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died, and father, fair beside .himself with:
grief, tore up the roots of the old home she
bad made so happy. He left the Trading
Company. and-took us off to a distant set-,
tlement, where ha set up. a pearling- station.
of his own. On our way a storm struck up;
such a storm as you Britishers can't pic-
ture without knowing;the South Seas. We
only came in for the tail end of it, but.'twas.
enough. Others feared worse. We sighted
a big lumbering raft in mid-ocean, and when
the boat our craft sent out at once reached
it they found on it a man and a lad, des-
pemte, starving, nigh insane, more .wolves
than human beings.. They were the leavings
of a shipwrecked emigrant-vessel that had
been knocked about for dayn and then gone
down. When the raft left the 'hipside it
was crowded, but, one by one, men and wo-
men, were washed off by the wild seas the
raft had- shipped, leaving only a boatswain,
who clung grimly to life,. and a little lad,
who was lashed ta the planks. That lad,
the only one saved out of an entire family,
of emigrants, was Will Arclidale, and that's
how lie came into our lives. Father took a
fancy to him and adopted the boy. He was
as smart a. chap as ever you saw, and when
little Clemmy grew to be a woman she gave
him her heart, and they were married. A
year later we pearlers had proepered sa that
Will set up an independent diving-plant.
When money comes rolling into one's life
-as it sometimes does-it stirs up restless-
ness. Nothing would satisfy Will but he
must take Clemmy and their baby-boy to
the od country on a visit.

'Some folk must -be born to be drownei,
and Will Archdale was one.

From what you tell me, 'friends, his bones
and poor,.Clemmy'sare lying out--yonder..at

(theReef. But for.:God's mercy in sending
you to my help, mine would have lain beside
them in the hungry maw of the sea that
has taken so much from us-takean and
given!' Aaron put his hand. on.the crisp
curls that poor drowned Cleimmy had laft be-
hind her-on the 'li'le shaver's- head.,

It:tool days and nights:for the dazed pair.
-Nat and Lyddy, tò realize the give and take
of the sea.

I'Leave Shorehaven !' they cricd, whcn.
Aaron proposed that they should return to
Queensiland with himself.

'Let's ail go back together,' he said cheer-
fully. 'Why, what's gold good for but ta
spend ?

Leave Shorehaven!
The handful of fishing huts constituted

thé world ta Nat and his wife. They stoutly
refused. Then they faltered, for Aaron's
arm weut quietly round Barney's neck, and
they k',ew what that implied, as Aaron
meant thiey should.

'Thé li'le shaver is all we have, me and
the wfiÈ,' Nat whispered hoarsely.

'And he's ail I want!' tersely said Aaron.
If the -Almighty had taken unto himself,

in a stroke, the little iife that made their
earthly sunsfilne, Nat and Lyddy would have
forced their shaking lips ta say, 'Blessad be
the name of the Lord,' after'admitting-that
it was the Lord- who had talen as well as
who had given. But this-it was giving
away out of their. lives the 'li'le shaver,'
warm*and living; they were paralyzed.

«Lyddy, my lass,' said Nat, when they two
were. alone, 'dost remember sayln' as we are
ail so keerful to look aside for fear we see
th.e finger o' God p'inting the way ?

When he had said that, Lyddy knew Nat
was. ta efirst to yield. 'It ail do seem to fit.
in like. a pattern,'. ha went on, shamfacedly;
thea, .phcking up, he added: 'An' it's ail the
sea's dojn'ufrom beginning ta end.'.

'No, Nat!' the humbied Lyddy lifted her

head. to say bravely. 'Tis God's own doin lere 1 arn, Mother.'
I begin to sec, and we'Il not say him nay.r
Happen he will be as near ta us out away at
t'other end o' the earth as..here at Shore- In 1884 I was in one of the Ohio river

haven!.. counties of western Kentucky, and for -some

They said no more ln words, and Aaron weeks stopped at a hotel where a ycuug civil
Forster arranged the rest. A stalwart God- engineer had headquarters. Harry Gendrin

fearing man such as Nat Bray would be was one of those mellow, open natures who
God-seat in any clime, and.the wealthy pearl- have popularity for a' birtaright, and was
er knew the worth of such. soon a favorite in the town and hotel. He

So once agaln the sea'was trusted, and, liked ta come into my room and sing. His
as If ashamed of its sullen storms in ih~e voice was a leep bass; my room-mate; Manis,
past, it smiled on the little band of four on sang a part that I was never musical en ough
their way to the great Colony. to name; Harry's roàm-mate, Jervis, sang a.

rich tenor; and I tried to carry the air. We
To-dayon onethofbthe sateyshisthat sang 'Suwaneeý River,' 'Old Kentucky Home,' -

look down upon the blue waters of that and such pleces occasionally, but the old
magic drea-picture, Sydney Harbor, is the hymn tuns were best adaptd ta aur styla
splendid home Aaron Forster's pearling bas of quartette, and I am obliged ta.-say that
built for hlm in his old days. From it ho we made some goad mtsic an 'Old Hundred,'
can watch, dancing lightly on the glancing Se ''Carouation,' and like pieces.
waves, his brand new yacht, 'The Li'le
Shaver.' Its commander is the Englishman o n an d wt s co bura lary
whose eyes hang out, in their vivid sea-blue, Boy Ta-night?' andai ils conclusion Harry

