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| ,-.ﬂ W{")MEN WHO
SIT UP ALL NIGHT, |z

How Two Plucky California
Ladies Watch Over the
Safety of Those Who Go
Down to the Sea in Ships. |m

Thore are two womes in Coliforais who
ara reguiacly authoriesd leopors of light
‘bouses, and upon whom dopend tha par.
sonal caro of the groatlamps and the safoly
of uhevantsd numbars of lives.

" They are Miss ITecox, atationed at Sante
Cruz, and Mra. Flsh, 0t Monterey,

Thoy ara two vary remurkablo women,
In the fizst place, becauso they are an nbso-
lute refuintion of the time-worn sinndor of
Magrant man "' 88 to & wom an’s roliabiliyy
In responsiblo places ; fn the second place,
bocauss thoy are oontent to pasa thelr
tivén 50 far from human eompanionsh ip,
‘and In the thira pisce, thay know the

joints of the compass,
I speat a night in cach of those light.
(houso towers waotclipg the womea take

care of the light and keap It bright for the
(losaly ships that pass in the nightis the
| dari, and which but for it might ba Iylng
In the gray of the dawn ahattered wrocks
on the erusl rocks, If asybody thinks
:shttuahmkupu'n life fa & merry
and [roliosomn ono, lot him go down thers
mnd ses If It fs. The worry aad care of
koo, that 1ight lit Is bad enough, but
maau sttendsnoe on it is an ndded
wra rules for the ceramony
t nad rules for the ceremony
." it out, ':ndkmn n&ln&d rua:
m book T Kew an an
Tron from dust, one spook of which, they
ﬁ eost o good arew thsir livas,
| of an ﬂm“{{bmp paloa fute
ns: lema  duty,
80 lsss n housekéspor than ihe.
Govornment il to be pionsed, and overy:
knows what s strict master that ls.
firat night 1 apeat at the Santa Cruz
1 arrived thero just bofore
dows, in time to see tha light lit. Sua.
iwn may bo a very ploteresgoe tlma for
sgenery-mad porson, and for the horny.
Banded som of toll it means dinner  tims,
nn_!thm its interest for peoplo usuaily
Ths anciely of Bovping cha It
d anxiety o g o
wtlnp trimmed and shining it is @
and linportant poriod.
%, tha gulet little dark-oyed
th the grave wesponsibility,
guossing about what momont
aum would go down.  She
ulating way over a book
king columns of figures and
toshow that the moment

to light thes lamp-—ihae
down nn-:." sald she ﬁﬁlhi
up wnd set down a fow more
ber ownoa n siate. Outaide
f tho Ouso it was foggy and gray,
ths san, il sun there was, showod mot
slightost slgn of what it intended to de,
“That was the log siate," she explnined
_ﬂ wo -urm up the siafra; “that ls
ove matbematioally the corrsot-
gu time sot down in the charws. 1
aghh mors about it when we come

n;mlunnn had eilmbed one filght

of navrow, winding sisirs ond werofon
dark room Hi by the feablo light
lm oas little window.,
. “This is the worvice reom,’ " said Miss
X

The “service-room™ had s tloy oup-
beard and nothing olse lo sight butma-
other flight of steirs, In the cppboned
wece wicks and chimmoys and shining
brass things whose usos caald por be
nossed At From this atorshouso Misa

took » woll-packed brass basket
‘and started up the nrxl. fMight of ateps.

“I will zo wp first,” sald she, * bocaose
the r must bo tho I‘I.u.'ho ouier tao
prasance of the lamp."

In A moment more we Wars In the lamp-
wopm—if reom itcould be eallod. A smal,

place ia tho top of tho lignt-
tower, nbout six feet in dismater,
particuiar to bescan
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fully up.closed tho trap-door naar whick =hs
Wwith great | tion and oxposml
the panorama of tho barbor view. Tho

L yo ogalos- the es of glasa on
R: outsida n!dth.s w?:r. m:" n}.:::ﬁ
k2 ong and the = L]
m.m“rm on thoe glant rooks of

lonely He otnantory.
m'm itilo. nmwm unj ko a u-Il-nl.-
houso, with only the sky the seagulls

o ba sean and the scliea water. To ald
] mm-m the Immu m:#l shinins
Jruss nnd evary ng wWas
Solishad o s bl AR o€ & Suaday,

S Irincks two mingtes and B quarier of
] luaua'll'c.“ sald Miss Huecox, con-
ﬁ&h‘ watch . and amil-

SAN FRANCIEC0: SUNDAY MOESING, MAX 3, 1895.

