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Y ralkec he de-
CHAPTER SIXTEEN—(Cont'd.) The two men walked along the
AIIA:rent w;l'l until three in the serted water-front street, stumbling

ster 1d

' teched well |over lobster crates, buoys, and o
E}ﬁmgi. Eli;il;f‘q b};}?rg ii;f’fhigd the h:‘t;k&n-dnwn dories. Everything was
Brier Island light astern. The breeze |Quiet, and as they strode a‘.l}r;:n‘ng' 1.131?;
had hauled a little more southerly and [road Frank shivered in his we
was blowing athwart the now re:urn-'%ﬂt]jtﬂﬂ- : ;Fme Dlaﬂs !!:1 dt&“ Iip 1sh't:h;§

] * run- | Westport,” remarked he. ve h'a
Eﬁgt]ihﬁmwefmtliﬁis?g&e E:I?d the | nawthin' but a rooster a-crowin Sence

; : '

i d | we landed /i :
l;uit‘lﬁ v}f’f hﬁiﬁ;g?: ﬁﬁz TE!,:“EE . “Here's Bill’s place,” interrupted
Tﬁla Jerry fastened the fo'c'sle the other, and they stepped up on to
glide and came aft, and Frank and he the porch of a neat shingled cottage.
nursed the small craft among the The lobsterman was roused out, and
breaking crests. It was black dark‘thﬁ two explained their E'TTﬂTI_.d. ’
and blowing squally with rain, and} Run me dﬁWﬂi} Nr[r- T‘f'I_i:‘:ll!:lhﬂaﬂn.”an
when the puffs hit in they had to Ill‘.!‘make 1t' worth yer w '-]dﬁ]—_-th
ghoot the schooner up with sails slat- Oh, that's all right,” said the other

: 1o lsleepily. “When d’'ye want t’ go?”
iﬁ.}iﬂd booms snatching at the “Now—right now,” replied Frank.

: " 1. 9T don’t want t' waste any more time.
“I'm seart o’ this punt,” bawled the 1 dons 1 : =
older :na.n_ “ﬂShe‘s old an’ hardly able We've bin all night a-comin’ from

3 . . ¥y a%° Long Cove in a little bit of a vessel,
for 8 dreg ke this.  Thewh of, *=7 hut we bust our fib off th" Sou’-wes

1 ' had t* make a shoot for
Frank was not singing now. Both Ledge &n

3 : here.”
men knew the vagaries of the tide-

- “'ain't a ve nice mornin’ for
whipped Bay of Fundy and the dan-| _...in' down,” demurred the man.
gers of the whirling 1Ips,

4 and they |amp’ gouth cone is h'isted up to th’
realized that the breeze now blowing Signal Station thar’ "

and the set of the tige would call for ™1 gon’t care a hoot for storm
all their .gkrlf.l and 5aaman€h%%:-. re&lh: cones,” ejaculated ‘E.Vesthfaver. “You
wilalrnd wﬁg}a{lld hiﬁﬂgﬂnléivebug lgn Bid;Fon He Engmel Y hlég Ete':’riﬁfr *’?a{;t

: e ] i z 0" 1 G,
fﬁrf},ra:fuﬂt lt;hfﬂ.ft .l'i.'kﬁ Judfsﬂ‘.ll MGITE!]’E! s,k?;;g?m‘i%mti?ﬁ 1 g’it my CID'E’..}'IESE; on
- was not to be driven through tide Tips| . - hite to eat. Draw tc: th’ stove

-in"squal}y‘ wgath?,r. e Catal thar' an’ dry yerselves. I'll git the
ﬂlna?lgﬂkm dirty,” remarked Lap ol’ woman out t' make ye some hot
| 8= L = tea.”

