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TRANGERS wouid
navet hava taken Csp-
tain Ritbsrd Aakew

sud bis dauigbter Joan
for people ni bin.
Outwardly they had
uiothiug lu commun,
sud yen rnigbt havae
tramped ail tbe dales
ofsrCube ln ail
ofrce ubamlband sud-

wadtownis wtoi
linding another, couple witbl contraste SO
decidad. For joan was s siandar slip oi s
girl, swsetly spokan sud dalnty in ail ber
wsys, wbile baer fathar wvas s bluff sud
autocratie seËt-dog ai the Old Kc1001, a
masterful man indead, witb s toucba ni
moue>' pride, sud yet wltbsl haviug the
beart ni a child.

bu ane thlng Joan sud Cap'o Dick ware
sgreedW wa always spoke o ni as Cap'o
bick-io thair bave for sacbi other aIl tbeir
differauces wsrs reeoniciled, sud wheu the
captalu gava up the ses sud settied down
lu the big houge un the Alerdale upiauds.
s bouse stocked wlth tressures gsthered lu
tbe lands ni ail the Saven Sas, il seeamed
as tbougb thay vwere snteriog upan an
idyllie lue. As tise skipper axplalned ta
bis china, Cap'n Peter--Captsin Peter
Stewart te those wbo did nt know lmr

"I'1ve got Joan sund Joan'a gaI me, sud
I'va made money sud the girl eau bava
wbatever as sets baer beart on, an wbat's
t' preveut lus bittiug ît off tagaîber.
Course 1 kuow that s lot ni old wnmeu
are ahakiug thair heada, sud there's s fiue
igorry ai taba aI their diva o'claek teas,
but then if the>' wereu't maklug a targat
ni me they'd ha shmotlog ai somnebody
aise. And anywsy, Joan sud me's golug
t' show thsmi s thing or twn."

As it bappsoaed, however, the skippers
liad litie knnwiadge of thse atrange was
ai a maid, sud whieu a third sou ai thse
ses, Ibis oste a captais ai the new sehool,
asachool wbhicb is nat lenîsut sud alise
pays Ils men badby, appetirad lu the per-
son ai yaung Tom Fisher, Iha>' dis-
covetad thiat love snay ast s deep eloud
as welb as flond thse warld wlth soushine.

"I gave hlmi bis sailng orders pretty
quick," Osp'u Dick axplainaed ta Csp'u
Pater, wlth whom hae bad iew secrets,
"sud be'bl hast tbemt lu mmd wlthout
readlug thern over. Joan's nt bis sort.
I've got a snug pils-shipplug sarets sud
rallway stock, ual t' mention s bit ni
property, sud Joan vil] gel the lot, sud
as for bain, ha's the skipper of a cheap
tramnp steamer wltb niothing but bis
saiary. 1 do't lîke mesn \vlba ton sitar
girls wîtb mnney. Lova rnay corne firaI,
but it's suispieicuss. Besidles, Joan la ail
l'va got lait, sud-sud-lt lsni't oins t'
hae banal>."

"Course not," Capun Pater assauted.
"Stands, t' tesson finit von want t' keep
bier as long as you caui. Tlme aupugis for
bar t' marty wben you've guis. 1 don't
hold with earby marrylng. Itoght t' ha
atoppad hy Act o' Paru aiet, aud 1
s'pose ynu'bl have told Cap'u Fisher wbat
yen tink oi hlm?"

"Arn I flic man ta beat shoot the bush?
I told hlmi strailit."

"And how dld hae take it?"
"lia teck i as 1 meast hae ahould. lie'a

gaI s bit a' prida, sud I foud il. ont
mny hanif e in sud twisted It round. Hae'Il
nI comae bars again. And thare's aut sud.

nfitI."
Hera, hnwavsr, Captalu Askaw fablinlto

s very cantitin error, for thea cicurn-
stance ta whilch ilie gave tise nsa ni the
eud, was, lu tesllty, oui' tie beglnnlng.
Oua niigbt lu the late autumo hae caudided
tu Cap'n Pater that hae was "warriad ta
dpastlh2

"It'a about Joan," hae wsnt au. "Seeiss
to mie that moey isn't everytblng asftet
ail, sud-sud l'ni ail at ses sud tisa wea-
ther tblek. Joan mindis me ai bier mother.
Sha'a full ni gril, golng about with s
amilblo face sud s heart as havy s lead.
I'd hible ta know for aura about Fisher,
whetbar la isas Joan or bier mous>' ae wvas
siter. You ses, l'au dad certain about
the gli-she's fond of hlm, sud bier ioya's
s thing warlb havlog, just as lier mother's
was. 1 wisb I haoaw-I wiab I haoew.
But"-here thea aid autocratie spirit grip-
ped hlm sud hae stmice the table wthl bis
fdst-"but aven if I knew, I'd isot gîve
wsy. I've gaI my ilag up and l'Il keep ut
Ibying."

