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BLUE WATER
A TALE OF THE DEEP
SEA FISHERMEN
BY FREDERICK WILLIAM WALLACE.
= —_— )
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{ _ How the Story Started.
& Frank  Westhive:, known _ 88
Skorty,” lives at Long Cove cn Bay ug-cn
of Fundy coast with his mother and | ed.
bis uncls, Captain Je Clark. He
ard his chum Lemuel Ring, drizk a
bottle of rum, whereupon Frank's

unel i f his fath-
er’s Efgg:eg;mfgﬁ-hedﬁi;nfa:d howr twhe [the various occasions on which Jules

“Grace W ’ nt down off |had to look after himself. @ When
Eﬂhzﬂﬁsgauﬁfﬁgghﬂr’mn ':ff her crew and | Shorty brushed his hair with extra
ber skipper. This has the desired ef-|care, donned his best tie, and scrub-
fect upon Frank. He finishes school | bed his hands, then Jules knew that
with credit to himse.f and spends the he was bound off upon a visit. when he
fummer as an apprentice to “Lon& | —Jules—was invariably told “to knock
Dick” Jennings. In August his uncl®  aroun’ an’ enjoy himself for a spell.”
es Lim on a fishing trip a3 8Pare®|These were daily occosions, too, and
hand aboard the Kastalia. While 8%/ S:hot wondered if they were part of
anchor in Canso after the first ﬁﬁ#hinf'.' some religious rite until he stumbled
trip, I'rank rescues a French boy iroml upon the pair one evening while walk-
fll-treatment by his fellow-sailoT® ing up from the Ring's house.
The twc I_mya try their hand at dﬂg Shorty blushed very red and he
fishing with success. A storm bursis|<p..eq.4 under Jule’s open-eved stare,
with sidden fury. Frank’s presence “Er_Sahot T mean Jules—'low me t’
of mirid saved the vessel from CO-imake ye acquainted with Miss Dexter
lision with a steamer. They arTiveé | _Mister Galarneaun.”
home for Christmas. Jules—always the Frenchman in
politeness—bowed. “I have ze plaisir
de votre connaissance, Mees Dexter.”
2And the trio strolled and chatted to-

and festivities, and every house from
Port Stanton to Long Cove was an
“Liberty Hall” to all who enter-
Jules was introduced to Lem Ring
and as a friend of the redoubtable
Shorty the French lad was a friend of
Lem’s also. And Carri: Dexter? Well,

CHAPTER SEVEN—(Cont'd.)
Mrs. Westhaver was standing in the

h when uncle, nephew, ani Jules|gether on their way to the Dexter
mgeﬂ through the snow up to the h‘ﬂﬂ‘e- . !
door. Who ean express the mﬂth’&ﬂ’? Wl]f}jt d’ye think o' my grirl,
admiration which filled the good lady's | Sabot?” queried Shorty after they
eyes as she greeted her boy back from | left.
his first voyage deep water; the hug- Ver' mice, ver' pretty pirl,
gings and kissmgs, the incoherent Frankee,"” replied the other. “Dat grir]

greetings and laughter, and the joy ﬂ:f you goin’ marry sometime?”
the hnn%:-cuming. Shorty felt that it| Frank blushed. “No, con“ound you,
was worth while, felt that it was good |Sabot! Who said anythin’ 'bout gittn’
to be alive and to be home again. He | married?
surveyed the old familiar furnishings| Jules _pondered.
of the cosy house with a sense of |slowly, “I hear men 'board vessel sayv
leasure he had never felt before, and | dat Shortee git married to Carrie
ﬂ] the ecstasy of the greetings l_le fﬂ';‘- Dexter soon——"
ot the little sea-waif lingering In! “Aw, they're only jawin’,
the hall. interrupted the other.
“Ho, mother!” he cried after the|friend, same as you'n Lem
first flush of the salutations were past.| *“Yeg?”

“Well,” he said

Sabot,"
“She's my
Ring.”

Jules spoke quietly. “S'pose

L ]

“I 'most forgot little Sabot! Here,|some oder boy come an’ e

Jules—come an’ meet mal This 18| frien’ wit’ Mees I}exter——}*ﬂuﬂfakglt.izﬂtt

the little chap I was tellin’ you about|eh?” ;

in my letter. Jules Galarneau is his| Frank's brows wrinkled. “No” he

name—" sald. “I wouldn’t like that—_ "
The tears came into the French| “Den you love her ver much—."

boy's brown eyes when he received a| “Waal i

kiss and a hug from the sympathetic| “You love her, Shortee ?”