:‘ﬂYE:' returned 'Frank; but thm;s Within half an hour he was ready,
th' red flash o th Sﬂ“,‘“{ﬁi buoy ﬁ and Frank turned te his uncle and
loo’'ard. Once git clear o that an welllsaid, “Thar’s no call for you t go.
down past Trinity an’ I ain’t Worryin'. | gtay with th' boat 'til I come back,
Up! wa-a-tch acut: e thoard gnd an' try an' git a new jib. T'll show up
q &E“&?mﬁeﬁnewﬁﬁilwﬂé this afternoon or to-morrow mornin’.
B0 5t the waight of ‘it on her| “Go. s fnen Capcn, =
deck, she shipped another, which hid E:'t dgﬁmt' l thﬁl’f} BV, ?
the deck from sight, and Captain(an @y e . :

Clark yelled, “It's a-goin’ t' be too Apd Uncle Jerry, feeling his theu-
much for her! We'd better shoot back | matism, gladly availed himself of the

i 1 nd———" offer.
mﬁﬁﬂ%rlieﬁﬁla drive her!” bawled It wasn't just the weather suited

Frank. “This ain’t nawthin'— for a twenty-foot motor-dory to

The whine of the wind and the roar
of the breaking rips (rowned his ut-

wrestle with, and when the little craft
swung through the eastern passage
she was met by a tumbling broil of

terance, and with the spray and ram : ;
lashing them they hung aft by the |sea which almost pitch-poled her as
wheel, while the little eraft reared | she swooped over their crests. Both

and tumbled among the turmoil. men sat aft; Frank steering by the

i Matheson, with the engine
The mournful hoot of the hllﬂ‘:ﬁtlller' and ’ : :
whistle to leeward barely reaehediham,d'mwn E'th“ﬂf‘?t Yo, Iursing t%‘ﬂ
their ears, when the little boat rolled | coughing mn;:lm as she plunged in the
down to a puff and shot up into the|| SeR"WaY. The rain had “Ehaﬂ'ﬂd- but
wind with a slatting and banging of |1t was blowing stiff from the south-
cails. Frank®ut the helm up again 'east, and when they left the bare loom
but the schooner did not fall off and | of Brier Island astern all sight of
the slatting continued. “What's th’ %‘?i{“d was shut out by a damp, fog-
matter?” he shouted. “Jib sheet|" E‘rmlst.h : :
parted? Take aholt an’ I go'n see.” ank _uad never been in a motor-
Handing the wheel over to his uncle, boat before, and he spoke to his -
he clawed his way for’ard in time to [Panton. How quick’ll she make it?
see the jib, rip itself into ribbons. “It'I.:hE‘ﬂthiT Ehmﬂered' _l:lkefgre repgﬂr{%;
T 1" _ t. “Jib’ 8 ‘Mos hutly miie OWTl :
g‘nnﬂ?’-zeﬁ'e tﬂ;bslggppaet@t B:gain ;ns | Cape, but with this south-easter an’

- : : . |tide settin’ agin us we ain’t a-goin’ to
nicated the intellizence to his | : : -
commu E S make th’ run -in less’n five hours. I

uncle. “She’ll never head up for Yar- 3
mouth now. Blest ef that rotten ol’ |E‘?t a} good strong engine here what
mains’l ain’t startin’ t' split as kin shove her along ’bout ten mile

well 2 |11 slack water, but with wind an’
“We can't make it now!” shouted tide in our teeth we kain’t make