Aler Ibis hae made mysteriou refarane
toa su intendad visit to Liverpool, "1justaI
littia bit of business," sud a waehc bates,
hae was hacha agalis wils a cail on Cap'ss
Petesr for srvie "'va got s bit elnewa
1 want yen t' pis along t' Joan," hae said,
"As you know, w. navertal5k about Toms

Fisher, sud, ni course, I'm nul gong t'
suirrandar, but ail tiesa ame, l'il hae gbad
for batr to know about bis stioke ni look.
I'd s tailk witb James Rtussell wiscn
1 isas lu Liverpool, sud I got hlm-I
masot I iound tbat Tom baid t' have the
commandl ni Sadesan's new hat"

Cap'n Pater looksd puzzlsd. "James
Rusell," hae murmored. "Isn't ha man-
ager for the Sanderson Company'?"

"Tbst's tisa man."
"And baven't yen gat a ptstty strng

holding lu tbe concemo youraahi f "

"'Ay. At SO>' rate, I've got s fais
sbstes-hut Ihay've nothing t' do wibh it
Anid I want Yeu V' tebl Jean, lu s esual
sojrt ni wsy, yoo knw, about Tom Fisher,
anduad I tlatesay sbelbb h glad. New
b jmuaI ha gnliug. Good-night, Petar, gond-
uigbt.",

As Captain Dick hiumbered down the
garden pals, tise othet man rernalnad ou
dut>' aI the dour, sud tissui as hae heard the
rasp ai tise gardon gata hae drove a sobid
fistInlto ant equailly sobid palmt.

"Su, ba's badf a taba vith James Rus-
salI," hae muttered. "'Il strîkea me, Csp'n
Dick Askaw, tisaI you'va bagou, t' st
baos the balyards, suad thal ana o' thase
dsys your dlag 'Il coma down isitIs a ton."

it wasý a cnuple ni montbs sitar Ibis
that Captain Dieba bogue 1u ha tsiksd 0 f
as a cisanged man, sud il ivas patent that
hae bad sousecýtiogt on bis mird. He mnu-ieased to Joani tsaI hae "was feeling s bit
worried," hbst it was "'notbiog at ail, mny
dearla, uotbing at ail," but hae gava a
hesvy ahock te Pater Stewart wisen hae ad-
mltted tIsatI"thinga ware going ver>' hadi>'
inideed," thatig ha rafused ta lodînale tIse
direction of the disater. Nothg more

s sa sid util s fartuigbî hefore Chist.t
mnas, when ha psid anther af bis visita te
Liverpool, sud n bis returu made an
eaby cail un Cap'n Peter wlth lIse newa.
But hae isas stillin despoudant rnood, sud
instead ni passing an tisa gobsip haebiad
picked Up) aI Johuison's ebanielr> b>' the

Nersey hae lualated ou yarulug about tIse
worries ni life sud tisa melanchai>' aida ol
Christmas.

"Terrhbly upaettilog ima la Cbristmas,'
hae growbed. "OoIy ou Tusda>', vIson we
were hsaviog s sort ni dog-wateh taha aI
Jolinson's, 1 told thern ishat I Ihou gbî
about it. 'I doui't lika Christmas,' I said,
'il's vastaful sud it's upsetting.' Bu t lu
a Nt 1 resasmbpred the way Joan's maîbter
oseci t'~ plan, sud tIse banny secrets se
bail, sud tise way as seemed ta bit off
juist wisist everyhndy wauited. Next tblng
1 remermbered tisaI I hadu'I made up us>
minc whetber 10 buy Joan a dlamond
brioocis or s set ni futs, so 1 nlearedi nut.
But 1 anonr ound mysebfinl disîrcs-
coubdn't mnaka headway aI aiL. -No sonaer
was I sors tIse broocis 'd soit bet hast
titan it aboucha nie bow veli ahe'd looka
lu fora, sud I auded up b>' buyiug the
fumsand tise istoc as wbil."

"Not the dirat lime you've pisyed that
tmck," Cap'ui Pater dryiy soggestad, sud.

