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PLEASANT HOURS.
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THE COASNT GUARD.

,3 %0 vou worder what T am seeinge,
A/ 1n the heart of the fire, aglow
Like Wil an a golde i sunset,
With & sunner sea below
1 ~ee, anw iy ta the castward,
The hiie of & stanm-beat coast,
And 1 hemr the tad of the hurning wasves
Like the tatnp of & watled Lost.

And ap and dowi i the darhness,
And aver the frozen s,
1 hear the men of the coasteguard
Pacing aleng the «trand.
Beaten by <tormand tempest,
And drouched by the pelting ram,
From the <hotes of Catolina,
To the wind swept hays of Maine.

No matter what storms are riging.
Nomatter how wild the nga,

The gleat of thien swinzing Linterns
SLive  atwatho o nann aabit.

Aund mauy a shipurecked sailor
Thauks God, wath his gasping breath.

For the sturdy ams of the sufmen
Who diew bt anay from death.

And co, when the wited s wanneg,
And the air grows dim with sleet,

] thank ot the tearless watehiens
Pacing aing ther beat,

Ttk cha wiech, fast breaking
In the surf of 4 roc kv Shore,

Al the hfe-heat Teaping onwand
To the sttohe of the bending oar

1 Lear the shouts of the @tlors,
The boom ot the fro cw sal,
And the ereak of the iy halyanis
Strammbg aaiust the wale,
s Cottrage T the vaptam trumpets,
¢ They are sendditgg help from Jand
God bles< the ten of the caast-guard,
And hold thieir lives i His hand -
=St Nickolas.
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DAVID'S PRIZE.
A STORY OF THE BAY OF FUNDY,
«“ HEY say there'sa
skeleton in every
house, Almiry ;
and this i3 oura,
I used to think
we didn't have
any,thoughwe've
always bheen poor
enough, goodness
» knows!”
¥, “I never minded
'f'{,} poverty before, John,"
%, said the wife, “We've
heen blessed with good
health, an’ have been
able to earn a comfortable livin', if not
a bountiful one. But this—this is so
hard to bear;” and she laid aside the
worn garment she was mending and
looked steadily into the fire with that
expression of despair that comes, not
of sudden gricf, but of sorrow growing
day by day into the life.

A slight sound from the trundle bed
caused the mother to hasten to her
little one, Liending tenderly over the
golden head, and softly smoothed the
rampled blankets. Then, as though
there wero a mournful pleasure in the
act, she thrust her wann hand beneath
the bedclothes, and geotly caressed the
little distorted feet that had never
taken a step.  This was the skeleton—
this tho sorrow that brooded over the
household ; the youngest child and only
daughter was a cnpple. She was a
lovely little creature, now two and a
half years old ; the fairest, ber parents
believed, in all Nova Scotia; for this
wag

“*In the Acadian land, on the shores of Basin
of Minas.”

As Mry. Hart came back to the fire-
sido and resumed her work, her hushand

nbout it1"”

said it bad been dono in scores ©

little feet as right as anybody’s. Oh

and powerless,”

now."

sitting near, apparently engrossed with
his arithmetic lesson, now looked uj
and eagerly asked:

and have her feot straightened ?”

good deal more.”

ished reply.

mother.”

through the tear-drops.

year, would make her chances much
smaller.”

full of projects for making money.
Half tho night he lay awake forming
plans and rejecting thom, while the
wild March wind mingled ita roar with
the thundering music of the mighty
incoming tide.

Nor was this one wakeful night the
end of David's planning; he took his
brother Jack into contidence, and to-
gether they talked over each scheme.
“I'll go without butter on my bread,”
said Jack, swallowiog a sigh ; for, like
most ten-year-old boys, ho enjoyed good
things, and butter was his special
weukness.

“So'll I, but that won't make so
much difference in my case,” said David
laughing.

