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mucli difl'erent now f roni the days -%vlen you
wcre quite a littie boy, and your dear motiier
used to take you iîp ou lier lap, aud folded
your littie liaîîds. They wvere cdean, theiî,1
and innocent, aud she taugit, you to pray
'Our Father, whichi art inii heaven.' I looked

at lini, aîîdtried to catch hiiseye. The poor
fellow wvas quite broken Up flow, and lie
gently said : "lGo on, Mir. Krauser, 1 kiiow
yon are rg-'lt; 1 caii't refuse you."

Thankful to iny Redeeiiner, sud my soul
filled wvith wondrous love, 1 turned towardl
the ssseiily, sud began singingl a lîynn.
They instantly stopp(ýd the mulisie ani the
dancing, and the deafening noise ceased to
be. For a few moments they were awe-
struck, and stood stariîg at me; but then a,
drunken sailor broke the silence, and, break-
ing out in curses, advanced toward nie and
caughlt rny ari, and like a rag lie bcgan
wvhirling me round in the middle of the roomi
anîd then, withI an oath, lie let mie go suddeidly,
and I shiot across the hall into the next cor-
ner, snd fanded squarely on a chair. Bvery-
body wvas in an uproar of laugliter, and they
thoughit it wvss great fun, and now they
watchied iie to see- -whIat 1 'would do next
iBut 1 did not stir. 1l feit as sweet as ever,
and reiuaining riglit where 1 vas, comfortably
seated on a chair, sud inishing thîe hynin, 1
opened the Bible, whichlihad not fallen froin
nly grssp in the rather unsougýlit-for exercise.
and wvas about to commence to rcad. Again
tiiere wvas a few seconds of silence ; but now
xny f rieud got tairly xnad, sud, coini ng toward
me to get hold of nie onre more, lie wvas con
fronted by anotiier sesman, wvho piaced Iiiim-
self at tlist instant betw'een nie and the
assailsut. Clinching bis bigy iist, lie slîouted:
"Wlo dares toucli this mian lias to corne tîmis

way first.! Don'ý you kno'v lie is a mninister?
Nowv dare if you Nvill ! I don't tliink it 'viii
do us aîiy hiarni to listen to wvhat lie -will sa-y'
I arose now and said. to the twvo men before
me : Il 1 arn glad to see you oyre bot> s0 cou r-
ageou s, aud 1 arn sure you wvoi't be afraid if

1 iov tell you whist G'od says about poor
sinners in tîjis Book, and liow ilI e loves theni.
Just sit do'vn, ahl of you. and tilien 111l go oni.)
lEverybody obeyed, and a pi righit be heard
to fail ou the floor.

ceNow,3 let's hiave a good Iymu. 1 know
. silor-iîoys like to sing Let's have a saiior's
iyin--old Sankcy's lvymii-' «Pull for the

shiore, sailor, pull for the shonre."' The whiole
crowd joined iu, and thie voices wvere strongc
snd clear. 'I'hien 1 toid themi of Jesus snd
Ris love, aud 1 told thn of a young in
wvho used to visit here, ani wlîonî somne of
tliein kiew, aud said: «'Now, you doii't kniowv

wvhat lias beconie of poorWXickliff. l'il tell
you. 1 met M at thîe liospital thîe otlier
day, sud îiow lie's dead. 1 -wsitclîed liii pass
over the river: but lie didn't talk any miore
as lie used to. Y,u know lie often, atteiîdedl
our îîîeetiîîgs dowîî lu the roomu, snd lie
wouldn't give up bis sis; lie didu't Nvaiit to,
give you up, sud lie kept on stickingy to you,
sud got drunk wvith you nearly every niglit,
until yotu saw hmi walk about like a sliadow,
dirty snd sick, sud you deserted hlm, sud
tried o forget Iiîlu>. But W'ickhill' told nie
lus story before lie died Hie raised Ijiniself
up lu lus bed snd told Ile to cone, up clouer.
f le Sai(l :Mr. Krauseu', 1 arn going to di,
sud I arn only twveuty-two years old.' li-e
lîid lus face iin lus lîands, and timem wept bit-
terly. What do you supp)ose the poor boy
reniemibercd ? I tlîiiikz lus lost young hif 0
rose up before liii. Hie thon bent over to
nue sud vhispered, 1 My motiier l' Ali, thiat
wvas it. ' My motlier! lie iepeated, sud thoen
tears clîoked bis voice. Mey boys, do yeu
reineruber a inotlier to-niglît?' I. wvoider
whlether Xickliff's niother ever prayed witlî
hI-e liat was just w:. .t wvas the zuatter.

Iewent on, then, aud ssid : 'My motiier
iised to pray for mne. I could not stanîd it,
sud I rau away. But I wvrote lier 1 wvould
st.nd. lier moiiey, for 1 kr1ew sieo depeuded on
mie for a livingc. I never sent lier auy, 1
speut it ail lu drink, sud now I'm bore dying.
1 hiave killed miyself.' -He lîid lus face again
aud çried. I told Wickzliff about Jesus, snd
1 saw liowv be stretched out his feeble biands,
snd cried : «'O Jesus, save me, a poor sinuer!1
don't let mie dif suad be lost l' God ans'vered
]lis prayer before lie passed away, sud hoe
said, vhuen lie could scarcely %vhisper, ' Jesus,
biessed Jesus! Yes, Jesus saves nie nowv!
Ouiy one bitter thouglit rose up once more.
He saici 'Oîly twenty-two years-all lost l'
ien lie passecl over. God lias taken lii

you wvill nover sco hîimnimore, unless you pre-
pare for Ileaveu. God save you ail ; ]et us
pray, and get dowrn oui our knees, and you
ci-y out to G «od to hiave mercy on you, mîiser-
able siinuers. You Nvill die lii your sins if
you doii't."

Tlîere wvere no dry eyes iu tluat strauge
ýtsseiumbly, sud wliile 1 prayed, rny sîghlis aimd
groans %vere lieard, sud thmon uuany came down
to the mieetiiig-rom Nitl me -%vlien I quit ted
the place, snd soîne Lucre fouud thîe Saviotir.

Twvo days after this mieeting, thîe danicing-
liouse Nvas no nmore; sud visitiîîg thie bouer-
wvorks soon after, sud vhuile amuouig the
workmmeil distributimg tracts, wlioîî sliould I
fimud but iiiy tail Anierican, wvho kept that
dancig-house.
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