"e?uumwm:mm"nu Miss

it d 1] :.- o) wy bankat.
20 L awny in Ty
loamdul‘ leauy at the lamp with &
loot of mlltn sderation,
e grown fo love it famll these
¥ nln murmured apolopeticaliy, |
“And I panuot upderstuod pesple who
somatimes eomo up hera sod 'No‘t.
you must Lall me what to admire. L

All this o ho w-l
mnohos uum:nr:u E otlh
otu. brass

louz, which was
“Jsn't (¢ benutifal 1 sbe said,

m-hotmcocmuwiMMIm >
w and folded | varinble

urum." ania sbe. 1nen sne ‘Shiversd

B et
W1 must ﬂoerﬂ tho weathsr *f
north 1o mortheas!,™ o o
t seemod more like & plio.
then.

nu. alawly,
houss than sver

Om hwlmn she wrote this down in
¥ journnl thot sho keops, and

tu aiglt’a vhll Wi

“Isn't itall u dreadful responaibilivy i

I maled.

“YWell," said the ltila koeper, siowly, '

**{t is nlways there."

And 3o it is, slooping or waking, it isal.

ways thero,

he second nlght was w:aultlluwi

Miss Hicox of Santa Cruz,
[From a phatograph. |

ono at z. There the llslﬁll‘l-"u
large that Mra. F'iah can stand in it whet
she dusis L Thern they someiimes

u
us, groon fnelasure, for Unecle Sam s
very portiouiar about his bousakeeping,
and fowers bloom in the demp winds that
blow agross the haadland, |
“Horo Is where wa " anid Mrs,
Fish, pointing ont Huur:';l? on
the map, & ourlous, fgure-do!
with arrows and stars and vecy litie ois

on ju
Monterey lighthouss was ropresented m&
around IL

8 liste red sonjrue and & buge eircle drawn
wha

Afwer lightiog the lamp, which
while one, aad the leos of whish I'-t%
much likn the ono at Santa Craz, ool
wos largoe, Mea Fish oxpialosd 8
many things about tho light and Its eare |
that only n porson who lenew it sl
mately could ropeat,
wouid nover think of nsiing, for,
sald, “there are more thingw 1
inmp than one would aver lml‘h g
the most Imporisst +hiag in the he
Evoryihing olio la subordibate lﬁ
And so it proved.

“We sro ninety-one foal above
levol and the light can ba soon fftean,
oue-hail miles out.  This Light Ta™ 100
capndle power aod is n fixed whils o
thirdyorder,”™ and Mra., Fish o ' ral
tlod off & great deal more of equel L
sud iechuigue, buy thou lhnng\
arn 5o many visitors t ﬂ'
what Questions they w

“Tho lamp burner sty avory month or
29," contioued Mrs, Fish, 18 siwars
1o brizbtar for st—itls jnﬂ liken m»‘
you koow" And the wonder was 1
thy dids’ tmraum to it as thay enterad lts
throne room.

“See these clamps,” she sald, “w
for uae in grea! storms. o pane
broken we can fasten an ulﬂ in t
meons of these, . Every pracaution
to prevent the light baing hury or dissbie
lor an Instont. I have staem-panns st
hand when I wako in the nltht Mﬂ
them io in o fow miputas,
plicates of everything bnm-."

The “sarvice-pecm " iu this case ;
very large storeroom, with linea mnd oiln’
and glittering breias mensuves and tools for
every use nnd emecgeanoy imeginabis.

“Allof this ns well as tha house asd
goundu mast be kopt Hie wax,' said Mre

sh, * for the luspector lnsisis upon shese
thinge."

Then she went un and looked at the lam
again. “Though I would know with
looking at It just what It wos doing," sala
the woman kvoper.

Ouoteide the Iatesn snlls of the fisterman
wars bobbing up end down, the
showoed omp vivid streak of wad,

* Cypress polnt" with Ita monikish sano.
elatioas still was ogilined nﬂm&lllﬂ"
and lowering aly'.“ :

» mictoscople & ol dust.
have lingered on the lans that
Nise & groat dinmond nbove us, for befars

Y [

-il

wo loft Mes. Fish awapt & gossamer fine
duster over {1} thoueh the common eye
would nevar have discovored

Dariag the night it was necetsary p ‘ﬂ_-

In the dim little tarcet tha body of the |
anlit lamp shone ko & glant bubble. It
waus about the size acd alaps of namall
keg, to be more oxact, with u middle part
of smnoth. glonming glass @ oclear as
spring watar, while at the upper and
lower ends thoroe were orragations made |
of ‘fttad lensos, separn’e and of & irignge-
lar shape. 'Thiz all stood on s padests!
| about a womna's walst from the ground.
Powf! Tne lamp was it And the ruby
lght of the chimnsy, rollactad from the
countiess sides of tho prisms wnd shising
theough the clear crystal, made the whole
ook like some greal jewel glowlog und
aparkilng up there. As Miss Hecox had
sald, it was certainty beautiful,
“Thatleas Is made ln the same way as
tho toloscopa ones—Iit §s n Fresnel,' she
suld, " and palished with the thumb, It Is
sosoft and floe.  [i cost §5,000, 1 thisk,
and eame from Paris twenty-llvo rears ago
of more. 1 hava tended It twelve years
myself.”

