PR

' m

34

PLEASBSANT HOURS.

THE DYING CHILD.*
REV. JAMPS LAWAON, + 0BLF N, ONT,

.@l).\l K nearer to my hed mother,
\Why st you thero and weep t
Cutne mit ilown by my side, mother,
Befzre | go to eleop ;
J wa=t to talk to you awhile,
tDear mather, do not cry 1
Onco more | waut to seo you smile,
I think I'm guiog to dio,

Then sit doxn by my mde, mother,
And list to what L say ;
My voico is growing very weak,
But atill | want to pray
Then muther, k sn uie s good myht,
And if | wake no moro,
You'll kuow I'tn with the angels lright,
Safo on the g luen shore,

Soen I moust Jeave you, Tenr ot mether
No mors on earth to meit ;
But 10 the world of ondlew bliss,

We thall cah other greet.
The angels now are comiuy,
I see them in the ronm !
They're waiting ‘roand wy bed, mother,

To take e to my home,

1
Ler,

My body in the grave wiay he,
And moul fer with the -lay,
Whilst far above the starry sky,

My 8pinit sosts away.
To join the heavenly Loats abave,
With them my voic: to raise,
Aud sing ot Jesuy’ dying love,
lu swectest songs of praise.

Guarl-bye, dear mothor, | must go,
My Saviour buls e ceme

Farewell to all things bere Lilow,
I sce my haavenly howe,

Hark ! hear you not the music swell
In rapturous straing so sweet

Adica to surth ; dear friends, farvwell,
Tid we iu heaven ohall naet,

HUW SURFMAN SaAM PATKOLLED
THE BEACU.

BY EDWIN A, RAND.

“May I go with you?” asked Win
Waters, who charced to be calling at
the Life Saving Staticn near Pabbly
Bea:h, onc ovening.

*“ 0Oh, yes,"” replied Sam Williams,
in his hearty way. * Plenty of room.”

Sam was abcut Jeaving the kitchen,
which was algo the living room of the
Life Saving Statian.  The clock on the
wall had ju-t L'ithely sung ont, “* One
—two—three—fiur- five—sgix seven
—oight t-t!” Some of the crew had
sleepily stumnbled up the ehort, narrow
flight of stairg leading to t} eir quarters
for the night. Simcs Towle, who,
until the appiictment cf & keeper, was
naw acling a8 the head-man at the
statin, had gone into the boatroom
adjoiaing the kitchen. It wss & room
about thirty feet lorg, with a big dcor
wmcuth in front, and a glass eye on
oach of {wo sides. This boat-room
contained the big surf boat, warranted
to bo twenty-four fost in length and
nat to sink, as it was buoved up ty
air chawlirrs at each cnd.  Then thete
was u cart, loaded with all kinds of
apparatus needed for tho relief of a
wroek, and rosdy to ba rolled out of
the boatroom's ‘‘mouth” the very
moment it was openol. In this room
there wero also coila of rope, & light
line to bo shot to a wreck snd a mor-
tar for shooting it, a brceches-buoy, »
lifo-caz, drawers packed with rockets
and coston signals—how miany things,
indoed ! The acting kecper now came
out of the boat-room, swinging a lan-
t-ra in bis hand, He was a short,
8tout man with gray whi:kers and
bluo eyes, and ho was dieescd in a
blue flaunel suit.

“You all roady, Sam?” inquired
the acting keepor.

® These venes, ort to mutic. can bo had at S per

(~ sheat, of $0c. por dozen, by addressing the author,

“ Jent about.”

Sam had pat on s short, hoavy
fishermun's jucket and a * sou'wester,”
and had tucked ks trousers into a pair
of long rubber boots that an elephant
(,mall one) could have walked in.
Bineath the drooping caves of his
“gou'wester " protruded a sharp red
roso, and somowhere in the rear flashed
two bright brown eyes. A long sandy
beard frirged like a broom the lower
part of his face.

“ Here's your time-detecter,” called
out the acting kecper.

« All right,” said Sam, picking up a
emall leather case to which was
attached n long leather shoulder-strap.