Mrs. Westhaver. “You poor child,”| “Waal— _»

she said in a voice tender with com-| Jules laughed. “Oh course you ol

passion for the little forelgn orphan.|I see dat right away. You love her

“Come up an’ set ye by th' fire. I'm, ver’ much. T love you, Shortee, but I

glad Frankie brought ye with him—"

“Why, t' be sure, ma,” interrupted
Shorty. “I wouldn’t leave Sabct be-
hind in Gloucester not for anythin'
- Me'n Sabot’s goin' dory-mates later

no t'ink dat girl for you
:]l'“il hat?" ;{Tﬂwledlthe other.
ules repeated. “I no t'ink dat cir
for you, Shortee i el
Shorty was indignnat. “Oh, shut

on h up, Sabot. What do
: : . jup, : you know about
‘Aye, an’ 'tis a handful any skip-1it? Let’s run for home. Mothar made
per'll have with you two in his gang,” | some lemon pies to-day, an’ cal’late

laughed Uncle Jerry. “But never mind,
boys, you ain't so very bad. Draw to,|
Jules an' Frank! Here's some grub

that wants punishin’, an’ I cal’late

I know whar’ she hid them.”

_ They left for Gloucester again dur-
ing the first week of the new Year,
haddo:king

‘and after a couple more

-}ﬁ::"ﬁhl SRV ek ot Eh, trips they fitted out for the long
S 5 r' ‘ . 3 |
And  Jules, the runaway Breton vﬁ}:l;e i?,l];v Bﬂanr{kmg trip. On this

fisher-boy, hospitably treated on every gory gang_ sixtoen o cd an eight-

hand, and solicitously waited upon by | : . - : :
the kindly widow, felt that his cup-gﬁlgﬁhil;:g h;:;s* i:piﬂ dur;ﬁs fine,
of joy was overflowing. "Iﬂﬂfﬂls _mET"-'ir!smuﬂth days’upnn the grrl}gll.mds ghfnte:
madame, he’murmured. Je suis tres | an4 Jules manned the extra dory arn::it
hTEUI"E'I.JI"-—'«TEI'r h«ailpj;r‘. ver' please’— | de the set, and by ‘the time they
t'ank you ver kln_d. |had “wet the salt” and swung off fu:::'

Christmas morning broke clear, cold | home both lads were cnmpeizent to 0
and sunny, and_ the boys were astir in the dory and haul the gear the s-azg
early overhauling their presents— ‘as graduated fishermen, With a re rs
little Jules especially being in trans- trip of twenty-four hundred qui Et(;]
ports of delight with the little things | they shot into Gloucester mg h? :
he received. Dancing arcund the bed- | July morning after five m{;nths Gw}i;
room in his bare feet, he produced each from port. They did not keep the <5
article with whoops of pleasure— |all that time, as many days were s o
leather Wﬂﬂlql']ne;-d mittens, a pair of |lying to anchor in the bait rt]:en%
fancy braces, a silk muffler, and a box | Canso, Souris, the Magdalen Iﬂla {_-i:
of map]e-s:ymp' candy giving him as ' St. Pierre in Miquelon, and v I"]!:j .
much gratification as if they had been | coves on the Treaty Coast of a‘q =
worth twenty times their value, “Ohe. foundland, but the lone spell Lfem-
le bon N{iE”" he cried. “Frankee, I home had the effect of n?akin a <
am please’. Regardez l& gent—il est'out of Frank; his ; Ry
tres bon—n'est ce pas? No, I mus’ and his stocky frame knit
speak Engleesh—no more Francais.  unti] at sixteen years of ape
1 say Merree Chris'mas, Frankee!” ' as strong as an ox. His hnfL.L travel
And with shouts and yells the two led witk him, and his young Sﬁnldav?b-
bny_f_s scampered all over the house sorbed and pondered over the r-in? l
until Uncle Jerry, disturbed from his thoughts of clever men. and thg culf‘k
iléi;b'zrs. drove them back to the:rli.;atinn of his intellect wan unspnilelci
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The week passed in a round of visits 'm::ents. lighat 2(}\?53,“'?“ By T
flam dissipations and distr
| shore life in a city. Out on
'waters of the A
between the wor

men, cook, skipper,

solidly,
he was

actions of
_ the broad
tlantic in the lay-offs |
_ 'k of fishing a brainy
' man thinks, while a stupid one sleeps.
' There are always the two types to be

gshe constituted the prime reason for

nuscles hardened. |

wishy-wash vy flim- |

!
N | others of his shipmates will be drows-

|

iand before he was fully aware of it |

‘met with upoh the vessels of the fish-
i ing fleets, and belonging to the former
\class one may meet quiet-spoken, |
 horny-handed trawlers who, though |
blessed with very little education, are

