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quarter. It is mueh favoured by idle urchins
especinlly, who find & hundred ways to amuse

|

“ It is old Uncle Jervy Phillips, the bump-
back shocmmker.  Prepare youmself for a

so-called vichest man in {own, sank upon his
knees, saying with mach emotion, * Lot us

|

themselves among tho boxes and bales. A lpleasant surprise if he takes o part in theipray.” The sapposed wealthy manufacturer

breeze blows from the water across the edgoof |

tho dusty, coffee-coloured piers and gives a
breath of fresh air.

weeting, 18 he donbtless will]” eaplained the
friend at my side,
It was a pleasant social gathering A deep

offered a petiticn, with a true prayerful une-
ltiun. for faith and graee and strength and
‘charity, and for a thovongh cleansing from all

The fish doek and the old “dirt " dock in :(](-vot,ional feeling seemed to paevail, and oneymoral and spivitual deformity, that found a

Peck Slip on summer evenings are white with !
the figures of bathers. Often, too, even when
the law was more stringent against it than
now, they found means to swim in tho day-
tine. They wrestle and tumble over one
another, re;nain in the water for hours, swim
across the swift stream to Brooklyn aund back,
and dive to the muddy bottom for coins
thrown to themn by spectators,

This was the training-school of our life-
savers, Accident. were very frequent lhwere,
and the boys made many rescues without
thinking much of thewm. 'Their house is a lit-
tlo box of a place, painted bright blue, moored
under the shade of the great Brooklyn bridge,
and close to both Fulton and Roosevelt street
forries. The front door of the cstablishment,
as it might be called, is through a hole in
dilapidated tence; then down a ladder, and
perhaps across a canal-boat or two, to where
it lies, wedged in, in the crowded basin. They
have a row-boat, and a life-saving raft of the
catameran pattern.

Inside, the station has three bunks, some
Jockers to hold miscellansous articles, a small
stove in a corner, and a small case of -books
contributed by the Seaman’s Friend Society.
These are largely accounts of courage and
ingenuity in danger likely to be appreciated
by boys in their circumstances. When they
unbend, after duty is over, Nan plays the
banjo and what he calls the “cordeen,” ana
there is quite a social time.

Nau had saved eight persons, Long six, and
Kelly four, before the association was formed,
and Nan had received a silver medal from the
Uited States Life Saving Association.

His most gallant case was the rescue of
three young men overturned from a vow hoat
by the collisicn with the Haarlem steamer off
Eleventh street. He was selling his papers
on the dock at the time. When his notice
was attracted to the accident, he at once
threw the papers down and plunged in. He
was taken out himself in a drowning condi-
tion.

Long’s best case was tho saving of a son of
Police Sergeant Webb’s in Dover Dock, and
Kelley's of o boy at Bay Ridge, who drew him
down twice in the effert.—St. Nickolus.

THE RICH HUNCHBACK.

i H, my ! what a funny little old man "
said a thoughtless young girl ina,

: i

loud whisper to her companion, # & prayer-

after ansther spoke words of faith and hope
and promise,

By-and-by there came a lull, and then
Unele Jerry's gray, bushy head appeated just
above the tops of the settees.  Ho began his
remarks in o sweel, pathetie, trembling voice.

“ Friends, it would no doubt seem to many
here a very sad thing to be only Jerry Phillips,
the poor, old, cross-vyed, crooked-limbed,
humpback shoemaker; to be without rela-
tives; to Le often without work; to some-
times be hungry ; to have no hume exceept one
little bare room; to be often laid up with
thoumatism, and for days not to see a human
face excepting now and then when a kind-
hearted neighbour looks in.

« All these things are very sad; but, dear
friends, there are sadder things. 1t is sad to
be pour as regards this life, but it is sadder to
be pour in reference to the life that is to come.
I amn a poverty-stricken, ‘ funny -looking old
man in the estimation of most of you, but I
am rich in faith, and through the blessed faith
J suy clothes me in the robe of his righteous-
ness, and feeds me with the bread of heaven.

