
ENOCH CRANE
his berth, its glow screoied by a green baiie curtain,

with a roUcr^hade attachment.

Enodi pulled up the curtain and continued m com-
pany with the Dormouse, Alice, and the March Hare,

the Hatter joining them <m the next page. So ab-

sorbed was he that he almost forgot it was Christmas

Eve, or that he had missed his usual afternoon cup of

tea and chat with his old friend, the captain. Fuudly
he laid aside his book, stretched himself, flung himself

out of his berth briskly, went to his pwt-hole and
peered out at the mountainous leaden sea.

"A head sea," he said aloud, as the crest of a
wave smashed against the port-hole. "The skipper

was right; he expected it."

The perfiune of a sizzling hot plum pmUing from

the pantry wafted down the corridor and over the

ventilating space of his stateroom.

"So it's Christmas Eve," he said, tu?r,ir;: f au, the

dreary outlook to hb wash-basm.

He put on a clean shirt, carefully comw.^ • ••» sparse

hair, washed his face and hands vigcnrou^V, and rang

for the steward.

"A rough night, Tim," said Enoch, as the man
appeared with a steaming tin pitcher.

" Tis cruel bad, sor," dedared the Irishman. " 'Twill

be worse before momin'. If it was the hot water, sor,

you be after ringin' for, sure here it is, sor," said he,

setting down the pitcher safely in the wash-basin. " I

biled it mesdf. They be busy in the pantry to-night

—seein* it's Christmas Eve."
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