hon sho siarted down the stairs again
and lefe tho light steadily buening aod
aslonn In the guiet tower, the oulside
world 'h.lv!ax npparenily. fallon awoy, for

nothing could bo seon Lut lmpunatnhi:
d.trkn s,

1 will go laat,"’ said tha littes keaper,
“for I mist bo llm iast to louve the pres.
once of tha lamp."

Again thay peculinr personification of
tho lamp, bred by toat wwelve yoses' fol

lowship.
Wa wont Im lntely 1o bed, for the
lamp had o ba in the nightasd we

woald have a hroken rost at bost

hu.rrhdly dresslng we want uo agala.

“Itis all right,” said Mits Hooox ns she

-uni.nod thi Light with wlite.awale, orit-
eycs—alngularly it

wtd-mmh
lﬂ!:ltd nd then wont down agoln.
1t 1a good 1o fall maloop,” sald the Hetle |

woman, ** with tha light burning 5o stead- |

fl.lr.ly sbove my hoad, warning the mariner
rom death nad peril, asd wuh ‘tha sound

enhawhiitiht bieoy sod tho surf is my

aars,
Toat m!ght exhillorats some women,
ntlo Miss Hocox e

At 3 o'elock Miss Hecox otlled mo, ant
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emine tho light twle», for the pest is'a
very important ono, though tho anxious
stcwnardess always found it i tho same
positicn that her ‘'fixed threads” amd,
“‘levoler ” had left it in in *he morning
previous.

Adsunrlse sho was aga'n in the turrot.
The oll was slowly turnod off and the light
went out of fsolf.

The pale dawn slowly stracgled in
through the ten windows at tha sides, tho
whito line of the broakors graw wvisible,
and io tho dist&nco one or two sails bock:
oned lilzc white hands and disappoarod.

I do not knoww what minuto it was or
wtatsecond of timo, but Mrs. I'ish sald,
| “It is morning now.” And somehow thero
wvas about that simple Little statomont tha
improsslvenoss of an aufur. No high
priestess just finishing an incantatlon
counld have annourcod the fact with more
solemnity. Then sho coverod the lamp
and pullod down the shades just as Miss
Hecox had done.

‘It is nover of my mind, sleeping or
waking,” ssld Mrs. Fish, aad I knew she
moant the lamp.

And that's the way they live—thoeso un:
usual womoag, with no noise but tho sound
of the wavos going past their doors, with
no voices but the ory of theseabirds as
fbey whool by, and not a shop window to
lock into. Polishing and cloamne all day,
ond with tlto lamp on their minds at night;
' for ‘‘it is always there.”

GEeN1k Crark POMEROT,

¢ Himmel I muttered tho man.

“Yaudrivo'in tho rain?” said the woman.
¢ Ach, but it is cold. Come by tho fire.”

I don’t think ofther of them over thought
of asking us what we had come for; they
looke:l upon us somewhat in the lightof a
visitation of ywovidence—\veird Leings not
to be lightly questioned.

Mr. Brown was at tho light, they said,
when we asked for the lighthouse-keeper,
Ho did not live in the wee house; helived
{n a big house further up thecliff. I was
rather castdown atthis nows. I had hoped
to find the' lighthouse-kecoper living all
alone in thetall lighthouse, eating by the
rays of his light and sleeping in its shad-
ows.

“ Mrs. Brown is in the city,” said the
woman. * Sho went yesterday.” Miser{!
Thero was a Mrs. Brown. The lonely
light-keeper of my fancy was turning into
a very prosaio man, with a wife and a
house with a parlor init. Worse than all,

thereare three families besides his own at
the light.
tho artist.
htbouse-keeper with all the com-
? “ Why, it's

1 was quite indignant.” So was

G\t
forts of home!" he cried.
sgainst all tho ethics
of art.” He was for
coming straight to
town again, but I re-
minded him of the
miles of wet weathor
' that lay botween us
and home, and ha be-
camo more roason-

A MGHT 1N A LIGHTHOUSE.

Looking at a Midnight Storm From |

Point Bonita.
MARCH 19, 1893.

WILD WAVES AND AN INKY ¢KY.

Apnle Laurie Talks With Grizzled Cap-
tain Broyvn, Who Hnas Tondod The
Sailors’ 8ignal for Trventy-Ono Years—
The Keepor of & Lighthouse Who Has
A Wifo und All the Comt(:rn ot Home.