“And let me gee! I bliieve I have
got my coston signal,” exclaimed Sam,
clapping his hand down on his pocket
sud proving its contents. The *signal”
way a small biack package, perhaps
threo inches long snd an ioch in
dismeter. It fitted into a brass socket
furnished with a handle. When the
handle was pressed down, this drove &
tharp rcd out of the socket into the
signsl, striking a percugaion cap which
ignited a fusea.  * Come, Winl"
culled out Sam, snatching up a lantern.

“Time 1 was cut on that 'ere beat.”

He cpened the door to let his com-
psnion out, closed it, and then halted
4 minute to get, a3 he afliuned, his
* bearin'a.”

“There's a moon somewhere, and it
isn't dark,” he sxid, lcoking up to the
stavg that snapped like small coals on
a big, black hearth. Then he locked
oft on the sea, which wag an indefinito
ma'8 of darkness, but annsunced its
presence by « ctesdy and rather savage
roar-r-r-r-| There was alittlescow that
whitened the rocky rim of the beach
along which they slowly trudged.

*¢ What do ycu say they call youi"”
agskcd Win,

“I am a surfman, and that means,
L 8'pese, good at handlin’ a craft in the
gurf; and then I go on these beats
and am a patiolman,” replied Sam.

« How many watches do you bave
at night1"”

¢ \Wail, the first watch is from sun-
eot till cight, and thetecond from eight
il twelveo, and from twelve till four
is the third watch, and from four till
suniise, or st ¢ight, is the fourth watch.
Then comes the first watch again,. We
have to go in tho daytimeif the weather
i3 8o thick and hazy that we can't see
two mwilea ¢ach way from the station.
That ’cre lovkont oa top of the station
18 whero we watch on clear daye, and
wo put down each vestel that passes.”
On they stumbled, over the black,
siippery rocks that the tide had lately
washed, splashicg now through dark
pools, then stepping into a patch of
soft gray sand, or hobbling over the
anersy pebbles that gave the beach ita
nawe. All the while Sam's lantern
twinkled faithfully by the side of iis
master, and Win kept up a persevericg
fire of queations.

“ Do you have many in your crew §”

** Weo bave a keeper and seven surf-
mag, one bein’ cook. I tell ye, Win,
on a nowlin’ night, it is tough goin'
along shore. Once I was an hour and
8 balf goin’ a mile. You see, my
Jantern was blown oat, and then I
couldn’t ace.”

“ How wsany stations are there in
the United States?”

“There were one hundred and
eighty nine by the last cfficial report,

but there are more now. They are
addin’ all tho time. Here, at this
{ station, we go on the first of Septom-}

ber and leave by the first of May, and
each man has fifty dollars a month
from Government. We have to find,
though, our own rations.”

“ Now, Sam, what would you do if
you should sce wreck §"

*Wall, I should burn my signal,
and hurry to the station, and rouse
lom."

“ What then

“ Wall, wo should launch the surf-
boat if it wasn't too rough, aund if
‘twas, we should get out the morlar
and the Lyle gun, and fire a line to the
wreck, if near enough.”

“ What then "

“ Wall, we should send 'em a life
car or the breeches-buoy, and if they're
sensible, they'll come ashore in a
'mezin’ quick time."”

They bad now loft the beach, and
were crossing a snowy field,

“ 8o quick ! " sgaid Sum, ¢ Here wo
aro at tho house whero I take out my
detecter.”

“In that leather case you carry?t”

“Yes. This is an ingenious way, I
think, to make us faithful. Do you
gee that key 1"

Asg Sam held up tho lantern, Win
caught the gleam of a brass chain that
gecured & key to tho wall of a house.
Sam took the key, inserted it in the
time-detecter, turned it till it chcked,
and then, turning it back, withdrew,
and rep'ased it in its niche.

““There, when you heard that click,
a little dial insido was struck, and to-
morrow mornin’ the actin’ keeper will
take the dial out, look at it, and see
the record of my faithfulness,” wsaid
Sam, proudly.

The patrolman here turned, and,
pointing his sharp nose toward the
beach once more, followed it faithfally
With bim went the battered old
“ gou'wester,” time-de'ecter, coston
gigoal, and sll, till, once more, Sam
and his young companion ware stumb-
ling over the slippery rocks, among the
dripping poole, tho sand patches, and
the ugly boulders and pebbles.