5] L EEl |
the other. “In with th' mains’l and ™ C0 SI% : 8
we'll run for Westport.  Quick, or| Um! 'Tis five o'clock now. Waal,
che’ll swamp in this howlin' drink, ef we git in by noon, I won't mind;
We're ‘most a-top o' th’ blame' buoy!” but drive her},} Matheson, as I’'m In an
Ripping out healthy Bank anathe- awful hurry.
mas on Judson Morell’s sails, Frank They laid a ecourse over towards
clawed the mainsail down and tied it Cape St. Mary’s to run down in the
up. “By the ol’ Judas!” he said bit- lee of the land, and it was ten miles
terly. “Ef I ain’t the original ring- of water which Matheson is not likely
tailed Jonah, I don’t know who is!” |to forget. Twice the little dory was
He started the foresheet, and the deluged in a sea, and only frantic
schooner wore round and headed for bailing upongWesthaver’s part saved
Grand Passage. “Slam now, you ol them from sinking. Twice the lobster-
barge! Youll run home a_ sight man wanted to turn baeck, but Frank
quicker'n ye'll head th’ way I want | would not let him. “Jest a few min-
t' go!” | utes more, Bill,” he would say, “an’
It was just breaking daylight when i we'll be out o' this. You keep that
they shot into the eastern passage| engine a-goin’ an’ I'll keep th’ dory
and glided in alongside one of the|top o’ th’ water. She’ll be all right!™
Westport wharves. A And even as he spoke the words she
“What are ye plennin’ t' do now?” |almost filled to the coammgs. Luckily
enquired Uncle Jerry, after his the engine was enclosed inside a
nephew had slipped the mooring lines | water-tight bulkhead, and whatever
over the posts. |Wﬂter poured into the cockpit of the
Frank -wrung the water out of his|boat it failed to enter the engine com-
coat before replying. He was drench- | partment. '
ed from head to foot, and the good| When at last they fetched up under
suit of clothes he was wearing was| the lee of the Cape, Matheson wiped
visibly shrinking upon his stocky|the sweat off his face. “Blazin’
frame. Heaving the coat over a pile Hades!” he ejaculated. “I jest about
of lobster crates, he asked suddenly,| planned on never gittin’ acrost, skip-
“Who's that friend o' yours what per. Lord Harry! I'll never be haul-
owns that motor dory 'round here?” |ed out o’ my bunk t’ make a run like
“Bill Matheson, ye mean?” "~ | that apain—not even ef th’ King of
“That’s th’ feller,” said Westhaver. | England sh’d come an’ ask me.”
“D’ye know whar' his place is?” “*Ha, ha, ha!” laurhed Westhaver.
“Yes—but what d’yve want him|“Never mind, Bill! Ef he sh’d ever
for?” enquired Captain Clark, crawl- | ask ye, ve kin send for me an’ T'll
ing painfully upon the wharf. :hi‘lp ve take him acrost. I'm a great
“I'll it him t' run me down t’' Yar-| hand at bailin’, I am.” And the other
mouth. Come on, Uncle. Show me: looked over at him in astonishment.
his house an' I'll rout him out. Heave| “I kin understand now,’” he mur-
ahead!” mured to himself, ‘“how that young
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shaver got his reputation. Frightened
his gang 'most to death in th’ shoal
water o' th’ Lurcher in a sou’-wester,
did he? Hugh! I believe it, for he's
a dog—a proper, rip-roaring dog, an’
scared o' nawthin'.”

It was eleven o'cdlock when they
fetched to windward of the North-
west Fairway gas and whistling buoy
and headed for Cape Forchu, five
miles away. The wind had died down
to a licht breeze, but there was a

— ——

hard
mentary geographical facts upon her |
rather dull pupils.

lesson she asked a few questions.

London noted for "

answered Johnny, more brightly than

tremendous swell rolling in from the
south’ard—a swell which hove them
up sky high and hid them between
hills of black-green water. Like a
steeple-chaser rushing the hurdles,
they swooped over the great undula-
tions with sickening plunges, until
Cat Rock bell buoy clanged a warn-
ing at then. Then the engine, which
up to that time had been running like
a clock, gave a few coughs and stop-
ped. Matheson shoved the hatch back
and started cranking the fly-wheel,
but the engine remained quiescent,
and in the haste born of fear the lob-
sterman yanked the movable bulk-
head out and commenced to prime
the motor. While he was working
away to find out the trouble a sullen
roaring came to his ears and he
blanched. “What's that?” he ejacu-
lated hastily.

“Nawthin’, nawthin’,” answered
Westhaver calmly. "Only Cat Rock
down to loo’ard doin’ a bit o' cater-
waulin’.”