We had been driving through tho polting
wain for hours. Tho bay was hidden; the
greon hills rose around us and there was no
8ign of the sea. Suddenly tho driver spoke:

‘“We'ro coming in,”” ho said, pointing
y——————————— with his whip.

The air was funll of
feathery floating
things, as white as
milk and as delicate
as the finestlace work.

‘‘Sea foam,” said
the driver; and so it
was. It floated over
the hills as gayly as

dandelion silk flies on .

a June day. *“Over

the hills and far

my away” it Dbore fis

— message from tho

Lightkecper Brown. wildaea to the quiot
valleys. Sure enough we were * coming
fn.” A light twinkled from Lehind a hill,
the tired horses pricked up their ears and
in a few minutes wo were shivuring outside
8 wee whito house that shono enticingly
through the rain.

* All ashoro,” cried tho driver, wringing
his drenchad zloves, and all ashore it was.
Ashor® in the pelting rain, with soaked fest
and dripping mackintoshos. ‘The artist and
1 wished the driver wouldn’t bo quite so

cheerful. We weren’t cheerful atall. o
rapped  petiishly at tho door of the
wee wiite houso. *\Will they never
comis I wo cried, after the

fughiim of tho storm-beaton neroines of
melodrama.  Presently they came. The
door flew opon with a bang. A terriied |
looking German stood before us gasping
svith bewlilderment. }lo was a weathor-
beaten, sturdy fellow. He held 8 lantern
‘n one hand.
| “‘Himniol! he criod when he saw me.
Then he went in to tell his wife.

Hia wife was just putting the baby to
bed and she cauglit thatbaby just in time

e

able. He grumbled a
good deal, though,
while the man of the
weo w lito house was
puttimeon hls oilskin
and sou'wester to
take us to tho fallen
“ keopm‘."

|| **A bouse.” he mut-

'I tercd, *“and a wife.

1 suppose he'll wear a
top hat, and lilies of
the valley inhis ceat.”

on the point.

"Pho old lighthouse was too high up,”
said Captain Brown. *The fog used to
rise and hido it. Fog’s quecr; as queer as
tho wind and the water, and there's no tell-
ing its ways. So they put tho new house
out on the Point; it's steadier there, too.
Why, I've scen nights in tho old house
when I'vo stood my watch outside in tho
storm rather than be insido when tho walls
was rockin’ liko the cradle in the deep.
The nosw ono is just 128 feot from the sea.
It’s solider thanu the other and you caa sve
the light a great deal better, so the ship
masters say."”

Tho way to the lighthouse from the fog
sigynal seation was wilder and stormicr than
the path down,

‘ Hang on to the railing!" shouted Cap-
tain Brown, a8 the station door slammed
after us.

‘We fought our way against tho storm, as
a stout swimmer lights the beating waves.
The sky was full of skurrying clouds and
rain stung like slcet.

Inside the lighthouse it was snug and
warm. Tho store rooms, white as snow and
archod like the roof of a cave, led into a
reund white room, from which tbo steep
iron steps ascended into the watch room.

Thero was a loud, monotonous whirring
sound, like the noiso mado by hugo whoeis
in wachlnery.

**What is that?” I sald.

*“What?’ 3aid Captain Brown.

“T'hat buzzing noiso?”

**That is tho wind,” said Captain Brown.

“Is it always like that—so loud and
stoady?”’

‘““No,”’” ho saicd: *‘sometimes it whispers
like. Then I know that my biarometer is
right. Sometimes it moans as if it felt sad
over something and was tryving to tell you
abeut it. Then's the time I look at the
clouds as often as I can. The wind says a
good many things toa man that’s acquainted

from the watchroom, I was emazed to find |
that it looked not much bigger tban an ordi-
nary largosized lamp. There are threcwicks |
acd the lamp burns just two gallons of oil '
in one night. It is surrounded with a huge
crystal globe, so big thut three or four poo-
plc can stand erect wvithln it. i

The glass of the globe i8 cut in sucha

'manner that it magnifics immousclﬂ. Back
of tho lamp, on the shoro sjdo of rhe globe,
there is an enr .nous reflector. Captain

Brown showed us how the gla3s magnified.
He stood outside aand looked in at the
flame and his shrewd ol<t face growv anor-
mously broad #ud toox on tho friglitful
aspect of the faces I have secn in a fever.
He showad us how to look at the gusty sky
and tho wild waves through tho glass, and
all the wor'ld wes a waste of gray waters
and black sky.

There's a lookout rail outside the lamny,
but it was toowild a nightto hazard an in-
stant on that (lizzy rail above tho clamoring
water. Every object in the light tower
shone. There wasn’t a speckor a grain of
dust to be seen. The wholo place is im-
maculately clean and shining with scrupu-
lous noatness.

