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.. -teiner souls would got moro stern,
| ufrcling natare more inhuman,
Aul min to stoio coldness turn,
E \ud woman would be less than woman,

B 1. iu that clime toward which we reach

8 1 5mueh time's myaterious dim unfolding,
The Little ones with cherub amile

" Are still our Father's faco beholding,

'S catd His voice in whom wo trast,

f When, w Judea’s rendm o preachor,
 Jie made o child confront the proud,
And be w simple guise their tencher,
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% Life s song indeed would lose i}s glmrm,
W ¢re there no babics to begin it;

roane A doluful place this world would be,

W Were there no little people in it
d 'II'I}: —Johkn (. Whiltier.
eg:::: ' Sam Walkor, Surfinan, Station 9.
e - Puere were two persons sitling on the
nove T door step of a station of the life saving
overr JIB fervice.  One was Will Plympton, and
ivo b @ the other liked to write down his
itches [, nuwe and ealling as “ Sam Walker,
10 s W Surfman, Station 9.’ They were look-
[ ing ccross tho white, chilly sands to-
o caid IR va d the ces, that under tho teming,
- exasperating strokes of the wind hourly
" E clow more and more violenl.  The

iclouds had a scowling look. It was
not u disturbed sky simply, angry
‘here and there, but overywhere its face
was one of sottled, ugly moroseness.

= Mischief brewin’,” snid Sam,
B “Yey: the wind has been busy at

something for tho last twenty-four
 hours, " replicd Will,
~“How whits acd ugly that surf is!
B Locks to mo as if it was all full of
-ehaks’ teeth, white and hard.”
¥ “Somebody will feel them when the
8 ctorm breake—at any rate, betore it-is
over,”
. “Yes; Is'pose the vessol is on the
~water thot has been quietly movin’ on
to meet its doom in this storm, and
didn’t know it more than you and I
F know the fature.”
All this {ime tho sea and sky had
‘\been growing blacker,
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, nov, [ Keeper Joel Barney, the oflicial head

gain” | of the crow ag station 9 stepped out of

rugh of! .ule station, and the conversation was
¢ this [ nterrupted,

ol the When Sam and Will were alono
again, Sam gaid, ¢ That sea and mo feel
alike, T guess,”

neo i “Why 1"
anc 0 T'm not at all easy.”

_Heie Sam’s face scemed to darken
liko the sky,

*“ What are you thinking of?”

“TI'm thinkin' of somebody that
¥ronged me once. That was in Old
England.  We wera boatmen, and
f there was an extra chance st work we
[ both wanted, and Payno Ohesley set on
 toot some stories that lost mo my old
Pkece and kept me out of a better ono.
: ‘I‘AIEH! lies 1 gaid Sam, vehemontly—

B “all of them,”
“ Well, didn’t peoplo seo that?”

“Yes, but too late to helpme, Ifith

haed bren tha trwh, it conldn’t for the
time Lhiave hurl mo more.”

* What's fa'se will wash e f liko mad,
Ivg only wia dstie that sticks in the
glays and hurtg”

But Sam wag not diposed to dwell on
this aide of the wulyect. o arose,
strade f gruwbling, came back grum-
bling, and sat. down 1n the station door-
way.

“ What wkes me think of Payne
Chesley I don's kuow. [ fiel ugly as
that sea locks, and I don't know but
T could put Payne Chegley under the
water if I lad hiw, Seows to me
‘twould be just gwopt to do that, But
that isn't the +hing for an old chap hke
me,” he gaid, medi atively, “ We've
gt to swaller these feolins '

Still blaeker grew aea and sky.

A very savory odor of old Juva, fiied
potatoes, and bircuit now camo from
tho sta.ion kitchen, and tlie crew gath-
ored for supper,

“Storm'’s broke,” said Keeper B.r-
ney, amid the rattlivg of dishes; “1
seo the rain on the window near me.”

Just then Silag Penslee came‘in from
the beach, and his dripping ‘¢ sou-
wester ” told the story of the arrival of
tho 1ain,

“ A bad night,” said Silas, *“Ifa vessel
gets on 1lowlin' Piat.”

