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154. frr[IRER GIRLS UNDE' CANVAS

qlùte comfortably Oeta he dowly Pushed off.
It was a délicious saff wross. Mr. Trudde wu a 14

master hanGl,,at the Itffler, and he gave le boat a &ra.,
even coursee and held- gr -to it. She acted 1&e a
coquettish beUe. She dipped anà' courtesied and
spread her ékirts, indtossed her nom into the féam,
and sent- ït curling and away out of sight. She
swerved,,in a nanghty rebellious little way, and an-
swereil,.Quite saucily when he pulled her up. She
made bec Unes for rocks wheà she thought, he wasn't Til2

a frolie,;oma- happy-go-1-tiekv'style and
-%vlién brà déliberatelv eh'ncred her course, she sulked
and woilld not keey up her pace..

was lovely that race in the mormug air. I felt
an uplifting of the spirit, happy, éomfort-

el% joyousy
able feeling. It wa-s being in toi-,.eh with nature.
W, itbin an ineh of me those -ever-réstless wate"-.
r8cëdý Dut 1- wse master of them. now.' They were
my plaything& Thev ad4éd- just another taste to
the jov of li 1 seemed to feel the-.-li:fé of that
boat throb through my veins and'e me an'd sub
due me, and I was s«ry when our héliday ended,
and Amy and Eileen, and Fetood, disgýýnso1até« with
all our belongings about us on the beach.",it Oak
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