& said:
the flag of the old Viking blood, Nat Bray. 'If you care ta hear the story I will tel

The.'li'le shaver' himself-for whom great you whre t hear tha song.
things are in store, seeing he will, one day, you wbere I first heard tha s' s

be master of all--is bisy preparing at col- 'I will have tm begin by saying thai until
lge for his future position. H e is the apple r c n l h a s a pe tty rec ies tha p My

of Arons. ye s wllashishoi. .Therecently I was a pretty- reckicss chap. My

ovarm rush a ais youth breaks up the c- father bas always been a railway prspector
w and surveyor, and I have been with him in

bound stillnesses of age, and to the old man
the lad is, also, the 'son ai consolation.~ camp avar siace I was a marc kid.. Ha is a-

And Lyddy? She, liewise, has o c ound lier good man, the leader of a choir in Evetts-

niche l the new w iorld Lyddy. f d Aaro burg, where my mother frquently. sings

Forstcer's trueted bousl eeyper, se Up avern solos. I never hope to.hear amything this
Fose' rse oseepr e poe side the glory:"gates.that.will satisfy me asbis stately home,to guide it a real treasure,
his friends tell *him, whose 'price is 'far well as my-mother's voice in the First Cum-

above rubies.' She herselfi, onteit and full barlaad Çhurc, at Ev-ttsburg
of humble joy in -the 'pleasant places' that Father was not careful enough about my
nowadays are -hers,:has come to.'know and companions in camp, and-soon:I.had drifted

to say; in Uer own onfashion,. wha a great a -long way from the right. But I learned

poot, a mouthpiece of humanity, bas. said hlisbusiness, and when' I was about eighteen

for us in language that at first hearing years old he put me to work on one of his

sounds wanting in reverence, but is not, b- jobs. The pay was not large, but it was
cause wve know God can do all things.. But nearly al clear money, and I was too young
we also know he wills that we, small and to understand the proper disposal of so much.

human as wC are, should be helpers as-viell I got into the habit of spreeing when I went
as believers ln'the( great secheme of life. to Evettsburg, or when father was not in

Therefore, it is a trutl, to be bumbly i-e- camp. I managed to conceal tUe m*ot of
.ceived, that- . my bad conduet from him; wbile mother

not God Himsélf can ma.bke man's never suspected my wild ways, although her
*best pastor and .three-fourths of the congregation

Without best men to help Him.' were well acquainted with my shorteomings.
*---- .'WelI, when I was. about twenty, we rach-

Don't Make the Wrinkles ed a point in a job where we had been two

Deeper.wes in tc ra and mud, and got ta theDeepe. . end ai a section anc Thursday noon. Father

(Mrs..Frank A. Break in 'Christian Herald.') sald that we would have ta lay off until tha

Is father's eyesight growing dim, nexl Moucay marnifg becaue bis plans for
His form a little lower? the uext section were not maîured. I datar-

is mother's hair a little grey,
Her stop a little slower?

Is life's hili growing hard to climb? oi tUa next threa days at Evettelurg, on a
Make not their pathway steeper, grat aid jamboree. Sa I wallced baek ta

Smooth out the furrows on their brows, the terminus, and Uic two o'eîaclt freight
O do not make them deeper. bumpad and banged me iorty xilas ta Evetts-

There's .nothlng makes a face sa youxig, burg. Hara I dlsappeared lu a salo6n down
As joy, youth's fairest token; town, ud was soan ablvious 10 surrauud-

And nothing' makes a face grow old, ing avants. 'The saloon-keeper -was careful
Like hearts that have been broken.

Take heed -lest deeds of thine should make
Thy mother be a weeper; * nd. bundied me juta hie own living roame

Stamp peace upon a father's brow, wbon I becama unabie ta cara fr myseif.
Don't make the wrinkles deeper. 'Faîhar stayed at lis Job praring thc

In doubtful pathways do nt go, *ext weel's work ntil Saturday aitarnoan,
Be tempted nt to wander; whea ha waat ta Evattslurg ta le.presept

Grieve not the hearts that love you so, at bis choir'mccli
But make their love grow fonder.

Much have thy parents borne for thee,
Be now their tender keeper; directly irom the depot ta thc church. By

And lt them lean. upon thy love, . atrange dastiny, il eemed, mother was
Don't make the wrinkles deeper. seleclcd ta sing, "Where is my Boy To-

Be lavish with .thy loving deeds, alght?" for tUe eveulng service.
:..Be patient, true and tender; -'On the way hame.inther nsiredfor mc,
And make the path that ageward leads, a.d mother replled that sia lad nat éeu
. Aglow with earthly splendor.- me. TUay uoth.became ver
Some day, thy dea ones, stricken low, %vith an inlliag o

Must yield ta death,.the reaper; - f trutb, mather wlbh
And you will then be glad to know aIl sorts ai namelese dreade. As I dld nat

Yon mnade no wninklss aieper. tur up that niguld fhar tartd f univate


