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‘Let me look,” cried the other, putting
out an eager hand. *¢I beg your pardon,
sir. May I use the glass a minute? I'm
more used to this sort of thing than you,
maybe.’

My, Stamford handed him the glass with-
out a momunt's Le-itation, und the old man
lInoked, with earnest, painful scruting, ou
the wide grey waste of restless billows,

Then Lr gave it back, dropped Lis urms
by bis cide-, and turned away with a long
heart-sick sigh.

Ife did not go far, however. Only fur a
moment could he take his glance from the
sea. The next be was back again by the
sea-wall, looking out as if his eyes alone
might dizcern what the glass could not.

¢ Are you anxious about your sons ?’ asked
Mr. Stamford gently, after a minute. ¢ Are
they much later than is usual in such
cases?’

¢Not much,” answered the old fishermun
without turning round. ¢XNay, I've kuown
boats come in far later than this after a
rough night, and all sufe aud souud.  Aud
shi's a goad boat—a goud Loat wnd seu-
worthy, and the lads know how to manage
ber, though I say it that taught them.’

¢What 1s it then that troubles you s
much ?” arked the gentleman agaiu; and
the old man turned sharply upon him, as if
half angry at such a questivn. The tngry
look faded after an instant, and Le liohed
down as if in shame,

€111 tell you, he said, after a moment.
¢T1l tell you— if only because it shames we
to tell such a thing to one that’s a strunger,
and yonng enough, too, to be my son. I'm
frightened about them because I don't de-
serve that ever they :hould cumne Luack
again !’

“How's that ?* said Mr. Stamfurd quictly,
as the other rudlinly auned bis nud to
look at a float'ng -pr ok fur cut at sea, and
then scttled Jdvwe again int 2 a disappoinuted,
hopeless attitude.

¢ did a wrong thing once too often,” he
answered bitterly. ¢And I went against
Seripture, and let the sun go down upon my
wrath. . . . . They’re spirited lads, those of

mine; and I was never one to keep my | God, he said.

temper. A baa temper I've had from my
cradle. We've fallen out many a time, but
never s0 as we did yesterday. . . .. I be-
lieve they'd have made it up if I'd have
done the same. But I'd neither speak nor
look at them, and they sailed with the rest
last night at the turn of the tide. . . . .
I've uever kuown an easy moment since, « o o .
And Lerd’s all the other buats come in and
theirs not with them. .. .. I think I shall
never konow an easy moment again as lonyg
as I live’

He was too old a man to raveand cry out ;
! Lut Lis low voice was full of a dull despaur.
Mr. Stamford, kind and clever as he was,
hardly knew how to answer him. He lifted
the glass again to his eye and took another
long look round.

‘I can understand your feeling anxious,’
he said, after a time; ¢ but you bave lived
long enough to know that it is not every
trouble we fear that really comes upon us.
Gud is moure merciful sometimes than we
expect.’

¢ Ay, groaned the old man, ¢lLut I've
sinned aguinst warning. I've professed my-
seif a religious man this many a year, and
I've been warned often and often that my
temper was a snare to me and to others,
But I've Lardened my heart, and said that
{ it was my nature and I couldnt help at.
Welly I shall be punished now. Oh, I know
now that I might have helped it if I had
tried.

¢ Then you do repent?
may, you will endeavour to do better for the
future—to curb the temper that you now
feel to have been sinful 2’

He laid his hezd down on his arms, which
were fulded on the low wall, and groaned :

¢It’s too late mow. But if God would
spare them, if He would give me back my
Luys, I'd strive, as never man did yet, to du
what was right in His eyes.’

M:. Stamford was still watching the sea
through his glass, and at this moment he
gave a little start, rubbed the lens clear, and
looked again. After a2 moment be shut up
‘the glass and looked down at his companion.

¢ It will not do to make conditions with
¢If you teel that you have

|

And, come what .




