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racter, and what’s more, she must have told what he had
said, though it wasn't like her sweet temper to make mis-
chief ; but howsomedever, the captaiu’s face was changed
to the second mate, and they had used to be guod fncugis tov,
and pulled well together. Wl wo landed early in the
morning, abuub two o'cluk, and the captain he orders out his
boat, and away he and Miss Alico go ashore, and make
tracks for the cunsul’s office, and wa hcard afterwards they
were married then and there, the proper authorities being
got out of Led to perfurm the ceramouy, the captain paying
more than double fees, as you may well bLelieve, I was the
chief mate had to Lreak the news to the gentleman
when he came aboard, hand over haud, as happy lihe as a
kiog, to claim his bride. ‘Then, when the mate had told him
how it really was, he handed him a pachet, which was the
money he had sent home for her ypassage. I never was so
vexed for a Lumnan Leing in my life as £ was fur that young
fellow, and I didn't wonder that any mother was proud to
band her daughter over tosuch a mau ; he took it so manful,
though it was well scen his heart was in his mouth. When
the chief mate said there were some boxes of his aboard tha
he'd see was safely sent ashore if he knew the address, he
thauked him, and, says ke, ‘L’il wait in the hotel for them;
T'd like to start for home immediately.” Bub at the word
¢home ' his tongue seemed to stick to the roof of his mouth,
and he nigh had staggerced, but the mate he gave his hand a
hard twist, and hurried him into the boat, which was the
kindest thing ho could do. I was sent ashore in charge of
the boxes, aud I never sce'd such a change as had come over
that young fellow in my life, only through it all it was plainly
seen that he was trying to keep up manful still.  After the
boxes had been safely stowed, and I was rubbing the heat
from my face, he eays to me with a kind of langh, ‘I dare-
say you know all about the fine trick your captain hag played
me. Many a man here would put a bullet through his brain,
bat I hope he'll keep out of my way, I'm glad he had the
sense not to face me.’

“¢She ain’t got her sorrows to seck, sir,’ says I, ¢ poor
pretty dear,’ thinkicg as how it would cheer him to hear she
might have been happier with him. ¢ 'There’s no accountin’
for them sort o' things, and the long voyage gives the devil
time to work lots o' mischief.’

¢ Well,” says he, ‘I can’t curse them ; there ain’t no good
in that, I even hope she'll be happy. I blame myself for it
all; I should have gone home for her, but I was ill with
fever and ague, and when ghe heard it she said she’d come if
Isaid the word, and I telegraphed, Yes, 'Tlhere’snoknowing
what a man may do when his blvod's up, so I keep on hoping
he'll keep out of my way.’ Then, as if to escape from his
gloomy thoughts, he asked, quite cheery-hike, if I had a wile
at home, and when I told Inm I had a hittle lass only a few
months old, he pulled something out of his breast-pocket and
put it in my band, and, says he, ¢ There, that will help to
buy ber wedding-gown ; who knows. It’s part of the money
I sent for her passuge & year agn, when I expected to go
home for her, aud he's Lad the bad taste to return 1t.

‘It was ten bright gold picces, and they dul come inhandy
tobuy my little lass’s wedding things when vhe was married.
T've lived long enough in tie world, Bliss, to see that no one
who goes off the straight path of duty tut susfers for it sooner
or later. It came svoner to Miss Alice, poor, pretty, hittle
dear, for the honeymoon month was scarcely over~—and what
a bright, happy monih it seemed to be to her—ahen the
captain he went biack to his old ways, and was twice as bad
as lie ever was Lefore, juss because of the stress he had put
on himsclf. It was a weary voyage to us all, more especially
1o Miss Alice, though she did everything in her power to get
bim back into the nght path. She must have got to love
bim uncommon well, and sot. that he was, thers was days
when he seemel to feel it, and even the second mate gob to
be sorry fur him inthe end. I will say the matcs, onc and
all, did their best for him ; but Iet me tell you, once & man
lets drink get the hetter of him, he can’t get out of ats grip 1
a hurry. Ned, the sailnaker, aud Tom Hardy warned us
bow it was sure to ke, and o it came to pass that whenever
wegot into the hot Jatitudes, the captain became mad, and
we were forced to put him iuto irons., Even then his wife,
pretty- dear, would have nursed bim, but the clief mate for-
bade it, and I may say she wes kept a close prisoner in her
cabin in case she woull get hurt by going near him. It was
8 sad home coming for her, and even her mother, who came
aboard to meet her, and one brother, hadu't an unkind word
Wosay to ier.  Whea sho was safely off to her howe, the