“I wish’t wo could find a gold mine,
an’ not have to wait to earn the
money,” suggested impatient Jack.
David shook hias head. “There’s no
use wishin' that; the money’s got to
come, little by little. Lot us get a box
an’ put in ov'ry cent we can carn, and
g1y nothin’ about it to mother till wo
get o veal Jot.  I'll put in that silver
half dollar I got, an’ Billy Farham says
he'll give me a quarter of a dollar for
2 little sail-boat {ike that I rigged for
Steve; an'if he would, don't you s'posa
there are other boys who'd do the
same? Folks ain’t so poor as wo be, an’
if they was they don't all havo little
sisters thoy want to send to Boston.”
But opportunities for earning were
not frequent in that sparsely settled

asked :

i

region, and tho moncy came very

“Did Mr. Blake seem very sure
“ Oh, yes,” waa the quick reply : “ ho

places both in England and Amorica,
and ho would guarantee that thia
Boston surgeon could make her pror

it seoms harder than ever to know she
might be helped, while we are so poor

“Dont take on so, Almiry,” said Mr.
Hart, wiping his eyes with a rough
hand, for tears were chasing each other
down the mother’s palo cheeks; “mebbo
wo can manage to get the wonoy some-
how, though it does look dubious just

The eldest boy, David, who was

¢ How much would it cost for mother
to go to Boston with his littla sister

T don't know, exactly,” replied the
father, “but I &'pose the fure both
ways, the board bill while there, and
the surgeon’s fee would amount, at
least, to & hundred dollars; mebbe a

¢ A hundred dollars !” was his aston-

A million would hardly have seemed
larger or more impossible of attainment.

I thought,” hie faltered, “that p'raps
you'd let mo work out next summer—
Jack and Stevio are gottin’ big enough
w help here at home—an’ I could earn
caough to send ‘em, but I couldn't.
"Twould take a good while to earn that,
but I could do it in a fow years,

“You're a good boy, Davie,” was
the gentle reply, and a smile shone

“But the
doctor thinks that to wait, even a

When David climbed the stairs to
the little bed-room he shared with his
two younger brothers, bis brain was

slowly. At times David was degpairing,
and again a stroke of good fortuuo—
for such he considered tho earning a
fow dimes—rendered him hopeful.

Onco a8 ho stood on the shore of the
Basin watching tho tide as it came
rushing in, ho recallod a story he had
heard, how a man had found on the
shore a jowelled eav-ring of great value,
that had probably been torn from some
victim of a wreck.

“QOh, if I could only find such a
thing!” exclaimed the boy, clusping
his hands tightly; but his homely
common sense diecouraged such a wild
idea, and he added: *Precious little
time have I to be searchin’ the flats, I
might better be at work tryin’ to earn
gomethin’ than rununin’ on that fool's
errand,”

Meanwhilo little Bessie was growing
more and more besutiful and winsome,
Though nothing way ever said in her
presenco concerning her deformity, she
was ovidently aware she was different
from other children. As spring ad-
vanced and the boys began to go
barefoot, she would sometimes pull off
her little stockings and home-made
cloth shoes, and gravely look first at
the strong sturdy feet of her brothers,
and then look at her own 8o unnaturally
bent.

“Jt cuts me right through to see her
do that,” said David to Jack on such
occasions ; an’ the awful sorry look on
mother's face i8 jest a8 bad.”

One night, in early June, the brothers
lay awake long, talking in whispers of
their fuiluves and possibilities, until
poor Jack beeamo so sléepy that in
tho midst of a sentence he was carried
away to dreaw-land. But David was
restless and wakeful, his warm heart
full of desire to do something for the
sister ho loved 8o well, and fear lest he
should not succeed. He counted the
slow strokes of the clock us they told
the hour of eleven, and said to bim-
self :

“X do’ know a8 I was over awako so
late in all my life before.”

Shortly afterthis hebecame conscious
that for some time ho had been hearing
a sound as of the surf besting against
the shore. Being so accustomed to
the roaring of water—for in this arm
of thé Bay of Fundy the tide rises
and falls from fifty to seventy feet
each day—be had thought nothing of
it. But just now it flashed acrosy his
mind that the tide was high between
six apd seven o'clock, and therefore
must now be nearly run our.