able to converse in an intelligent man-
ner upon many subjects, and in their
 level-headed, even conversations one
can detect the well-balanced thoughts |
and reasonings of the thinking man. |
' The sea gets very near to the heart of |
| the pensive toiler upon its breast; he
| becomes impressed by its immensity,
by its power and beautv in storm and
‘calm, by the myriad lifc it contains |
-and the strange natural laws by which
1t 18 controlled. Such impressions
 leave their mark upon a man. ke wel-
' comes the silent hours of his watch
lon deck to commun- with his
| thoughts; he can lighten the monoton-
| ous labor of the fishery by retrospec-
| tlon and reflection, and in the °
| off 8™

certs every night, just as though you
were in one of these great cities, with
our Marconi Radiophone (Model C).

Write for full Information and pripes,

iay-
_ or watch below he is invariably
the one who. with pipe and b '
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pleasantly whil he hours when
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ing or indulging in loud-voiced, use-
less argument and altercation.

Of such a meditative turn of mind |

was Wasthaver. Not that he was un-
sociable, serious, or a dreamer
and thinker without losing all the at- |
tributes of a good shipmate. West—!
haver was a good shipmate and a good |
fxshermﬂn. He sang, laughed and |
Joked more than any of them, yet. as .'
hin uncle said, he had “more brains |
than th’ whole ship’s compeany.”

The years passed rapidly for the boy,

he reached man's estate—small in sta-
ture, but broad, strong of muscle and
will, and good-looking in features.
Under his uncle, his education had
been a thorough one both as regards
his chosen vocation and his intellectual
accomplishments, and at twenty-one
years of age Frank Westhave  was a
man singularly endowed.

The;.r were upon Grand Bank when
Frank’s birthday came along, and the

of |
dreams, for a man can be a reader |

uncle, pacing the quarter, glanced
proudly over the manly form of his
nephew steering. “Thar’s nawthin’
mean about that boy,” he murmured.
“Look at th’ shoulders on him! Short
he may be, but height don’t allus make |
a man, an’ Frank ain’t so short either,
So he's twenty-one to-day! Eh, eh,
but th’ time passes quick. It seems
but a year or so ago when he was
runnin’ aroun’ th' Bay Shore gittin’
inter trouble an’ raisin’ a rumpus
gen'ly, Eh, eh, but th’ year: soon go!”
Back in Gloucester again, Uncle Jerry
spoke what had been on his mind for
many weeks, aye, months. They were
sitting upon an old topmast lying on
the sunny side of the wharf—Frank,
cool of eye, healthy-skinned and
powerful, with life before him, and
the uncle, stout, grey-haired, and jog-
ging easily down the shady side of
earthly existence. “Now, Frank, vou're
a man!” Uncle Jerry paused for a
moment to gaze into his nephew's
clear eyes. “Aye, you're a man now,
boy, an’' il's drawin’ away on ver own
course ye'll have t' be after this, for
I have no hold upon ye now. I've
brought ye up as a father. I've train-
ed yve up as a fisherman and a sailor,
You kin handle a vessel an’ navigate
better'n .I kin, and in th' dory there
are none can show ye anythin'. Now
I must leave ye t' work out ver own
traverse. You can make or break
verself from now on—I have no say in
th’ matter, but I kin still advise ef
ye care t' listen. Now ye've bin sailin’
with me for six years, but I don’t want
men t’' say that Frank Westhaver was
his uncle's pet an’ only worth his galt
while hig uncle was behind him. No!
that would never do, an’ I cal’late you
wouldn’t like t' hev sich things said,
s0 I want t’ give ye my advice. Leave
me for a season—you an’ Jules—an’
ship with another skipper. Make a
trip or so with a driver so that men
can say that Westhaver hez gone
through th’ mill an' ecome out pround.
They can’t scare you, Frank, for vou
kin keep yer end up with any o’ them.
What d've think? Will you an’ Ju'es
ship with Tom Watson in th’ Fannie
B. Carson this next trp?”

Frank kicked the planking of the
wharf. “Ship with Tom Watson?” ne
repeated slowly. “Waal, he’s got a
kinder hard name, but I cal'late he
kain't eat me. Yes! I reckon me’n
Jules’ll ship, Unecle. Now suppose
vou'n me git rigged out in our shore
rags an’ take a shoot up to Boston.
We'll take in a good show at a theay-
ter an’ sit down to a white man’s meal
afterwards. Ewven though we hov t'
e like hogs a1 sea, we kin liva [i:e

gentiemen ashore,.  What d've say,
Uncle 2"
Th- stout skipper laughed “Lownly,

Feran', I'm afraid this book-readin’ o
yours iz 2-goin’ t’ kill ye as a fizner-
man  Ye'l be allus hankerin’ t’ git
clear o’ th’ stink o’ gurry an’ bilge.
Theayters an’ resterongs ain't exastly
in my line, Frank, but I will admit—
yes—that your way o’ livin’ ’ull shape
up th’ best in th’ long run. Rum an’
th’ dance hall was good enongh for th’
ol trawlers o’ my day, but I cal'late
things sre diff’rent now, aa' 'tis balter
‘c---aye,' far better.”
(Tu be continued.)