Cap'n Dieba pbasdad guilty ta the chsrge.
"Il isu't, us> son. I mind once when I

did il imm Joan'a mather, sud I bad t'
hialva os> shbovane ai 'bacs t' mate up
for it. Aud il ws warth it."

liera hae baltad for s briei speil, but byi
sud by began again ou tIse samne note,

"Qea bw Chistiamas freasaens asp yonits
mamoiris, Peter. I Loubdn'I gel Joan'si
mothet ouI o ai y head, sud st uigist
whsis I gol home I furced] Up sonne obd
lattera. Tisera vas s mlghty big hundle
-ail tise lattera as sent round the wnrld
siter me bafame wa vers asrriad sud
siterisards, vissa Joan was s isee mite sud
tisa mothar hial gaI t' ata>' at home vitIs
ber. TIs5y were the brsvaat lettena finit
vers aver put on paper. I mind comin.g
borna irorn oua voyage la Rangoo, sud I
found tisat she'd beau iII ail the tima I'd
beau awae>, and yet baer lattera *ere brim-
ful of suonsbîine with neyer s im per
about bier nwn troublas. And 1 wouldn' t
bave foudn il out aven visen I got hac
if anme outsiders badn't let il slip. I
fane>' Joant is golng t' hae jat soch an-
other. Bousin> whal a heap ai plucha
these 11111e pinhansd wIsita wamen casa
show. 1 vas reauluded nfif il su var>
latter 1 resd. Braver>' sud lova, sud-
sud-confidence ; and ln evary onse ni thama prayer; and mnany a confsasilon o iber
faith tIsaI I'd do tIse rigist tblng for Joan's
bappineas eI aIl timas.

"There bTbst's ail l'au golpg t' tll
yon about the ballets. They're mineand
hera. But tbay set me bhloklsg, sud 1
tll y au, Peter, I gaI thinga ino a fearful
tangla. Tisera vas the mamory af Joan's
face warnlssg me that if I vssn't easeful
I migbt hae apolllig bier lfe for bae'; sud
<tbere vas tb. vs' l'dl turned young Toam
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adrift, and those letters teling me of wbat
Jean'$ mother would most likely have
done, and in the end 1 got rnixed up in a
pile o' rnush and' lest my bearings alto-
gether."

Peter nodded bis head sympathetically.
"If 1 was You I'd, heave-to", he advised.
'Viuet you heave-to until the son cornes
out and you cao get your bearings, and
IlI stand by handy for a eall."

'bt's too laite for that," Cap'n Dieu
replias. "I'va carried on too long. We'd
neyer wear the ship round. You ses-I
bsven't told You aIl rny-my trouble.
Melibe you've noticed that I've nt heem
over coiortable lataly."1

"I couid ses with ne eye shot that
arnetbing was wrong. I

"Course you mouid. Well-I don't like
telling yoo because I know wbat a blow
it Il bie t' you-but it'Il have t' corne out
aoon. Fact ia, Peter, I've lost my mnooey."1

"Lost -your Iuooey," Cap'n Peter
gasped. "Sorneone picked your pocket in
Liverpool?1"

"Pickpockets hae blistered," Oap'n Dick
auapped. "D'ye tbink there's a thief
born who could get bis baud into rny
pocket? I tell you I'va lest IL Stocks
- sharas - investments - "peculation -
buying for a rise and gettlng a migbty
drop. Ail that sort o' thîog. And it's ail
gone. l'rn a pour man."

Cap'n Peter gripped the arme of bis
chair, and bis big blua syes bulged until
tbey looked as though they would drop
fromt their socksts. "Wel, I neyerheard
the likeo aiti. To tbink that You should
be hooked in that lesbien. And d'ye meane
t' tell me that you're a pauper?"1

"Not quite that, Peter. I reekon that
l'il save enough fromn the wreck t' keep
Joan and rne out ni the workbouse. I
don't exactly kuow wbera I stand juat
ye . .. S'pose V'II, have t' go in for a

saile heave the big house overboard sud
book a passage on a little onecotg in
the country sort of business."

"Does Jean knlow 1"
"Told ber when I carne borne-not

eýverythingý, but qoite enough. And sha's
a regular brick. Says shte doesn't mind a
bit-s'long as sba's got bher father beit.
Says she's always rather cottonsd to the
cottage idea and sbe's goiog to begin
looking for ene as sor as Christmas gats
over. She tblnks we'd better leave Aller-
dais, and bier own notion is; that Branth-
waite'dl soit us."$

"Bot what about that dirniond brmoch
aud for set?1" Peter inquired.

"oh, wel I-I-I didn't kuow the
worst theu."

'Il ses. It bappened rather sodden Ilke.
Yoor fortone muet bave gonle off terrible
quick."

