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av. -e never offered me a glass af

Nards. nach time I refused totake dr
something seenied to say, 'Try, my good
ow, and, may_ God give you strength
keep .t'My wife arrived in Bristol a
I had been a teetotaller 'a fortnlght, a:d

at m y.r'eifusing to iak anydri
and sho could not lielieve I. had signed
pledge until I gave hr the whole of
week's earnings; that was the best prool
lier that I- was a sober man.. NeVer sha
forget the first Saturday niglht we went
market fter my 'wife's arrival ln Bris
I bouglit a shoulder of mutton for Sund
din ner. The butcher offered to- senc
home- which offer was declined. I went
the top of the 'Union Cellars,' where I 1
been in the habit of leaving the prico
main' a joint, and where one Sunday, si
after my arrival ln Bristol, the landlady
fused to lot me êatóh a few drops of fat
a piece- of bread that I had lad in
pocket two or thrce days, telling me to
my own fat- at home. I called out whei
got to the top of the stairs, 'Missus!' E
looked up and said, 'Aren't you comi
down?' My reply w-as, 'No, I am golng
got my own fat at home to-morromw,' at i
same time showing her the shou-der of m'
ton, which was a nice one. Sunday. car
and'while my wife cooked the dinner it ýv
arranged that I and my child should takt
walk. We started, and as we were goi
past the Bethel ship I thought I should i
to see what sort of a place eu was now I -
sober, flot iitending to stop. My daughi
had now clothés and boots, and I wan't
the peoplé to know it; and, besides, we caw
out for• a walk, not to hear preaching. ' H
ing once got inside ôf t-he Bethel, the ni
with the speabacles, who was always on it
lookoit, came and shook me by the hai

'dg'idsUh&~'eas glád-to ee me, andîn6
ways thought I should come again, while
sailor tock my little girl on his lap. T
service began, aud I heard that Sunday,
the old Bothel; what I had never heard 1:
fore. In my sober moments I promised
attend again, w.hich I did, and wondered
what I heard. The marn with the spectaci
asked me to attend again on the Mondi
night; but I told him I had ta appear at t
City Concert Hall, to sing a new song,
elght o'clock. He said I could attend t
prayer meeting and go to myr work atte
wards. I went, an.d they sang a'hymn; b
I could not join in, as I did not know t
tune. The hymn oommenced with-

In, evil long I took delight,
Unawed by sharme or fear;

Till a now object met my sight,
And stopped my wild career.'

They all knelt down to pray. What
heard made me weep. I left just bofa
eight, and wont to the City Concert hall,
dressed for my Long in turn. The characti
I»bad to take was a travelling drunke
tinkor, having a number ot tin kettles straj
ped together, one on MY head, a leath
apron, etc. The music struck up. I appea
ed, but could not ging. The words, 'In ev
long I took deliglht,' etc., came fresh to m
mind. I stood spellbound for a few minute
Then throwing the old kettles away I sail
'Triends, I have been deceiving you and my
self for years, but, by God's help,,I will de
ceive you no longer; I will learn to serv
MAm, and him only' will I serve. Good-bye

I left the stage that night, never to retur
to finish- my six monitha' engagament 'The
at first said I was mad. That Monday nigh
was a fearful one. The sufferings of m
mind and body were terrible. All the sin
ot my mis-spent life rose up before m

mkind's eye, and the terror of the prospec
made the sweat run down my'. face, an
caused me to tremble from head to foot, an

I oried 'God save me!'-I who had stood up
la the oanphny of blaspheming mèn Cilled
inf dels, defying my God, and laughing at
thbose Who preofes to believe ln him. Now,
callng tip'n hii to save me; I ent on to
the 4uay, where the old Bethel ship w-as,
la the hope of seing someone who -would
speak Vo me of the mercies and love of the
Saiour I had heard spoken of on the pre-
vious Suniday and Monday night at ·the
Bethel. After walking about for Bome time
I was glad to see Mr. S.. Short, the seamen's
missionary at the Bet'hel.

