..

. -&W
‘wards, Each time I refused to_take drink -

somethmg seemed to sa.y. ,’I‘ry my good fel-,'

'low, and. ‘may . God: _give, Jyou strength “to
keep 'it. - My wife amved Jin Bristol a.tt-er

I'had been a teetotaller a fortn.ighrt, a.nd was,

:surpnsed at my refusmg to w.ke any drink

and’ she could not; beheve I had signed the‘
pledge u.ntil I gave “her the Whale of my
. -week’s earnings, tha.t ‘was the best pmof to

" hér that I was a sober man, Never shall I
forget the ﬁrst Saturday night we went to
- market. after my wifé’s arrival in Bristol,
I bought a shoulder of - mu'tton for Sunday’ s
dinmer. ’l‘he butcher. offered to- ‘gend it
“home;’ which offer .was declined.’ I went to

the top of the ‘Union Cellars,” where I had.

been in the habit of leaving the. price of
ma.ny a joint, ‘and wtere one Sunday, soon

aftér my arrival in Bristol, the landlady re--

fused to Iet me catol a few drops of fat oun
a plece of bread that I had had in my
pocket twq or ‘three days,’ tellm me to get
my own fat at home. I called out when I
got to the top of the s.mrs, ‘Mxﬂsu,s"
locked up -and said, ‘Aren’t you com.mg
down? My reply was, ‘No, I am goin.c, to
get my own fat at home to-morrow,” at the
same' time showing her tue shoulder of mut-
ton, which was a nice one.
and while my wife cooked the dinner it was
arranged that I and my child should take a
walk, We started, and as we were going
past the Bethel ship I thought I should like
to see what sort of a place it was now 1 was

- sober, not 1mtend1ng to stop.” My daughter'

had now clothés and boots, and I’ wantcd
the peoplé to kiow it; and, besides, we came
out for a wa,lk not to hear prea.chmg Hav-
img once got inside of the .Bothel, the man
with the speemc’es who was always cn the
1ookoit, came and shook me by the hand,

and said” he was “‘glad: t.o ‘see me, and’ he al-’

ways thought T should ‘come again, While a
sailor 106k my little girl on his lap.
service ‘began, and I heard that Sunday. m
‘the old Béthel, what I had never heard be-
fore. ' In my sober moments I promised to
attend again, which I ‘did, and wondered at
what I heard. ' The man with the spectacles
asked me to aftend again on the Monday
.mght but T told him I had to appear at the
City Concert Hall, to sing a new song, at
elght o'clock. e sdid I could attend the
prayer meeting and go to my work after-
-wards. ‘I went, and they sang a hymn; but
X could wet join in, as I did not know the
tune. The hymn commenced thh—

‘In evil long I took delight, . . ©
Unawed by shame or fear,

Till a new object met my sight,
And stopped my wild .career.’

They all knelt down to pray. What I
heard made me weep. I left just befors
eight, and went to the City Concert hall, I
dressed for my ¢ong in turn. The character
T'had to take was o traveiling” drunken
tinker, having a number of tin kettles sirap-
ped togethér, one on my head;, a leather
apron, ete. The music struck up. I appear-
ed, but could not ging. The words, ‘In evil
long I took delight,’ etc., came fresh to my
mind, I stood spelibound for a few minutes.
Then throwing the old kettles away I said,
‘Friends, I have been deceiving you and my-
solf for years, but, by God’s help, T will de-
ceive you no longer; I will learn to serve

im, and him only will I serve. Good-bye,”

I left the stage that night, never to return
to finish' my six momths” engagement. ‘They
atfirst said I was mad. That Monday night

wss a fearful one. The sufferings of my-

mind and body were terrible. All the sing
of my mis-spent ‘life' rogse vp before my
mind's eye, and the terror of the prospect
made the sweat run down my  face, and
caused me to tremble from head to foot, and

He never. o-ﬁered me: a glass a.fuer-:’

She

‘Sunday came,

Tho
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I cried ‘Go-d £aVe me”—I who had stood up

in tho -compamy: ot blaspherming men called

inﬁdels, defymg my .God; -and laughing at

tt.ose who profe:s to ‘believe in him: Now,"
Vca,lhng upctn him to- save me,; I went on to
the quay, where the old Bethel ship' was,

. in thé hope of seeing someone who -would

speak to me ¢f the mercies and love of the
Saviour I had heard. spoken of on the pre-
vions - Sunday and Mon.day night -at -the
Bethel. - After walking about for some time

I was .glad to see Mr. S. Short, the sea.men’s:

missionary at the Bethel.

I told him of the night I had spent and
sufferings of my mind, and my desire to
give my heart to God if he would accept it;
but I felt I was too wicked. He spoke kind®
1y to me and invited me to the Bethel shl.p,
and wemt into a little house on the upper
deck used by him as a study,-and there he
spoke of the Saviour’s love for sinmers, and

bis sufferings and death, and the cleansing

power of Christ’s blood. I fell upon my
knees, sobbing

hands, but all was darkness, hefore me, and

‘I felt ihat theme was no hope for me, I

could not move from where I hid fallen
upen my knees, beside an old chair without
a back, upon the hard deck. Mr. Short, cee-
ing the great anguish of my soul, left me
whilst I was orying, ‘God {forgive me, a poor

sinner!” and went to the office of Mr. Gibson:

(of the firm of ‘Mark, Wltwell & Co.), and

‘told him there. was a pocr sinner secking

Would he come here
Mr. Gibson left his

mercy in the Bethel.
and pray with' him" ?