But no vessel was so foolish as to do
that fatal thing,

Tho men on duty patrolled'the beach
ag the regulations require.  Tour times
botween sunget and gutrige they tramp-
ed from two to four miles each side of
tho station. ILach patrolman carried
his Coston signale, which could be
lighted at once, baning with a red
flume, and warning of any vessely that
might be discovered sailing too uear
the shore,or announcing toany wrecked
veesel that help was near. But. though
keen eyes watched and quick osrd lis.
tened, there was no sign of vessels in
danger or distress. There was only
that near and incessant thunder in the
darkness, that awful roar of an invis
ible anger which manifested itsolf in an
accasional throw of cold surf about the
feob of the patrolmen ventufing too near
the edge of the sen.

The morning lightcd up a confuced
mass of white, struggling billows under
black, heavy masses of storm cloud,
that swopt the sea with pitiless dis-
charzos of rain, The men at the station
woro ab breakfast when Arnold Rankin
rushed in, shouting, *There’s a wreck
off here !”

¢« Boom—m—m ! ” came the 1eport
of & gun from the sea.

“That's Aenold’s voucher,” ciied
Kceper Barney, springing from his seat,

-and upsetting the chair in bis eagor-

ness. ‘“Our surf-boat cannot live in
that sea. Open the boat-room doors.”

« Man the beach-waggon, boys.”

Out upon the sands the cart was
quickly rushed, and a wreck-gun and
other apparatus taken from it. The
gun was placed in position, and a shot
carrging with it & light, strong line
gent over the wreck. .

“They’ve got it 1" gail Sum Walker,
looking towaxd the vessel, around which
boiled the white swf. ¢Thoy have
mado it fast!”

#ake to half hitches with the shot-

lino vound that whip!” shouted the

keeper, soon signalling to the wreck to
haul on board.

The “whip” was a larger line
doubled through a single pulloy-block,
and it was patiently hauled on board,
followed by.a hawser. These two lines
wore mado fast, tho hawser being

recured abovo the = whip,” or endless
lins,

“Send  the life-car, woys,’
Keeper Parpoy.  “ Quick '”

Every moment the storm scemed to
be gatheiing moro force, as if to regist
the brave men in their work of rescue.
Moro heavily rolled the waves upon the
shoro, the wind charged up and down
the beach, and roughly the 1ain splaghed
the faces of tho surfmen. And yet the
erew worked, gyringing from duty to
duty, and cheering heartily when they
saw the lif:-car coming along the haw.
ger and henled ont by means cf the
* whip.”

“The're loadin’ her up,” was the
news that Sam's keen eyes erabled him
to communicate. ¢ Four men have got
into her,”

 Hnul ashere | ¥ shouted tho keeper ;
and safely across tho turbulent sweep
of aurf came the lifecar. The haich
was remg ved, and four mev sprung upon
the beach.

 Haul out!” wasg the keeper's ready
command ; and back to the wreck went
the car.

#Tt's o steamer, the men say,” wag
Arncld R nkin's announcement to his
matcs.  “‘She's in a bad fix, and will
break up afore night, thoy think."”

Again and again went the life-car on
its journey of mercy to the wreck.

At lsst arrived those whosaid, ¢ No-
ody else on board ”

« Look herei” exclaimed one of the
steamer’s crew, coming from tho station,
where the rescued men lnd found
gholter: “there was one sick man.

Has ho come? Ho is not at the station,”

The keeper locked around upon his
little company of helpois,

« Boys;" he said, “ there's a sick man
aboard. Are you sure, though, he did
not comel” ho asked, suddenly turn-
ing to his informant.

¢« Sure ag T am here.  Payne Chesley
is not ab the station, and he is not on
the beach,” A

¢ Payne Chesley !”

will Piympton heard the name,
and instantly he 'ooked at Sam'’s face.
Ho saw Sam's startled, intent gaze, and
then Sam snid to the keeper, *Some-

bedy nust go and get him.  Lll volun-
i

said

« Il go! Il go!” said several.

