
finished, at any rate so far as he cared
to tell itt I had turned to enjoy the
delicious stiliness and the exquisite
beauty of the scene, when he began
again, but in another tone—

“Well, sir, it did not end there. I
Nttle thought at the time what would
coree out of that empty bold; and least
of all that it could be any good. Of
course I often used to think a dbit seri-
ously about things, and meant tv mend;
dut comebow it never came to aaything.
Still my dear old mother kept praying on
for me, and in spite of everything sho
would always hold to it that 1 should
come right some day. ‘Prayer is not
much good if it isn't s_.onger than the
dovi® and sin,’ she would say, even when
tather and the rest of them had given
me up. It was somwewhere about two
or three years after the adventure with
the cutter, that one night—tho Iast night
fn:tho year, it was—I had.gone down the

; somo wild fowl, for there were & good
! many in the river. It was a dull mia'y
night when I started 1 got down somo
distance and thon pushed away in undor
the bank, walting for the moon to got
up. It was all as still and quist as
could bo, with never a sound but notw
and then the cry of & curlow, or the
wings of tbe wild ducks overhead. The
moon was getting up bohind the hill, cud
the trees were standing all black against
the light, and the stlver shinlug between
thelr trunks and branches. From ever
80 far off thoro came the sound of a peal
of bells, ringing the old year out.

**Tho last night of the year, I sald
to myself. Of course I couldn't heip
fecling a bit sad at the words, though I
can hardly tell why. DBut as [ sat there
in the stlilness, it began to come to my
mind how I used to kneel down at my
mother's side while she taught me to
pray. I could hear her volico quite
plaiu telling me of one good man and
another, and of what they bad done to
mwake the world better. And I felt her
hand Iaid upon my head again, and
could see her sitting by the fire with her
eyes closed and her lips moving, and I
knew she was praying God to bless me.

“1 sighed as I thought of it all, and
snfd half alonad, ‘ If I dled to-night, there
Isn't a soul in the worid that would
thank God that I ever lived.! I began
to feel as if out of joint with everything.
The more 1 thought of it the plalner I
saw that my whole life was a fallure.
God had made meo for himself, and here
Y am llving as if thers were no God, and
no eternity. There would be a terrible
account to settle some day. And hero
another year was almost gone.

“1 did not think myself any very great

thero in the mist and shadow of that] away up into tho heavens—thoro was

sido of tho river, and there came a flock -
of ducks right down within easy shot. I |
was thinking about tbs pledgo and nover '
saw them tll they were right on me,
Then I put my gun to my shouldor, and
in a minute mcoe I should have & brace,
but that vory second it came into iny
mind that the public-house whore I meti
my mates was called ‘ The Wild Drako.’
* You shall go, 1 cried out, half taugh-
ing as I said it—+ go for a (oken that Ly
Qod's holp 1 havo done with * The Wil
Dmmke” for over and eover' Woll, I
Lpew I should make short work of tho
old company, and of the old ways, too,
as soon as I had done with the drink.
Then 1 thought of one thing and an-
other. I would go with mother or SBun-
days, and a half a dozen things would
come to my mind that 1 would have dono
with. My resolution scomed to grow
with every new surieader, und all my
heart was lighter and gladder for every-
thing that I gzeve up. My whole life
shouid be changed, and this new year
should have n brighter tale to tell than
any that I had ever llved before. ‘Then
I thought I would push off the bont and
get away home, and tell the dear old
mother what I meant to do.

* Ah, sir, I can never forget it. 1 had
pished off and turned round homeward,
and just settled to the oars, feeling &s it
everything was right—wind and tide and
all was fajr. There right in front of e
was the glistening water, stretching ltke
a sheat of silver away towards the moon.
In an Instant it al! flashed back upon me
as plain as I ever saw anything in my
life, I could =ee the cabin-boy with his
prle face and lis bands stretched out,
and I secemed to hear him cry again—

sinner—not then—for I never got drank,
nor went into bad ways like other fel-
lows did. As for smuggling, It never
occurred to meo that there was any harm
in that, except for the company it
brought me into. It was the emptipess
and uselessness of my life that Kkept
troubling me. The mooL was rising
higher, and the light fell on the flat
stretch of shore opposite to me, gleam-
ing in the pools here and there, aud in
the little curves and hollows that the tide
had loft. And somehow it came to be
a picture of my life—it lay ugly and
useless llke the mud—no good. You
couldn't grow anythiag in it, and couldn’t
even walk on it; or bduild om |t
there was no foundation for any-
<hing, A Ule like that mud-bank,’
1 said tc myself with a ehudder.
3y sad thoughts went slowly sink-
ing down within me, unt{l now the mioon
rode clear and full in the sky, lighting
up all the woods opposite to me, and
seeming to make it stiller than ever.
Then out upon the silence came the
pealing of the bells. Should the new
year be no better than the rest 2—oanly
another stretch of mud, fonl and ugly
and uscless ¢

*“* bowed my hezd on tho side of the
boat, and prayed God to help me. By
his grace, from that night I woild be
another man. T would just give up azy-
thing, everything I cculd think ~* that
hindered my being a good man. Though
I did not get drunk, I made up my mind
to have done with the drink; never would
1 cross the threshold of the public-bouse
aga‘n.n

My friend laughed as he came {o this
part of the story. ‘T signed the pledge.
sir, but it was io o nmew fashion, too—
perkaps-never a femperance pledge wes

‘ot p. WON'T SINE.”

