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them in drinking; but he declihed. Then they all
urged him towether' but still he refused. 1‘111‘111)*, they
got angyy and threatened to beat him unless he would
drink \qth them., - ]
¢ Shipmates,” says he, “T'm in your power. What can
one fellow do against six? But before you begin to do
as you have threatened, hear what I have o say.” They
dgreed, and Jack went on to give this explanation of
his conduet :—« My father,” said he, “was a drunkard. I
remember, when I was a child, how he used 1o beat and "+
abuse my mother, Who was ‘\hmys affectionate and’ Lmd
to us. One day in winter, my mother sent me aw‘ty on
some business, which kept me from home il late at
night. On my veturn, as I c'm:xe near the house, I sow
something lying on the snow. which looked like the
ﬁcrure of aman. I came ne'u-er and looked c‘u'efully :
at it in the light of the moon ; and you con imagine, pex- -
hmps, how I fclt when I found it to be the frozen body -
of 'my dead father. . I was overgome with, hovror. "I .-
hastefied home and told the dreadfal tidings to my ypoor,
hewrt—bxoken mobher Our kind neln'hboms came in, :
. They carried my dead father home. Preparations were -
made for the funeral. On the day of the ﬁmer‘xl my .
.mother tooh me and the other children. into the room = -
- whcre Lhe corpsc was lym to look upon our i"xther o
uce for the last time. As we stood there, weepmg;: K
round that open coffin, she made:us each solemnly pro- -
mise, thiat, as long as we lived, we never would learn: to
dvink i f\.Lc'ztmg hquor 1\Iy mother is dead and gone to

heaven. . T have always’ Iooked on the promise I then
: que as a sacred thing.’ 1 h'we sailed round the world )
but m storm ori m cmlm in’ wmter cx. summer, I h'we