«Your ropes out therd are weak,”

said ono of the steamer’s crew ; *‘ttere
has been so 1uch strain on’erm.  One
will bo enoughto goin that cav; send
yor ¢ strongest man. No_easy thing
biinging & sick man to it. Whew!
if ho ain’t up ! Aud he signals too! I'd
go if I wasn't bruised so.”
Upon that wreck the sharper eyes of
the company could make out the form
of a man waving something—waving a
plea for lifo on the edge of that Lorrible,
ghastly ocean-pit of water.

«I’m the strongest,” said Sam Walker,
proudly ; and in proof he raized his
heavy muscular arm.

Evorybody knmew it was as Sam
assorted. Into the car he went, and
tho hatch was closed after him., Keen.
ly overy eye watched the passage of the
car to the steamer,

«] hopo the ropes will hold,” mut-
tered tho keeper, looking off in the face
of the driving gtorm.

« Hurrah ! Ile's there!” shouted the
men.

There was a sonson of anxious wait-
ing.
% Haul ashore!” shouted the keeper.
« Ker—r—Tful, beys 1

The ear was near the beach, when

suddenly the ropes gave way and over
in tho surf L-lplessly rolled the car.

 Porm a line boys ! L-ck cloge and
wade out far as you can !~ shouted the
keepor.

And o, reaching out into thal hun-
gry, grasping sea, they snuatched from
it the fuod that the * sharks’ teeth " in
the sarf had a’most won.

# Hurrah for Sam Walker!"” was
the bidding of Keeper Barney to lis
men,

But Sdm Walker did not need the
pleasure affrrded by that ovation. He
made this confsssion to Will Plympton:
“1 thcught it weuld be sweet to put
Payne Ohesley under the water, but I
tell you, Will, it was a good deal sweeter
to pull bim out.”"— Forward.
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Yor Charlie’s Sake.

Wiuar a marvellous power lies be-
bind these simple words, ¢ For mother’s
gake,” ¢ For my boy’s sake,” * For the
sake,” of some loved one, what noble
deeds have bren wrought I what perils
and dangers have been shunned! The
following incident illustrates the potent
influence of this ph.ase:

Tha oflice-dor opened slowly and a
stranger in poor, soiled clothes walked
in. The man who sat at the desk was
a lawyer, & judge—and he was very
busy over the papers of a pending guit,
It was in the days of the civil war.

The stranger had borze his share of
the suffering that wag in the land.
He bad been wounded in battle, and,
weak a1 i emaciated, he wagon his way
back to his native state and town.

But the busy judge ecarcely raited
his eyes to look at him. The poor
soldier had taken off bis cap, and stood
feeling confusedly in his pockets.

«] have—I did have a letter for
you.” .

The judge tcok no notice of the timid,
hesitating words. He was very busy,
and he was conscious only of a feeling
of annoyance that a stranger should
break in upon his lime.

The confused, nervous search in the
pockets continued, and the judge grew
still more annoyed. He was & humane
man, Lut he had responded to many
soldiers’ applications already—he was
very busgy justnow.

The stranger came near and reached
out a thin hand. A letter, grimy and
pocket-woin, lay on the desk, addresstd
to the judge.

#T have no time to attend to such—"

But the impatient . sentence was
checked on the goed mhn's lips. The
handwriting was that of his son. He,
opened the letter and xead :

« Dear Father,—The bearer of this
is a soldier discharged from the hospital.
He is going home to die. Assist him
in any way you can, for Chailie’s
sake.”

And then Judge A forgot how
very busy he was, His hcart went
out towards the poor, sick soldier,
and for ¢ Charlie's sake”—his own
soldier-boy far away—he loaded him
with gifts and acts of kindness, and
lodged him till he could send him on
his way rejoicing.

I kxow not wkat the world may
‘think of my labowrs, but to myeelf it
seems that I bave been but a child
playing on the seashore; now finding
some pabble rather more polished, and
now someo shell more agreenbly varie-
gated than another, while the immense
ocean of truth extended itself unex-

plored before me.—Stir Jsaac Newlon.




