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ing, 7 /They hup,u wed fo be excep-

_ally rlisastrons years frora the Pol-
1ooters' point of view, for th: agh wrecks
enough took place on othu- parts of the
const, no craft of any consequence foun-
dered on the Needle. By this time
Harold Treco%e was captain of the life-
boat's crew e and seven other men

|received twelve pounds a year apiece

from the earl to go out practicing some-
times with the boat, and to hold them-

' selves in readiness ab any time when

their services might be wanted. If they
saved lives, they were to have each a
bounty of one pound on every human
Nay, they were to have
fifteen shillinge, too, for every dend hu-
man body they brought to shore. Thus
haid the earl and his daughter tried to
enlist the cupidity of these men on the
side of humouity, hoping, may be, that
some higher agencies would work too
for the reclai .ng of a population as
barbarons and debused as any in these
isles.

Peter Pencorrow lived in a pretty
house whicl his patron had built for
him near che large white shed where the
lifebont was kept. There was a phar-
macy in the place, with tworooms hold-

thros peds each, which were to be
‘ﬁgven for half-drowned men and
wonsen who might be drawn ont of the

sen ; u. % there were a great number of
ua.aful ¢ lmnoes for restoring lives thut

bt 1, ont. Some-
i oF Harl ﬂg#ndy clie would

village to seelif evorything

good ordew but since theixr cnr-
wmld be seen five miles off as

lown the steep road onihoroak
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ter, sitting ontside her father's house on
fine afternoons to meke nets, would
drop her hands into her lap and look
out with a dull, wistful expression
over the sea, so broad blue and mys-
terious, Her ﬂ.nely-ahaped head might
have been a storehouse of knowledge and
great thonghts, but it was empty. She
could neither rend nor write; she
knew nothing of the world exceptin its
most sordid aspects of dire poverty,
drunkenness and brutality. She had
never set foot in a chureh, and had no
iden of & God save that she had heard
and believed that there was something
above those skies which were now so
golden with sunlight, now so blnck
with thunder, Oceasionally such natu-
ral impulses of good as were in the
girl's heart would well up in short
seraps of advice which she gave to Mark
Brathwaite : *“Mark, yo'll not get drunk
like father. There's no good in drink ;"
or, “Mark, if I were o mon, I'd learn
summut and become a scholafl.”

This is what Margaret Pencorrow was
at eighteen, and on the night alluded
to in the first line of this story, when
her worthless father stood, drunk as
usnal, on his wateh, and unheedful of
the storm that was gathering.

#* * * * w

The storm broke presently with
frightinl fury.
ning rent the skies, and the waves were
dashed upon the shore with a roaring
as loud as the thunder. In despite of
the deluge of rain the crew of the life-
boat came to the shed to get all in

readiness, nnd a great many-other fish- |

ermen and their wives trooped ouf of
the cottages; bub this was only be-
canse sleep on such a night was im
sible. Most of the eyos that loo
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half crazed at daybreak, annnnneced that
she had suddenly been gwept away by
a wave, hut whither |he kunew nof,
though he had swum, and dived, and
sought for hours, risking his life twenty
times. “God knows where she went,”
he cried, sobbing.
And doubtless (lod did know.
* * * * F
At present there is np more Needle
Rock off Polloot, Lady Blanche had it
blasted, and a fine lighthouse has been
erected where it stood, to warn vessels
of the other dangamus rocks in the vi-
cinity, It is called *“The Margaret

\Lighthouse,” and Marlk Brathwsite is

the keeper of it.—London Truti.

Facts Ahout the Herring,

Professor Huxley, in a lecture stated
hat 2,500,000,000 or thereahouts of
Lerrings are every year taken out of the
North Sea and the Atlantic. He assumes
that their number is even greater—
3,000,000,000.  Now, he says * prodi-
gious as is apparently this numlmr, it in
not more than one shoal, covering a doz-
en square miles,” und that shoals of

much larger size aré on record. Tt is
safe to say that, scattered throngh the |

North Seaand the Atlantic at one and
the same time, there must be scores of
shoals, any one of which would go a
long way toward supplying the whole
of man's consumption of herring. Prof.
Huxley believes that all the herripg

fleets taken together do not cateh five per
cent. of the tofal number of herrings in
the sea in any year. The fecundity of
the herring, though great, when com
pared with a lind animal, is small when
the ragimdmtive wers of other fish
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Sammer Time.
Oh, snmmer-time, go passing swoet,
But heavy with the breath of flowers,
But languid with the fervent heat,
They chide amiga who call the efleet,
Thee with thy weight of daylight hours,
Oh, summer-time, 8o passing sweot |

Yonng summer, thou art too replete,
Too rich in choice of joy# and powors,
Buf lnngnid with the forvent heat,
Adies ! my face 11 gt to meel
Bleak winter, with its pallid showors,
Ol, summear-time, oo possing eweet |

010 winter steps with swiffor foot,

He lingers not in wayside bowers,
He is not languid with the heat;
His rounded day, a pearl complete,

Gleams on tho unliuown night that lowers ;
Oh, summer-iime, 80 passing swect,
But lunguid with the forvent heat |

— Enily Preiffer.

HUMOROUS,

The cook i the only man one will
take sauce from.

Why isa joke that is acidulons not
good? Becanse the cream of a joke
never should be sour.

One swallow does not make a summer,
but a little repetition has frequently
been known to make a bummer,

Michigan has & man with three arms.
He is the only man alive who can fake
| two girls sleighing and enjoy it.

A woman out West threshed 3060
bushels of wheat last year—and proba-

bly her husband into the bargain.
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