“I'm surprised that theydon’t use some |
kind of unelectric light ia tho lighthouse,”
Isaid, when e bad seen the wicks and the
fillinz cans and alt tho things that go with
an oil-lamp. ‘*Electricity is too uncertaia,”
said Captain Brown. “ We burn minet-al
oil, maie specially for the service.”

Nothing but the finestlinou and tho soft-
est chamois-skin i8 good cnough to uso in
cleaning tho lamp.

“Mind,” cricc? Captain Brown, as we
climbed down thesteps into the wtach.room,
“those jron steps aro slippory; we can’t
scem to keep then dry, try a8 wo may.’

Ve sat with himon bis watch, He told us
storics of strange birdsthat beat their lives
out against, tho shining glass giube:.

* Taere's one sort” he said * that
I don’t kuow. Nobody s¢-ems
to know 'em for mattor o’ that, for I've

“Ready #’ snid the T'he Lighthouse Lamp.
man of the house, holding up his lantern to
sco that the flame was steady. He was
buricd in coats and comforters. His face
shone red and checry from a wilderness of
mufliers. He looked at my hat with a dis-
paraging smile. ‘‘You like that?’’ he said,
pointing to it.

* Not particularly,” said I.

‘“You want to looso?"’

“No,” I confessed. * Not just now.”

Tlie man of the houss blew throurh his
teoth, ‘‘w-h-it,”” he said, and he mado a
gesture that was a photograph of a flying
hat. I tied my hat on with a big silk hand-
kerchiof. Tho artist tied his on with a big
silk handkerchicf. \Wo gave a farewell
glanco at the stove and the smiling baby
and out we went

“W-h-e-w,” shrieked the wind. And
then 1t began to grow intcresting. \Wo
| blow along a wot path a minute or two, and
| then tho guido turned around. He put his
|hnnds to his mouth and made a trumpet.

‘‘Iallow in my steps,” he shoutod. **Be
careful.”
b ‘*Be.e ca-re-f-n-],» wailed the dismal

wind. The rain came down in positive toi-
rents, It was bitterly cold and I could hear
the **slosh” of the tvater n My shoes at
every steg. I telt miscrahly dejected, so I
trudged behind tho guide. watching the
rays of his lantern with painful concentra-
tion.

B

Right under our feet came the steady
cra:sh-sh-sh, cra-sh-sh-rh of the breakers.
I clung to & friendly ledge of rocks that
guarded the path on one side. ‘' Cra-sh-sh,

waves began to creep into my blood.
‘“Be careful,” moaned the pitiful wind,
but I did not_liston. I fory < all about my
wet feet and drenched baiic [ could not
wait upon the slow sieps of the guide. I
wanted to run. * Hoigh-ho, tho wind aad
the rain,” How tho old song surgedthrough
my brain. ¢ Heigh-ho, the wind and the
rain.” The friendly rocks wero gecne.  Wo
wallied upon a narrow ledge botiween two
lines of storming waves, Once wa blew
through a wiudy tunnel cut in the solid
rocy and the guide's lantern made fantastic
shadows on tho whitoned walls. The light-
house 18 nearly three-quarters of a mile dis-
tant from the wee white house, and all the
way the sca storms on the rocks 100 feet
below.

The lighthouse-keeper was at the fog-
signal house. He gazed upon us with a
face of awe and amazement. \We handed
him an important-looking lotter, addre:sed
to *‘Captain Brown, Keeper of I>ointBonita
Light,” and he looked at the envelope for
full a long minute.

“If you will open  it,”” suggested the
artist--somothing in the voice of the artist
made me look at him. He was oliified,
decidedly mollified. In fivo mninutes after
ho first ssw Captain Brown he forgave him
his wife and ‘* howe com{orts.”

“1've been at this light tiwventy-one years,
if [ live till a Tuesday,”’ snid Captain
| Brown, speaking with a strong Yorkshiro
| dialect. X am out in all weathers at all
hours, and I'm the happiest man alive to-

dsﬁ'"
e's sparo and grizzled and stamped with
the soal of sixty ycars, but his hate old face
looks out as bravely from his soi wester as
if he were only twenty-one and tho world
before lim.

‘I'he broad ‘‘a's’’ and cho Yod conson-
ants of his speecharve unwrimg c, but they

| give hisspeech a quaint charm of its own.

s — Erf ==

THE BIG LENS IN THOFE TIGNTHOURE.
[Sketehed Ly an ** Bxaminer © arlist.)

to siive it from landing on tho floor. *‘ Ach
lu lieber,” gaspedl tho wife, and then sho
said in very good English: * \Where do you
zome from?{”

‘*Fromw the city.”