"lIt did, Peter," Csp'n Dick repied
esgry I ent fearu qoc* t'as

way~~~~~~ thtroe a. Hr day sd
gone _oror . You know -hst th.e 110k
saya abu ihe halg win. Mouey'
afearfol tblng for finrg lien once it

IL.

In the dark of abiustry Cbristtmss lSe,
withi a vicious wind biowing off the land,
the tramnp steamer Richmnond roondsd the
Rock Ligbt, waa taken in baud by a couple
of Mersey tugsansd, alter rnoch eaniting
sud dodging, was tucked awsy lu dock.
At the cry of "AIl's fast, air," Captain Tom
Fisher rang off the eniglne-romn d WEunt
swa 'y ait to is cabin, eager to get to the
letters wblich bad becen passed on board by
one of the tuga as they carne up) the river.
There %vas s fiue bondie of tbiem, brilht,
newsy, gosaipy letters, letters sanctifled by
their aitmospbere of home sud love, sud
arnang then one iu ant unkuown baud,
whicb proved ou the opeug t0 be the
iuiost wonderfoil of the lot. It waa sipsed
"*Sarnueicl Jairnes"-Ibe woudered afterwards
wbho Samuel James might bie aud wby hie
bad writteni to hlm-sud this was tha mecs-
sage it bueld:

"Yntu'll bie aurprlaed to hiat that old
Captain Askew is a pontr mn. The sllly
cbiap woidnr't let welb alinus. He'd got
enough, but' he wanted more, sud hae wanted
il quick, so hae most go mieddling witb
sornie rislty investmaents. Did a bit nf
pbu1nglog sud( bast the bot. And lu a wvay
it serves hlma righit; lie ws so terrible
puffed up about bis moitey."This voaa iu the dark of ths Christmas
liSe. M'lin the first bour nf tha uiew day
waa called, Captaîn Torn isher was travei-
iug oorth as fsst as express train mouid
carry him, and when the sou waa flomding
th sruow-covered land wlth s giory of

ivory and of gold, hae walked brlsbaly up) to
the big bouse on the breast of the Aller-
dale buis sud preseutly found hirnself once
more iu the prescrive of Csp'u Dickc, who
at liraI ~esed strongby incliuaed ta stand
nu, bis digulty, but soddeuly meitsd sud
el out bis baud.

"I'rn giad you'va corne, Tom," ha said,
"and l'rit giaddest of ail thiat you va corne
vvithout waaýting auy tfinie. When dld
Yeu land. You wereni't luysera'

"We docked fast nigbt, air. I hurried
dlown to my lattera as soon as the nid
hooker gave mea tha chance, aud before
onldolght I was going fulspeed abead
for the station."

"And yo know what s a bppenad to
me? l'iu a pmor man naw, Tom."

"dSo oua of thse lattera told me."
"And what la it that's hrooght you

liera ?"
"I've comae ta offar Joan a home, air,

sud-sud you as wall."1
"In apîte of the-the way 1 packed

you off."
"We'll say no0 more about that-it',

wiped off the log. Besides, we're equaba
now; you'ra a poor man, and l'mn net
ricb, sud it wàs love tirat made yoo set
as you did, love f or Joan. And love
atones for anything arly. That's it,
captain, it was your lova for Joan that
seut me away, sud it's My lova for bar
that bas brought me bsck agate. You'l
let me bave baer, uow, wondt You 1"

By wsy of anawer, Cap'n Dick alipped
out loto the hall sud bis troimpaI voice
rang tbrougb the hous:"Jean 1 Joan, sboy! Straugar corne
aboard. Corne sud report yourself."

Tben hae hurried away to bis own den,
but rernsined at the door lîstenîng util
hae beard bis daugbter trip lightiy dowu
thse stairs. Alter tbis hae quietly lait the
bouse for sn bour's tremble on the mmcre,
sud for a man wbo bad lest ail bis
rnoney hae seemed moat unraasooably mun-
tented.

At the sud of the day, wben, the lampe
were ligbted sud the curtaina drswn,
Cap'o Peter carne atumbllng up tha bill,
just as hae baid doua every Christms
nigbt amase the pair oi tbam sttled
down to a shore lii e, and was sbown loto
the sklppar's dan. Ha draw bsck asatride
when hae caugbt aigbt of asatrange forte,
but Cap'n Dick, was sltar hlm lu s trica
sud dragged ltr loito tha rmmn.