mates and doctors arranged to take the captain ashore to a
huatic agylum, and when the irens had Leen taken off s
ankles, and when the mato had tuined lis back a minute, the
captain mahes a bolt up the cabin compamon stairs to the
poop, and before anyone could stop him, he jumped overboard.
We did vur hest to save hum, the second mate jumpnuyg in after
him at the risk of lus Lie, but 1t was all Lo use, for he went
down like a shot.  And yet wo wero sorry, and uot one said
‘garve him right,” for unly keep the drink away, and he wasas
nica & man aud ag goud a vaptain as I ever sailed under.  Ah,
Miss, drink has becn a rouk on which wany & good man, and
woman, tuw, has been wreched, and we all need to pray to
Muwighty God cunstant to keep us from tias temptation a'‘most
agen any other.”

The yarn was euded, and just in tuane, for there shot across
the hwrizom a Turid gleam ; thea cawe the sound of the boom
of a cannon, and Jack huined away to rouse lus comrades, tv
be in readiness for what migut happen,
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Soft, through the rieh illumined pancs,
All down the aisle the sunlight rans,
And sets in red and purple stains.

And mid this glury Trom the ghics,

We hear the organ-ivice arise,

Its wings the waking spitit trics.
& g By

1t flutters, but it cannot sear.
0! heavenly musie, let us pour
Our woeg, our joys, 1n thee once more.

All wilt thon take.  Thoumal’st no cloice,
Hearts that co:nplain, hearts that rj sze,

Find thee their all-revealivig voice.

All, all the soul’s unuttered things

Thou bearest on thy mighty wings

Up, up until the arched roof 1ings :

Now soft—as when for Israsl’s king,
Young David swept his«weet harpstring ;
Now loud—as angels antheming.

0! tell what myriad heads are beut.

O ! tell what myriad hearts repent.

IIe will look down : He widl relent.

It dies. Thelast low strain departs.
With deep ““ Amen” the warm tear starts,
‘The peace of Esen fills our hearts,

KafneRiNE SAUNDERS.

A PRESIDENT AND A LITTLE BIRD.

RESIDENT LINCOLYN, welkiug vne day with his

sceretary, stopped at a little shaub and Juoked into it ;

then stovped and put his Land down throagh the twigs and

leaves, as if to take sumcthing out. s secretary said to
him :

¢ What do you find there, Ms. Lincola® ?

“ Why,” smd he, ““here is a little bird fallen from its nest,
and I'm tryiug to put it back again.”

That is the spirit which should move and animate us in
the higher circle of humanity.  dMany a Lit:le child basialien
from its nest. Let us put them back again. Is nat this
what Christ is dving ?—putting tie httle birus back into ther
nesta?

Cnildren want to be loved., Let them see that you love
them, even though sometimes you rebuke.  Children have
their sorrows ; sympathise with than.  The loss of a toy may
to a child be asgreat a grief as the luss of an empire to
Napuleen. They find it Lhard to 1esist tewptation ; help
them,  TLell them how ; cusvurage then when tuey do resist.

Live for something. Do good, aud leave behind you a
monument of virtue, that the stormis of time can never
destroy. 'Write your name in kindness, love, and merey, on
the hearts of theusands you come 1 _cuntact with year by
year; you will never be forgotten. No, your name, your
deeds, will be as legible on the hearts you lcavo behind, ag
the stars of herven.—Chahaers. T