“This unsightly hump on my back is far
less onerous than the load of anxiety, remorse,
and sin, carried by many rich people who ride
in fine carriages, and are clothed in goodly ap-
parel. I shall drop it oft’ sdme day, after 1
have borhie it long envugh to fulfil His pur-
pose, and with it 1 shell lose my ecrooked
limbs and cross eyes.

“ These deformities, I must confess, have
been something of & burden to me all my life;
but whenever the thoughtless jeer at me, I
remember that the Master always looked
kindly upon the halt and the maimed. Jesus,
tov, was the friend of the poor when He was
in this world, and He is so stall,

“Do you not remember ¢ *He had not
where to lay his head” And do you not re-
call the words of James ¢ Has not God chosen
the poor of this world to be rich in faith, and
heirs of the kingdom ¢ Yes, I speak from
my heart when I say to you that I had rather
be poor in purse and rich in faith, than npoor
in faith and rich in purse.

I hope noue of you will be poor in both
ways. 1t you should be, the fault will bLe at
your own door, for every omne of you can be
rich by taking Jesus as your friend. And 1
trust that those who are already vich in this
world's goods will 5o live as to share in the
riches of the world to come. It would be un-

meeting in & certain large manufacturing vil- ispeakabuy unfortunate my friends, oh, far

lage in New England. i
I glanced up. There was a funny little old '
man indeed, walking with a painful limp up

tho aisle in quest of & vacant seat. |

more unfortunate than anything that bas yet
befallen me in this life, to pass out of worldly
weslth into eternal poverty.”

The old man sat down, and Col. Rogers, the

cresponse inmany heaves acd broughit the teary
to many eyes,

The next day the entire community was
clectritied by the news that (ol Rogers had
Hadled, and assigned hix property for the benes
ifit of his ereditors. Al who had been present
tut that meeting the previous evening reealled
Ithe now ruined manufacturer’s prayer, and
Isaid that the poor man must have been pass-
ing through a fierce mental strugule at the
time.

He met Unele Jerey Phillips in the street
that day, and taking him by the hand, said,
“ 1 am as poor as you ave this afterncon, Uncle
Jerry, I have thrown up the hump of ‘anx-
iety, remorse, and sin, but I am weak from
carrying it so long.  And although T did not
realize it before your most oppertune words
of lnst night, T think [ had been looking in all
directions for the main chanee in business so
long that 1 was getting to be cross-eyed my-
self.

“ Now, Uncle Jerry, I want you to pray
that I may become as vich as you are, for it
was your talk at the prayer-meeting that
prompted me to make the wmove T have, I
had my plans all perfected by which I was to
fail ‘successfully * in my business, that is to
make & compromise with my ere litors, ofter to
them a certain per cent. of my indebtedness,
and go on again. But instead of that [ have
turned over everything to my principal credi-
tor, who will carry on the business. By doing
what I have, I am enabled o pay every cent
ITowe. I could not bear the idea of ‘eternal
poverty, Uncle Jerry.”

“1 hated to speak,” said the deformed little
man.  “It is always a cross for me. and it was
more of a cross last even ng than ever, hreause
I heard somu girls gigaling about me when 1
came in. But something kept whispering,
“Get up and tell them that youaie not so poor
and forlorn us you seem " so I spoke the words

that the Lord gave me.”
[_ [ OW pleasant it is to sce a little girl try-
ing to be weful. There is itle Rhoda
May sitting in old Mrs, Cooper's cottage, and
writing a letter tor her to her absent son. It
seems but a trifiing act of Kindness and yet it
is one of great valie to the old lady | for she
does not know how to writs
would not be able to let her “dv Loy John’
hear from ber st all if ~ome one did not write
instead of her,
tle Rhoda.  She has civen up her play this

afternoon - an oo ond loves play more dearly
than Rhoda  in arder that she way, in this
way, help old Mrs Cooper. Rhodn wishes
very much to be useful. T wonder whether
you are like her.

THE USEFUL LITTLE GIRL.

herself, and

»

That * some one ™ is aood lit-