« Come to see tho lisghtd’ ho said when ho
had read the lotter. “Come and I will
show vyou.” He was not astonished
thon. It was to him a perfectly natural
thing that ono should so want to s¢o the
light that the night and the storm only
made the journoy more certam. For
twonty one years Captain Brown has
watched the light at Point Bonita. For
twenty ono years he has climbed to the
tower at sundown and lit the great lamp
that shines so fair in the eyes of sea-faring
men. When he first camne to *‘ the light’’ (it
is always ‘‘the light” with him, nover
Point I3onita) the lighthouse wes stand-
ing on a rocky point on a lofty head land.
The old white towver 18 still standing, but
the light burns in the newer lighthouse out

All at ounce therc came a new sound.

cra-sh-sh ;”’ thosteady rythm ofthe breaking .

|

t
l
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POINT BONITA LIGHTHOUSE THE MORNING AFTER THE STORM.
[From 6 sketch by an ‘' Examiner’ staff artist |

with it. So does the sea, for that matter.
Take the potato patch down thore, the
place where the waterr breaks so white
over the rocks. \Vhen there’s a kind
of a high, steady singin’ like from
tho potato patch I watch tho bar-
omceter, n0 matter how the sun sbines.
Someotimes it. scems as if the iwatir and
the wind got sort of friendly like with a
man that’s watched them so fong and tries
totell him what’s coming. The fog's tho
only thing that you nover can get ao-
quainted with, Some fogs creop iu slow
and steady. You can see the big white
clouds a rolling up, and a.rolling up, and
a-rolling up till it seccms as if «the sky
wasn’t high enough to hold them. Other

times it‘e clecar as a hell, tho sun’s a-
shining and everythlng is bright. bang, the
fog's upon you. Secrasto drop right out o
a cloar sky, and in hali a minute you cau’t
seo a foot Leyond the light.”

_Thore are two fog hor'us, great trumpets
sixtcen feet long. They aro blown by
stoam, and there aro two of them. so that
thero is littlo chance of disastrous conse-
quonces in case of accident to ouc.

We clamberod the stoep, slippery stairs
to the watchroom. Tho watchroom is a
round, oozy little room, as white as snow
and as snug as a ship’s enbim.

The msn on watch sits there and rcads
and smokes the night hours away. Above
him is the great shiming lamp. utsido is
tho wind and the sea. KEvery onco in a
wbilo ho steps out on a littlo balcony and
watches for the fog.

Captain Brown sout tho man who was on
watch to bed. ‘*I'll stayouttherestof the
watch,” ho said.

“Phero are four of us.’ he explained.
¢ \Ve dlvide the nighf into four watches. A
lighthouse night {s from sundown to sunup.
Tao light is never left atonc for an instant
after she’s lit. \We tnko tho most careful

ains to have evorﬂthing shipshape. \Ve

now just how much oil is required to keep
‘er through tho night, but we can’t run any
risk. Llttlo things mey happon. ‘Chelainp
is a complicated bit of mechanisin, and a bit
of lint getting into the wroung place might
make tho light go out. That light means
life and doath to a many poople, and life
and dleath can’t be trified with.,” The light
itself is reachéd by a little ﬂ*ht of stops

a—— —

agked all sorts of bird men about ’em. ¥
tind ’om lying under tho light in the orn-
ing. ‘Thoy’ro pretty little brown fellows,
with white specks sprinkled thicic all over
'em, for all tho world as if they'd been;
caught in a snowstorm. \Vhere they come
from is a mystery. I never can find a trace

! of them in the hills horcabout, or in the
water ecithor. Queor, how they’ll shake
thing's ur_ 1lust flying nrainst the light.
They're littlo bits of fellows, but thiey’ll
scare & new wawchman nearly to death,
thov como with sn¢h =@ ‘thump. It
sounds just ns if s01m0 onc hit tiio glass with
a byz hammer.  Uve beon watcbing for an
old ulbatross lately. He’s ’round hereo all
tho time. I ncversaw one so far north be-
fore. Idon’t see how ho camo here. Ide
flies ’'round and ’round, bnt he knows
enough to keeD Away from the light. Some-
times he acts just as if he was trying to
eek in the window and see what we look
ike in here—the old lump and me.”

Tho artist and I lookeg at each other.

¢ fear thee, Ancient Mariner,” muttered
the artist.