‘office and-his business, and, coming to the’

place where I was kneeling, he prayed God
to give peace to: my soul throudh Lhe ‘Tove
he had for his dear son Jesus; and while
we were all on our knees, I was led to feel

that God for Christ’'s sake, ‘had pa,rdoned,
‘my sing bhrough iy beliéving in-the all-

atoning blood of the Lamb.

Home.

Sweet word that spans all space, that knows
no bound,

Yet dwells in narrowest oompass, Weloome“

word!

-Dear type of Peace——bhough sheltemd by the

sword;

Mid Saxon-spreading races only found

Our earliest roccllections all abound,

With little notes of thee; our years are
stored, '

With memories of thee; each spot adored,

. By youth, in age becomebh holy ground.

Thou clingest in the handgrip of the sire, --
Thou meltest in-the mother's tender kiss;
The wanderer longs {0 reach thea—guiding
star
Of all his thoughts; hko I=rae1 ] plllared ﬁro
By night thou leadest him through child-
hood’s bliss, .
To that loved home he pictures from afar, -
—Lord Rosslyn.

—— e e

‘Now came still evening on, and twillight gray

Had in her sober livery all things clad;

Silence accompanied; for beast and bird

They to their grassy couch, these to their
*, nests,

Were slunk, all but the wake'ful nightingale;

She all night long her amurmxs descant

sung;
Silence was pleased; now glowe-d the ﬁrma—

ment
‘With: living sa.pphines Hesperus that led
The starry hosts, rode’ bnghtest, t111 the
moon,
Rising in clouded majesty, at lemgth,

Apparent queen, unveiled her peerless light,

And o’er the dark her silver ma,nrtle thww ’
—Milton, . .

aloud and wringing my.

. a little of it go as far as possible.

A’ Guilty Comscience. -
A'TRUE STORY. .
(By ‘Helen 'B.° Ra,smuss'en.)

""Mrs, Martxn stepped out of the store-room
door ¢n to the clay porch at’ ‘the end ‘of the
long, grass house, and locked the door se-
cirely behind her. For it was down. on the
big Congo River, in Afnca. and she knew by
experience that ovﬂrythmg possxble must ba
kept under lock and key.

‘I 'guess” I'll go aréund the back of the

house,’ sho thought, ‘and then the baby
won't see me and cry.’
. For a part of the way there was barely
room to walk, 5o she seldom went that way,
but, as he did so, she caught sight of a piece
of brown paper, folded -and sticking in ome.
of the palm ribs, which held 'Lhe 8rass sCcul'g
aJo:ng the back side.

‘I wondor what that can be? she- mused.
‘Who could have put it there? I guess I'll
look and see what it is.

So she tcok it down and unfolded it, and
found to her surprise, a little lump of bulter
inside. 'Now, butter costs sixty cents a
pound on the Congo, and missionaries make
© Mrs.
Martin tried, as a rule, not to use more than
one pound a month. But, even while the
stealing of the butter was a grave offence, it
looked so funny there in the brown paper
that Mrs. Martin smiled. .

‘Which of the boys could have done this?
she asked herself. And then a bright
thought struck her. ‘I know how I'll find
out. Tl just put. it on the table without~
saying a word, and I can tell by the way the
boys look at it which one is guilty.’

Then she turred the corner, and Iappearerl
on the back-end porch, where the tea-table-
was ready spread, and her guest wa.mng fox,
her. But there were no boys in sight.

She laid the greasy paper down in the

" centre of the table, took her place, asked a’

blessing, and began to oa.t cha:‘tmg to hcr
visitor about the news, '

Not long after the little cook came along,’
glanced at the table, and passed by into the
house. Ho saw the butter, but said to him-

- self, ‘The tecacher must have breught it with

his food for the journey.’

Mrs. Martin had notxced him a.nd knew‘
that he had never seon the paper before.

Soon. the jack-wash came adong the front
porch, looking very dxgmﬁed and the soul
of innocence. She kept on chatiing, and at
tho same time watched him closely., He,
too, glanced at the table, and saw the butter,
and the swift expression which passed over
his face showed that he at least knew the
paper and the butter, and had seen them bhe-
fore. But he passed on into the house for a
few minutes, and then came out again and
looked at the butter, and then at Mrs., Mar-
tin, and back at the butter. The expression
of his face had now grown so funny that
Mrs. Marlin could not help but smile, and
say: . ‘

‘What is it, Matundu?’

‘Nothing,’” he replied, and turned a,way.

Soon after, he came back that same way,
amd looked so questioningly aA; the little pa-
per that she said:

‘You can have that bu.tter, Ma.tundu ’

He shrugged his shouldon»

‘Kez oleleko’ (‘I dom’t want it’).

‘Donc you like butter" she as.ked ‘Take.
it

He took it, went out to the cook house, and
she did not see him agajn

An hour or bO later, the little cook came
up to her.
' ‘Mamama, Matundu is very angry.’

‘Is" he?' she asked in surprlsv.

‘Yes; he says that he didn’t steal that bub-'