Matheson stood up and glanced at
the white water thundering over the
great black bulk of the cat-like mono-
lith a scant thousand feet to leeward,
and the sight gave him a chill. *“God
Almighty!” he eried fearfully. “We're
go.e coons!”

Westhaver nodded. “We are ef you
don’t git that engine a-goin'. We
ain't ef vou do. Water ain’t warm for
swimmin’' these days.”

The lobsterman bent te the engine
agrain and overhauled it in feverish
haste, and every time the rock spoke
its thunderous warning the beads of
perspiration dropped off his face.

“Tt’s no use,”’ he said at last. “Bat-
teries hev give out, an’ 1 ain't got a
spare set aboarc "

(To be continued.)

P ¥

el

| Needed Moistening.

Mr. Dubbleigh—“Why do you bring
me g0 much water, Tommy? I merely
asked for a drink.”

Tomy—"I thought you'd need more
than a glassful ’cause sister sald you
was the dryest old stick she ever
knew."

N

A Wonderful Cow.
This advertisement appeared 1n a
suburban newspaper the other day:
“Wanted, a eteady, respectable
voung man to look ~fter a garden and
| milk a cow who had ¢ good voice and
| is accustomed to sing in .2

i

Minard's Liniment for Coughs & Colds.
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inquired the teacher.

gaid yourself that the population of
London is very dense!”

madam, one is smaller than the other.” |

More Fog. Last Thing It Needs.
Th> tzacher had been working very Father was annoyed. His expensive
in order to impress a few ele-| gold watch had failed him., It wouldn't
go at all,

“I can't think what’s the matter,”” he
complained. “Maybe it needs clean-
ing." d

“Oh, no, daddy,” objected four-year-
old Henry. * 'Cause baby and I had
it in the bathroom washing it all day

At the end of the
“Now, Johnny,” she said, “what IEl

1t is noted for its stupidity, miss,”

usual, | yesterday."”
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Dye Dress, Skirt
or Faded Curtains
in Diamond Dyes

“Whatever makes you think that?”

“Why, miss,” was the reply, "“you

e
A Born Diplomat. Each package of “Diamond Dyes”
The shoe dealer was hiring a clerk. | contains directions so simple any
“Suppose,” he said, “a lady customer | Woman can dye or tint her worn,

were to remark while you were trying | shabby dresses, skirts, waists, coats,
to fit her, ‘Don’t you think one of my | stockings,
feet
would you say?”

sweaters. coverings, dra-
what | peries, hangings, everything. even if
cshe has never dyed before. Buy
“Diamond Dyes”—no other kind—
then perfect home dyeing is sure be-
cause Diamond Dyes are guaranteed

{s blgger than the other?

“l should =ay, ‘On the contrary,

“The job is yours.”

2 not to spot, fade, streak, or run. Tell

Minard’s Liniment for Burns & Scalds. | your druggist whether the material

: o vou wish to dye I8 wool or silk, or

The wheelbarrow is a Chinese in-i'f.fr-‘.-'.etlmr it is linen, cotton. or mixed
vention. | goods.

R i ol o P P g i e

orp ] . ar A= il e
e N e
- LF ey S a e - my, L

ol .
- = gl S

HAS PROVEN

I. Bobson

l
[Xew Tife

Is a positive Remedy for Acute, Chronic and Muscular Rheu-
matism in all its various forms.
COUNTLESS GRATEFUL TESTIMONIALS and Repeat Orders
received during past 25 years.
DOBSON’S NEW LIFE REMEDY is not an experiment but the
product of a quarter century of study and research, Pleasant
to take. Does not upset the stomach. No harmful drugs.
DO NOT BE PREJUDICED. Dobson’s New Life Remedy will
give you a new lease on life by freeing you of pain. Thousands
of enthusiastic customers have written us stating that after
years of failure with other medicines, electric belts, ete., they
were cured by Dobson’s New Liie Remedy.

One bottle for One Doliar. Six bottles for Five Dollars. °

Hobeom

Hew Wife Bemedy Company

73 West Adelalds 8%, Toronte
Canada
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