**What’s that?" said the Captain.
| “J was wondering.” said tho ortist, ‘if
you believe in ghosts.”

Cnptain Brown laughed. ¢ Not I,’” he
said; *if I did,I’d ba wae to stay here
alone o’ nights. There’s the potato patch
down therc—hear it singing now. Hew
many bravo follows do vou think have
gouo homo from thoro? Do you romember
the Elizabeth? Isaw her go to picceson
thoso rocks. It was a bright day; you
could see for milcs; but tho good ship
pounded herself to death on tho potato
patch. I watched her die—tho Captain was
lost, you know, antt a8 lot of his men.
Tasten! Do you hoar that low, gurgling
noisolike a dying man groaning? That's |
the flsherman’s rock. That's whero tho
flsherman bung for hours. with the waves
breaking over him every second. I saw it
all. It looks a stono’s throw from hero,
vut I couldn’t get any where riear him. You
knew how he waus savod. I wonder if he
would like to sit here and listen to the
waves breaking over that rock?

+1)id you notico that cliff on tho way down,
the one where the rock goes straightdown
to'tho water, as smooth and slippery as a
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OUR AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHIC CONTEST.

1st Prize.—“A Home Portrait)’ by Geo, W. Reed, Sausalito, Cal.
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OAXKIAND SUBURBS—RESIDENCE AND GROUNDS OF CAPTAIN J. C. AINSWORTH—CLAREMONT
From photograph by Rodolpk, November 17, 1887.

OARTAND SUNURBS—RESIDENCE AND GROUNDS OF L L. REQUA—PIEDMONT. Thotoevaphoid - December 1o, 788


















A Bif From Joaguln Miller.
To be what thon wouldst truly be,
He heavely, traly, what thon art.
The secrn houses the huge tree,
And putient, silent bears ita party
And bides the mirscls of time.
For mirasle, aud more sublime
1t is than all that hes been writ,
To wme the great oak grow from it )
But thus the soul grows, grows (hi heart—
To be what thou wonldst fruly be,
Bo truly what thonart.
e what thon wouldss truly be
-:: Be true. l';lod s finger wu‘each gond,
when,or where Wo may nok sve;
ButGod shall nourk Izto' 115 need

B
guh w41 bt 1L dares be trus
' do whist It is set todo.

The Rudder.

OF what are you thinking, my little lad,
With the honest eyes of hiue,
As you wilch the vessels that slowly glide
O'er the level ocean foor
Beautiful, praceful, silent as dreams,
They pass away from our view,
And down the slope of the world they go,
To seek some far-off shore.

They seem to be scattered abroad Dy chance,
To move at the breezes wall,

Aimlessly wandering hither and yon,

~And melting in distant gray;
But each one mioves with purpose firm,
Mm t%ﬁhd_s Their sails that 6lf,

ithful servants, w them
On their appointed way

B T

B. F. News LETTER

For each has a ruddér, my dear little lad,
With a stanch man at the wheel,
And the rudder is never left to itself,
But the will of the man is there;
There is never a ‘moment, day or night,
That the vessel does not feel
The force of the purpose that shapes her course
And thg: helmsman’s watchiul care,

_ Some day you will launch your ship, my boy,

O life’s wide, treacherous sea;
Be sure your rudder is wrought .
Of strength to stand the stress of the gale;
And' your hand on the wheel, dan't let it Ainch.
Whatever the tamult be,
For the will of man, with the help of God,
Shall conquer and prevail,
—Ceti Tharter..,
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CHE5THAS NUMBER, 1890

8. F. News Letren,

The Hoofl of Fort Winfield Scott, fhowing Armament.

Mission Dolores, San Francisco, Established 1778,










CHBIETMAS NUMBER, 1590 8. P. News LeTTER.

Southern Pacific Company's Ferry Landing, Foot of Market St, &. F,
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Market Street, Looking East from First Swreet, 5. F.






S. F. Yacht Club, Photographed from Veranda of Sea Beach Hotel, July 4, 18982

Bathing Scene in Fromt of the Sea Beach Hotel
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The White is King of all Sewing Machines
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Resolutions.

Whersds, fv s pleased the Almighiy
Gudto remove from  his Lome nod
onr st o bajoved brother Cal, |
Thomns Hamor, wi bow iy hinm bl giib- |
mbginn to the divion will,

Resofeed, Thit Ia the death of Urotk-
ot Humoe we have Tost o' foest Joyal
mgmber, wlow Gl blpssed with many
Femrsin lfer b veleran Husters Star |
trted aod teae o this order, beaie we |

|expresd. our appreciution of I
rotbors worth nud work, hiz Juterosll
sl regndls hu e npbailiniog tiis Edsg i
{ s Star Oedoe, whiv thins Tl fost |

teal mnnoer kept the great prined ;'
W miistali A aoioste  dhe |
ul Benivatens agd oharity. |
oy Fhat wo' the membioes of
entohaptar, Noo 9% st our
Benrtfelt spmipathy to the  hereavid
family and Wilier nebr aod  denr  poly
Eives. Wa mitngle tomrs with thelrs
tud commend  thew 6 onr benvealy |
Fatlior * whi wmgiersth the wind to
the  shorn  hawb, aed deeth alf
things wall **