¢ Whut on earth can that splashin’
wean?” the boy thought ; ¢ thera's no
wind a-blowin’, an’ the tide ain't coming
in, unless I've been asleep an didn't
know it;" and he sat upright in bed
rubbing his eyes to assure bimself he
was not dreaming.

The noise was fast becoming terrific.
David thought he had never heard even
the wind aund tide make such a
commotion.

Pregently the cloak struck twelve,
and then he knew that he had not been
asleep, and that something unusual
must be occurring along the shore.
Noiselessly slipping out of bed, bhe
went to the window ; tho waning moon
was shining faintly and tho stars were
bright.

‘“OTqin’t so very dark, if 'tis mid-
night,” said David. “I'm a-going to find
out what all this is about.”

+ It was but the work of & moment to
draw on his sacanty clothing, and,
swinging himself into a low tree, whose
branches were within reach of his
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window, he was soon on his way to thy
shore. Rolling up his pantaloons, he
boldly made his way down the fla
toward the receding tide and thoe noise,
his bare feot sinking into the mud =
overy step,  But he had not gone far
cro terror overcamo him, and he wen:
back to sit on the bank to wait an(
wonder,

1t can’t be a ship,” he mused ; “nc
kind o' & craft could kick up suct
A fuss ag that; I b'liove its somethir}
alive.” i

As loud as tho report of & smalf
cannon, but sharper, and more like wha:j
one might suppose to be the clappiy
of gigantic hands, sometimes three o
four in quick succession, came th
sounds.

An hour passed, and the commotio:
wag perceptibly less, long pauses occur,
ring between the noises, after a tim}
all was still except an occasional heavy
thud.

Courago and curiosity now triumphe
over fear, and David again ventures§
down the flat, \Vith wide-open eyaf
and sense alert, he procecded in the}
diroction of the sounds, and soon wuj
able to see, in the dim light, o dart
object outlined against tho sky. :

“Jt looks like the hull of a shij
bottom upwards,” thonght the boy,
cautiously going a little nearer. Bul
just then ond end of the shape gave 1
flop that sent the mud flying in allg
directions. -

David made a backward leap that
would have done credit to a professiona
gymnast, saying aloud in excitement.§8

«“Jt's a whale, sure’s I'm dlire! an
it's my whale, for Y'll haveit, I will{”

How to hold possession of it was the
next question, for a quarter of a mile
of mud lay between bim and the bank,
and the tide which was already turning
would carry away the prize; but with
our hero to think was to act, and we
shall see whether wisely or not. Run-
ning as fast as possible over the oozy
ground, he made his way to his father’s
boat-house, and, hastily throwing into
his skiff a gafl hook and a long stout
rope, he again started back, dragging
the boat after him.

He had not gone far when hebethought
himself that his parents might be
ularmed at discovering his absence ; so,
leaving the boat, he ran to the house
which was not more than thirty rods
from the shore. Going to the open
window, he shouted :

“Tather! Mother! I've got a whale!”
and then darting back without waiting
& reply, so fearful of losing what he
already considered his own property.
Mr. and Mrs. Hart were both sound
asleep when their boy's voice penetrated
tho room, but they awoke instantly,
fully conscious that some one had
spoken, but uncertain as to the words.
“Who was that1" questtoned the
father.

“'Twas David's voice, I'm sure,”
answered the mother ; * an’ it seemed
as though he was right here in the
room.”

“David,” called Mr. Hart; but no
apswer camo. Going to tho stairway,
ho called agrin, with tho samo result.
“Tt must be he hollered out in his
sleep, an’ both windows bein’ open it
sounded pretty plain. Guess Y'll sce
what timo “tis,” and he struck a match
and held it Lefore the clock. It's a
quarter past two; time for another
nap;"” and, undisturbed, ho lay down
to sleep.

But Mrs. Hart was more wakeful,
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aud presently said :
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