The Delicious Braag |

—of Energy and Iron

ERVE raisin bread twice weekly on your
table for three reasons:

1. Flavor; 2. Energy; 3. Iron

You remember how good a generously filled,
full-fruited raisin bread can be. Your grocer
or baker can supply a loaf like this.

Insist—if he hasn’t one he can get it for you.

Full-fruited bread is full of luscious seeded
Sun-Maid raisins==rich in energizing nutri-
ment in practically predigested form. |

Raisins also furnish fatigue-resisting iron
for the blood.

Serve plain raisin bread a'¢ dinner or as a
tasty fruited breakfast toast with coffee.

. Make delicious bread pudding with left-
over slices. No need to waste a crumb of
raisin bread. .=+
. Begin this week the habit of raisin bread
twice weekly in your home, for raisin bread is
both good and good for you.

Sun-Maid

Seeded Ralsins

Make delicious bread, tPin:ﬂ. puddings,
cakes, etec. Ask your grocer for them. Send
for free book of tested recipes.

¥ T

Sun-Maid Raisin Growers
Membership f.?,ﬂ!.’?ﬂ_ i
Dept. N-43-9, Fresno, Calif.

W
el BT

Blue Packags

——

MR e T — S

Colored Monarchs From

New Memory System.

Af!‘iﬂ&ﬂ Wlldﬁ. I—Ir:w_ i '1t 1-*::;1‘1’ have su_ch a guu_u-d-
, memory, Nerah? her mistress in-

Two dozen colored kings have gone | quired.
to Paris and Parisians, with their ever-|  «“well mum. Fll tell ve. Since me

fresh love of the exotic, have thrilled | ¢hildhood never a
at the spectacle. '

Dressed in faultlesslyv-fitting black
¢lothes, top hats, and with uniformiy
ebony features, these dusky rulers of
French possessions in Senegal, Da-
homey, Ivory and the New Guinea
coasts and Mauretania, when they
lined up on the platform at Gare De
Lyon, made one think of that old
ditty, ‘“Ten little nigger bovs all in a
row."”

It Is not quite clear whether the
Government brought them to see the
slghts or whether they are a sight for
Paris, but their reception was quite of-
ficial, with representatives of the Min-
Isters of Colonies, deputies and officers
to meet them.

One huge African potentate, bliss-
fully unconscious of the picturesque
anomaly of the combination, carried. |
instead of a walking stick, a scimetar. I

|

lie have [ told, and
when ye don't have to be taxin' yer
| memoery to be rememberin’ what veu
told this one or that, or how ve ex-
plained this or that, shure ve don’t
overwork it an' it lasts ve good as
| new, till ve die."

Minard's Liniment for Curns, ete.

aTa
T

Basket-making is one of the oldest
mdustries in the world.

«\faseline
CARBOLATED

FETROLEUM JELLY

VERY efficient

It helpad to explain why some children !

toock refuge behind their mothers' - -
St | antiseptic when
Ancther jungle chieftain escorted ! used as a first-aid

his three wives, whom Parisians voted | .
|

for Rheumatic
Sufferers

The shortest thing in the
world is not a mosquito’s eye
lash—it is the memory of
the public.

We again remind sufferers

from Rheumatism, Sciatica,

Lumbago, Gout, Neuralgia

and Neuritis of our marvel- |

ous remedy, “New Life.”

Thousands of grateful testi-
monials received during past
twenty-five vears.

One bottle for One Dollar;
Six bottles for Five Dollars.
Mailed direct to customers.

New Tife Bguedy Company

78 West Adelaide St Taronto
Canada
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dressing for cuts,

quite charming. Nearly all speak |
| French fluently, having received excel- | ECTﬂtChES, bl"lliSE."i, S
'lent educations. Onse proudly an-|

sect bites, etc. Keep
a tube in the house
for emergencies.

' nounced he is a subscriber to a Paris |
' paper, which he has read in the jungle
 for ten years.

l
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' Minard’s Liniment for Dandruft. }
|

. < CHEUEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY

Poverty and hardships have forced) (Consolidated)
| into prominence many a man who| 1880 Chabot Ave.
would have otherwise remained un-| ___
| known.
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