¢ Hullo 1" exclaimed S8am, suddenly
and excitedly. The patrolman, who
had been slouching along, lazily swing-
ing his lantern, apparently seeing noth-
ing but his rubber boots, and yet in
reality watching the dark, treacherous
sea clcsely as a hound would eye an
enemy's track. was a very different
veing now. His figure straightened ;
the old sou'wester went back as if
struck by a big meteorite. Down he
set his lantern, out came his coston
sigoal, the rod in the handle was forced
down, and up into the night flashed a
red light. The rocks, the pools, the
sand, the surf, were staiced by ¢his
warning 18y, while Sam danced along
the sands, and thea slipped down to
the edge of the crimsoned, tumbling
surf as if a gazelle and not & heavy
patrolman were inside the big rubber
boots,

“What is it1" asked the astonished
Win, who thought Sam had gone
crazy.

“ Don't yer see §"

“QOh, yes! There it is!”

The “it” was a dark object that
Sam pronounced a ¢ coaster,” its 8ails
looming up ageicst the starry sky, and
moving dangerously cear the rocky
shore,

“ All right!” exclaimed Sam.
“ She's doin’ better ! Didn't you hear
‘em 88y, ¢*Hard up! Pat your hel-um
u ! 13

“\Why, no!"”

« 1 tell yo, a patrolman is all cara at
such & time.”

¢ All legs, also, I should say.”

‘“Ha, ha! she's all right! Next
timo, you land-lubbers, try and do
better."

‘“ Wonder who those are aboard '"

“ Don’t know. Howevor, I'd signa)
if I knew it was my worst enemy.,”

¢ Have yon any onemies?” acked
Win, surprised to know that this
good-natured patrolman had any
coemy.

¢ I began to think I had one t'other
day,” said Sam, as the two slowly
walked toward the station. “Our
life-saving atations are set off in dees.
tricks, and thore’s a superintendent
over each onn. Qurs came down on
me last week-—his name’s Myrich—
‘cause he said I'd been drinkin’ at the
village the night afore, and he could
prove it. He said I'd left my name,
¢Sam Willisms,’ chalked on the saloon
counter. It wasn't me, for 'bout that
time I was down here, a8 I ought to
have been, but T couldn’t prove what
they called an alibs—or lallyby, as a
man said—for nobody here saw me
jest that hour, as I was outside the
house, a-strollin® back of it. Mgyrich
was down on me, and didn’t drop me,
but put me on probation. Mo on
probation! I'd scorn to tech the stuff
up in the village! I felt pretty hard
toward Myrich, I tell ye.”

Sam fumed all tho way to the station,
and yet when Win asked him if be
would have burnt that signal for
Myrich, Sam's prompt suswer was:
“I'd have burnt it for a dog, and
course I would for Myrich. Musta't
let your feelin's interiere with your
duty.”

The next day Sam was about enter-
ing the station after a walk down
Pubbly Beach, when he halted in the
door-way. There was the little living
room, Between the two windows,
eying the east, wasthe stove, Aboveit
was a wooden frame for drying all kinds
of wet thinga, A cupboard was in cno
corner, aad oppogite wa3 a yellow
dining-tavle. Over the table, on the
wa'l, ticked a clock, and a barometer
said “Fair,” The surfmen were sit
ting about the stove, Were they all
sarfmen? Qut fiom this groap ate pped
Mr. Myrich, the cuperintandent of
that life-saving station district. Ad
vancing toward Bam, he said:
“ Williams, you know I felt obliged to
put you on probation the cther day,
but I learn that I was mistaken in wy
man—that somebody elee by the name
of Sam Williams waa the cbap in that
saloon at the village. I learn that
you were the patrol who burnt his
signal 80 promptly last niglt, and I
bappened to be in that very vessel. I
came bere to transfer the acting keeper
to be the head of another stition, and
I ghall write to Washington that they
must appoint you keeper here.”

And what conld Sam Williams gay!
Imagine!

—e

“Tax dynamite party | ” exclaimed
Mrs, 8hoddy, who was reading over
tho papers. ¢ Dearme, Augusta, we'll
have to give one right away before
tbose Smiths hear it, I worder what
it’s like ”

¢ JLLUSTRATED with cuts}” gaid a
mischievous urchin as he drew his
knife scroes the leaves of his grammar.
« Illustrated with cats!” repeated the
teacher, as he laid his cane across the
back of the mischievous urchin,




