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them in drinking; but ho docli-ied.,Thon they all
urged him together; but still he refused. Finally, they
got angry and threatened to boat hii unless he would
drink witih them.

"Shipmates," says he, "I'm in your power. What can
one fellow do against six? But before you begin to do
as you hava threatened, hcar what I hava to say." They
agi-ecd, and yack went an ta give this explanation af
his conduci.t:-" My fhti.r," said he, "Iwas a drunkard. I
remember, when I w-as a child, how ha used to beat and'
abuse my mother, who was always affectioliate and kinid
ta us. One day in winter, my mother sont me away on
seme business, which kept me from home till late at
night. On ny return, as I came near the house, I saw
something lying on the snow. which loocked like the
figure of a ian. I came nearer, and looked carefully
at it li the liglit of tlie ioni and yau con imagine;per-
haps, how I falt when I founcL it ta b the frozen body
ofa ny dead father. . I was overcone with horror. I
hasteeid ho e and told the dreadful tidings ta my poor,
heart-broken motheir. Our kind neighboùrs came in.
They narried mîy dead fatlhar home. Pareparations were
made for the funeral. On the day of the funieral my
mother took me and the other childron. into the room
whera the éorpse was lying, te look ulion Our father's
face fer the last time. As *we stood there, wëeeping
rouid that open coffin, she made us each solennly pro-
mise that, as loIg as we' lived, We never w ould learn ta
drink itoxicating liquor. My mother is dead and gone te
heaveii. I have always looked on the promise [ thon
made as a sacrcd thing. I have sailed round the world,
butin storim or in cahln, in inter or. sumner, I have
nova' yet brokn it. Naw boys, woukl yen now have
me dink anci break that promise wh ich I made te my
doa' oatlier ?"

- ,10no V' vä%s uittered by every, voice, and the