I told him of the night I had spent, and
sufferi.ngs of my mind, and my desire to
give my hea'rt to God if ho would accept it;
but I-felt I was too wicked. He spoke kind
ly to me and invited me to the Bethel ship,
and wCnt into a lititle house on the upper
deck used by him as a study,- and there lie
spoke of the Saviour's love for sinners, and
hie sufferings and death, and the cleaansing
power et Christ's blood. I fell upon my
knees, sobbing aloud and wringing my
hands, but ail was darkness, before me, and
I felt thbat there was no -hope for me. I
could not move from where I h&d faillen
upon m.y kneos, beside an old chair -without
a back, upon the bard dock. Mr. Short, see-
ing the great anguish of my soul, left me
whilst I was crying, 'God forgive me, a poor
sinner!' and went to the office of Mr. Gibson
(Cf t-he firm of Mark, Wi-tw-ell & Co.), and
told him thereg was a poor sinner seeking
mercy in the Bethel. Would -he come liera
anid pray wibh him ? Mr. Gibson left his
office and -his business, and, coming to the
place where I was kneeling, he prayed God
to give peace to my soul, through the love
ho lad for hie dear son Jesus; and whi'le
we were ail on our knces, I was led to feel
tha-t God for Christ's sake, had pardoned,
MY sis through 'iny'beliéving in'the ail-
atoning blood of the Lamb.
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A- Guilty Conscience.

A TRUE STORY.

- (B>' Heleã E. Rasmussen.) -
Mrs. Märtin stepped c-ut or the store-room

door on to'* the clay porh at the end of the
long, grass ho-use, and locked the door se-
oirely behind her. F&r it was down on the
big Congo River, in Africa, and she knew by
experience tht everything possible muit be
kept under lock and key.

'I -guess l'il go around the back> of the
house,' she thought, 'and thon the baby
won't see me and cry.
. Fr a part of the way there was barely
room to walk, so she seldom went that way,
but, as -ho did so, she ca-ght sight of a piece
of brown paper, folded and stlekling in one
of the palm ribs, which held the grass secure
along the back side.

'I wondor what that can. be?' she- mused.
'Who could have put it there? I guess l'Il
look and see what it ls.'

So she tcok it down and unfolded it, and
found to hcr surprise, a: little lump of butter
inside. 'Now, butter osts sixty cents a
pound on the Congo, and missionaries maake
a little of it go as far as possible. 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 hrself. And then a bright
thought struck her. 'I know how l'Il find
out. l'Il just put it on- the table without
saying a word, and I oan tell by the way the
boys look ait it which one is guilty.'

Thon she turned the corner, and appeared
on the back-end porcI, where ·the to-table
w-as ready- spread, and her guést waiting for
her. But there were no beys in sight.

She laid the greasy paper down in the
centre of the table,'toc-k her place, asked a'
bléesing, and began to oat, chatting to her
visitor about the news,

Not long after the little ccok came along,
glan-ed a:t the table, and passed by into tIe
house. Ha saw the butter, but said to him-
self, 'The teacher muet have brought it with
his food for the journey.'-

Mrs. Martin had noticed him and knew
that he had never seen the paper before.

Soon the jack-wash came along the front
porch, looking very dignified and thé roul
of innocence. She kept on chatting, and at
tho same time watahed him closely. He,
to, glanced at the table, and saw the butter,
and the swift expression which passed over
his face showed that le at least knew the
paper and the butter, and had seen them bc-
fore. But ho passed on lnto the house for a
few minutes, and then came out again and
loked at the butter, and thn at Mrs. Mar-
tin, and back at the butter. The expression
of his face had now grown so funny that
Mrs. Martin could not help but smile, and
say:

'What is it, Matundu?'
'Nothing,' he replied, and turned away.
Soon atter, he came back that same way,

and looked so questioningly at the little pa-
per that she said:

'You can have that butter, Matundu.'
He slrugged his shouldenrs.
'Kez' oleleko' ('I don't want lt').
'Don't you'like butter?' she asked. 'Take

it.,
He took It, went out to the cook house, and

she did net seS him again.
An hour or so later, the little cook came

up to her.
'Mamma, Ma-tundu is very angry.'
'I1- ho?' she asked in surprise.
'Yes; he says tlhat ho didn't steal that but-
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