Resolyed, Thit n cupy of \hese resoe |
lutiogs b spvessd upon - the rocoris i
thieorder, snd & Bapy by gent gt
| berenverd Tamily, |

o P Murshall. |
Helon Waradall
Fdlie Adayerr

Uimniee

GOLOREL HAMER DEAD

I
Ineses Man and Politition Gone
1o His Reward,

Dies at Home of His Soi,
Hamer, St Anthoeny,
Aged 87 Years, o Months.
28 Days, 3

Oar Vittle villagh wak gruuily btk
Satarday fworoing whin micssiges woers
Feastyod DY relutives and (viends sp
nousel og the sad pawa of e dimth of
Coll Thowes Howmer, of 51 Anihony,
1dnho.

Hixdied st tho liooe of his - i, Sal
Tl Hanwr of that  elty, Friay
alternoon, Maroh #, 1000 at the rije
ohilinge ol BT years, W months  wod 28
dayy,

UOE. THOMAR HAER
Wb bor Io White Deer Lirwnahifh
Claiun eonnty, PaJuie 1, 3808 Hik]
parents wersdanws und  Eltzabock
Soibort) Hivmer, who wets tntiyes o
Northnmberiaod aml Lancastar e |
e, Pac, eoapeetivaly, who with their
]y embriating to Ulinols ln thy fall
L1848, - braveliba Trom Plosbiog by
tust b St. Lauis, whitnte thisy - sl
thair way with s - wagin o' Vermibod,|
whierd thoy fopatnl vavighiy  acees ol
L SRR VTETTT CR  S TV TT T
| Muwor were tho parios of (i Tollow-
b obilhioen . Jamen, Slargned, Ko
Thommns, Fosepli, Joht, Eibubels. Sarl)
nod Savined, of whom fo e #lill Hiv=|
Lnge: Matpnrat Heeox, of ‘Sanls O, |
¥ dossply, Who (e how b Criting,
DL, Rbtehbabh Doother wit Saowd |
Swarte, of this oy
Kol Phomas i T pansed i uarly
{yoars of bis e g Dl (etherts faem
and wng givon the wdyaninges of
sulistautial edueatlon fo the Eogllsh
Brdaeles ab Wiloa, Acmilsmy, Av the
| gl aixtefo be onterod Tpon A e
tleal tratniug forf & mereantil ST
by beoming olerk lun shird, wod hs'
was Lhus sngamad fu bis nakive Soe
el b o b Klinsia, Wl b meb
o] T e ety foF dvonks Marsfion,
of Vatmlont, remninig with Wm swo
vears. | He ostald{sbed bilmestf [y o
iess in 1560 and en
ubly st L2a1, whien B sold 4t to hig
conting, Fdwird nhil Paiiatson Humer.
He sohseqooutly devoted liasell o Bla§
catnley il petriotieally pivve lils dor !
wiews fow (b dofanso of b oy old Hag)
With  clinnioteriatin eiergy, ands
milieary forvai inbaciyed f billis ms
nestors, b s whoul tee w Waitiog
Yo rnlso »n rgimenl Dhe U neriow wan
| was proiodot b enlistlmg wied aquipps
I the Elghly Hnvehl Lkuds - Datawiry,
commnsded b Lvwis Wltors, antl
was dihnsel Ly onant Col

vl o thee el ¢ Yatos
i proved (o b rughente did |
wMEsE oL il T W
it bt 0 o i it

Hial Stoone R i WikE Faate s
ot el weid sl e o ki e
doren aufis for servion. I ling thewe
Niwew Shod nader (il whitte lending
Beia! bl b ek g Ay L TTTTTE R O
il U kst oof L By MOWE wodnd
ik bl Lty et b ) fi bt ‘hlllllj«l_

o} Al it righi Wi infiud,

wiling thn seleiee L firii










wis: bright
heautiful sonl withi

Like Mephibosheth,
‘he sat at the King's table and ate of the
King's meat.”™  His Dible was his daily com-
panion from whence he drew his store, of
wealth, and added 1o this, he was rich _in the
love and devation of a true wife, who literally
bore him in ler arms and cared for him as for
a helpless habe, until the Master came and
saidl, "It is enough,” and ook him to himseli.
His last legacy o this devoted wife is to her
a bengdiction to-day.  When the hour came to
depart he said to her: "Oh, vou have been so
good to me!”  She replied, “The Lord has
been very good to us both.” Then, with his
wvoice almost hushed in death, he exclaimed,
“Oh, Praise theLord! Praise his Name!” and
soon aiter he fell asleep in Jesus, surrounded
by his children and grandehildren. “Asleep in
Jesus, blessed sleep.” “Let me die the death of

the righteons.” £, C. Tallwan,
-
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