‘It won't gslnk?!? I had been clesring
the hold, pitching the cargo into the sea,
but ¢here it was; right away behind me,
like as i1t ft. stretchbed up %o tho very
throne of God, there was every word that
I had ever spoken; everything that I had
ever done, every wish that I had ever
felt—there it lay, right out in the light
of God. My soul sank down in helplesa-
ness and borror. ‘It won't sink ¥ were
the wcrds that kept riaging over and
over agaln {n my ears.

“I just flung myself at the oars with
a desperats flercezess. It .us no good
my try‘ng—not a bit. 1t did nct matter
>hat 1 did; there seemed nothing slse for
it but to give right in to everything that
was bad  Whatever I did, wherever I
went, there was all the past strotching
out Defore God—nothing forgotten ;
nothing baurfed! 1t was no vse playing
the fool like this any longer—elcaring
the hold when the cargo wouldn't sink.
Tears fillea my eyes, partly because all
my hopes were gone, and partly because
I was so0 helpkss to make things any
better. 1 just pulled away flerce and
almoest mad, wishing with every stroke
of the oar that I could get down under
the watce and end #t allL

“Everything seemed to mock me. So
on in that stillness I went, feeling the
wretchedest goul that ever lived, just as
it I was dragging that dreadfui past
after me with every stroke of the oar.
1 couldn't undo a thing of {t, couldn’t
unsay & word! It scomed a mockery
to ring bells in a world like this,

“ But 88 I pulled on the flerconess died
out of me, until all that I felt was a
great burden of helplessness. My hold
ot the oars grew slacker, until I stoppea
pulling altogether, and just drifted with
the tide. ‘Tears filled my oyes and

only a star or two shining, but somohow
it made mo fool that God was looking
down upon mo, and suroly, I thought, he
musat pity me. Could 1 not kneel down
and tell him all about 1t? ' And my
motbers sayings camo 0 my mind—that
prayer (s stronger thar thoe dovil and
sin. T pulled ashore and kacoled down
and began to pray. I just ploaded gullty
to it all. *Thore it lles, Lord, floating
oat under thino eya, all tho past,’ 1 cried
In my distress, I wold him that 1 did
want to start afresh, but that it was no
use it I had always to go dregging the
pust after me llko this. I did oot lke
to ask the Lord to sipk it al), but 1 did
ask him what ho could do with it. The
more I prayed the ruore sure I felt thag
ho would kelp me. ¥ had forgotten all
about the time, and just knesled on iu
prayer, How long 1 had been thero }
can't tell, perhaps for an hour or more
‘Taen all in a moment, I don't know how,
but I could soorer doubt my own life
than doubt this, it was llke a blazo of
lght on my mind—ovorything was as
ciear as dgy. The Lord Jesus Christ
bad come on purpose to deliver me from
that past. It was gono—all gone. It
was all cut off and sunk. I looked, and
it was as {t I could sce across the shin-
ing water, and thero was not a spoek
upon it, not one black sin lelt flosting
there. My slns weroe hurled In the
depths of the sea. 1 shouted for joy.
No poor condemned sinnor ever folt 8o
glad at his cscape as I did that night.
The past was sunk—no eyo could see it:
none could over find It agoin; it was
gone, to be remombered against me no
more for ever. ‘Turp where I would it
was sunshine and calm. Thero was no
condemna‘fon. Once agalz I looked up
with my cyes filled with tears, but they
were tears of joy this time, .

“8o that {8 what came out of that
suhmer morsing’s adventure. And that
fs how I began the New Year. thank
0d, and how I began a new 1ita, too.
I have very often thought of it since
and said to myself—* It's no good clear-
ing the hold it tho carga won't sink.’*

EEEP WAX AWAY PROM THE 5UN.

“1 lost my temper again to-day,” sald
Madge, dolefully.

“How dld it come about ¥ asked her
mother. *“Every timo that happeas ft
{s easler again.”

“Oh, I just went home wiith Sara and
Belle, and they teased mo, as they always
do. They mimicked my volce and made
fun of the way I held my hands in giv-
ing my recitation. They know I can’t
bear to be mimicked. I get furious in
a minute

“ It seems to me,” sald Auat Rebecen,
looking up from her work, *that the
safest thing for you would bs to keep
away from those girls. Thoy always
stir you up, and you know it. Thero is
an old saying that ° he that hath a head
of wax may not walk in the sun.’*

Madge laughed at the quaint words,
but her mother safd, serfousiy: * Daugh-
ter, your temper grows hot ar & teasing
word as quickly as wax melts in tho sun:
and since you know your weakness, one
way to help it s to keep awey from
temptstion. °Tis the only safe 2nd gen-
sible way, und yon will do well to follow
it."—Sunday Evzngelist.

! When I Have Time.

When T have time, soc many thiogs I'll do
To make 1o happier azd moro falr,
For those whose lives are crovided now
with care.
I'tt heip to Iift them from thelr low
despalr—
When I have time!

When I have time, the friend I love so
well
Shall ﬁow no more these weary, tolling

5.
T'11 1ead hov feet in pleasant paths slways,
And cheer her heart with words of
sweetest praise—
When T have time !

Thea youa hava time, the friend you aold
80 dear

May be beyond the reach of sll your
sweet intent,

May never knmow that you so kindly

meant
To 81l her lita with sweet content—
When you had time !

Now i8 the time !
wait

To scatter loving smiles aad words of
cheer

To those around, whose lives are now ro
drear.

They may not necd you in the comi-g
year—

Now 18 the time?

Ah ¢ friend, no lonper

. .. -river: 10y boat, Thinking X.mlght sob:| slsaed that way before.

- : L. o~ . . .
~ P ~ex - .
AL - . RN >

1 was sitting | rolled down my checks. 1 looked right

.
2

et e s

AT AN ~ s

., : . N
- NN LR R Y

PRESSPVIES



