“Put Your Captain‘'sNameln It”

An urgodly seacgptain lay dying in his cabin in mid-ocea, deah staring him in the face

He shrank badk in the presenceof “the King of Terrors,” and the dread of Eternity took
fast had upon lm. Captain Coutts snt for hisfirst mate, and said: “Willi ams, please get down
onyour knees and pray for afellow. | have been very wicked, as you knawv, and | exped | shall
go thistime.”

“l am not a praying man, Captain; so | can't pray. | would if | could.”

“Weéll, then, kring aBible and read me abit, for my ropeis abou run ou.”

“1 have no Bible, Captain, you knaw, | am nat areligious man.”

“Then send for Thomas, the seamndmate,” said the Captain—" perhaps he can pray a bit.”

The second mate was onin the presence of his dying Captain, who said to him: “1 say,
Thomas, | am afraid | am boundfor Eternity thistrip; get down and pray for me. Ask Godto
have mercy onmy poa soul.”

“1 would gladly do it to oHige you, Captain—if | could; but | have nat prayed sincel was
alad.”

“Have you aBible, then, to read to me?’

“No, Captain, | have noBible.”

Alas! for the poa Captain. How awful his condtion—onthe brink of Eternity and
withou Christ. They searched the ship over for aman who could pray, bu they seached in vain:
andfor aBible, bu one could na be found unil one of the sail orstold the catain he had seen a
bookthat looked like aBiblein the hands of the wok s boy, alittl e fellow named Willi e Platt.

“Send at once” said the Captain, “and seeif the boy has aBible.”

The sailor hurried dff to find Willi e, and said to hm—" Sonry, have you aBible?’

“Yes, sir, bu | only read it in my own time.”

“Oh, that isall right, my lad; take the Bible and go to the Captain’s cabin. Heis very sick
and wants a Bible—thinks heisgoing to de.”

Away went Willi ewith his Bible to the Captain’s cabin.

“Have you aBible, my boy?’

“Yes, Captain.”

“Then sit down, and find something in it that will help me, for | am afraid | am going to
die. Find something abou God having mercy on asinner like me—andrea it to me.”

Weéll, there was one dhapter he and his mother loved—Isaiah 53—and dten had they
rea it together. So Willi e turned to that blessed chapter that so fully sets forth the love and
mercy of the Lord Jesus Christ, in dying for such as John Coutts; and began to read.

When he got to the fifth verse—

“He was wounded for our transgressons’;

“He was bruised for our iniquities’;

“The dastisement of our peacewas uponHim”;

“And by His dripeswe ae heded’—

The Captain, who was listening intently, said, “ Stop, my boy, that sounds like it; read it
again.”

Oncemore the boy read ower the blessed words,” He was wounced for our
transgressons.”

“Ay, my lad, that's good—that’ s it, sure.”



These words from the Captain encouraged Will ie, and he said,” Captain, when | was
reading that verse & home, mother made me put my nameinit. May | put it in now?”’

“Certainly, sonny; put your namein it just as your mother told you,andrea it again.”

Reverently, and slowly the boy rea the verse: “He—Jesus—was wounced for Willi e
Platt’ s transgressons—He was bruised for Willi e Platt’ s iniquities’—and so on.

When Willi e had finished, the Captain was half-way over the side of the bed and reating
toward the lad he said, “My boy, pu your Captain’s namein the verse andrea it again.”

Then the lad slowly real the verse ayain: “He was wounded for John Coutts
transgressons’; “He was bruised for John Coutts' iniquities,” “ The dastisement of John Coutts
peacewas uponHim,” “and by His dripes JohnCouttsis heded.”

When Willi e had finished the Captain said, “That will do, my lad, you may go now.”
Then the Captain lay badk on hs pill ow and repeaed over and ower again those predous words
of Isaiah 535, puting in his own name eab time, and as he did so, the joy of heavenfilled his
soul—he was saved! Yes, praisethe Lord, he was saved! Anather poa sinner saved, for whom
Jesus died.

The soul of Captain Coutts oon mssed away. His body was rolled in canvas, placed
upona plank, and al owed to slide overboard into the water, to be seen nomore until Jesus
comes and the seagives upits dead.

Before John Coutts fell asleg in Jesus, he had witnessed to every one on hisvess that
the Christ of God—the Man o Calvary—was wouncdked for his transgressons, was bruised for
hisiniquities, and the dhastisement that he so richly deserved had fallen on hs Blessd
Substitute—and by His gripes—the stripes that fell on Jesus—he, John Couits, had been heded.
Can you, my reader, say the same?

Jesus, my Saviour, onCalvary stree
Paid the great debt, andmy soul He set free
Oh, it was wonderful—how could it be?
Dying for me—for me.
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