"Merry Christmas, Peter," hae roared,
"sud a happy New Year to ail of ail.
Corne slong sud report yooraelf, man.
Here's Cap'n Fisher, sud-sund itas ail
rigbl. Oh, you don't necd t' lmok se
flabbergast ed. Bygones are bygones.
Tom's tore a page out of bis log-book
snd I've tomn a page out of mine. l'us
a pour rn now, se rnoy doesu't caunt,
aud Joan'll bava a good man t' bock siter
bier wben l'rn gons, sud F'a vsry glsd."

"So'rn 1, so'a IV" Csp'n Peter was
sbsking bauds ail round. Ha dîd it
again sud yst agatn, suid ail the lime in
his hast safaring voica rosrad out bis
greeting. "Merry Christmas to ail ni us
sud rnuch bappinacss." And than tbay ail
gatbered round the lire, sud Cap'u Pater
was told of the duen, new sblp wblcb San-
dersou's lied so unexpsctedly offerad la
Tom, nf the horne that Tom badl offered
te Csp'u Diek, of Cap'n Dick's refossi,
bis piecierence heiog te "s'hip as skipper
of bie own barge rathar than book s
pastsenger on sornebody else'a liner," oi
the cottage at Brantbwaite that Joan
wo.uld choosa for lmtr, sud of the score of
othêr gilt-adged triSls that gava moi-
piatsuaess of form te thair livas.

Now sud agaio aise beoitatlng refer-
suce was made te the fortune ano trangely
test, sud sitar Cap'n Peter had twice de-
clsred bis luability ta underataud ît ha
calied ou the others ta "ltake a gcod
sight ei Osp'n Dlck sud eay whetber
thsy'd ever seau snybody take sob a las
's' quietly."1

"'Oh, I can stand it,"1 (ap'u Diek re-
podad. "l'rn an nid mais uow sud litIle

saýt0iis rne. . . .Only 1 would bave
biked ta give Josu s fine weddl.ng-siiîk

dres-orage boasorn-ehequis-presents
sud ail the test oi il. You know what 1
mao."

"Ay, sy. We know what you maso-
sud a-bit more." Thera seemed ta hieas
mnoat proouoncsd significance lu Csp'n
Peter's reply, sud hae was natafl ita ra-
petit bis staternent. "Ami s bit more."
Then, bis face Iigbted hy s grîn ni magni-
tude, ant acetuw*g finger levelsd at bis
ol frîeud, bie dernsuded:-

"And how njuch longer d'ya proposa t'
kaep it up 1?" Ilere bis laogbter overcamae
biiii, sud hie borst loto a jaynos about,
"I na(vet ssw sucb. a bit o' Father

(Jbistassugin ail mny cruising. Ob,
,Joani, my lassie," bers hae turned ta the
girl vbose big brovn sys wars died witb
smazemnt ad4a touci ni fear, "didn't
yýou know wbat su artfill dodger you'd
gat for, a fatiler I I tell Yeu lt'a ail s
plant-for your sake. Ha sn't leist any
fortune, sud 'wban hae wsut t' write ne
of tbemn anonymoos isttera hae signa hlm-
self 'Samuel Jpiues' . . . sud wban
hae wants t' do a youg captain a good
torii hae speakis t' James Russell sud geta
hlmii a oo sbip . . . aud that'. al
I',ve got ta ay except that Joan 'Il get bier
wedding pIssent after ail-ot t' mention
lier dlarnond brooeb and set o' furs."1

For s brli apeli Oap'u Dicit did bis
hast ta bluster it out, hut bis hast made
a pour show against thse frieudly jeers ai
bisý old croupey, sud ai fast, with the tbrae
oi thein coufrointiog hlm, hae made foull
confession.

'AIt was the oui>' chance l'di got," hae
expiained. "I old sas that I'd made a
mîstaka. I'd sent Tom away witb words
tbst no dacent mn shoold bava biad t,
listen to, sud I kuew bis pride 'd tnt bat
hlmi comae back, sud so 1 tcougbt I'd dIo s
bit ni pretpncing tlt Joan was coiort-
abI>' settbed, navet thlniking 1ha1 Pater bad]
gat auch s sharp outiook. Âoyway," bers
hae.Ibrew up bis head deiiantly, 've doue
il, sud l'in jnlly gbad, sud lt's gaI t' ha
stmod hy." For the second time that day
ha bieid out bis baud ta Captain To mi
Fisher. "Tbcea'a t' ha "" drswing bsck
uow, Tom. No siliy pride or dignity.
Money or poverty, l'rin~ot galug t' hava
any ;hlpwrecc ai au> giri'a lufe. We've got
t' stand b>' ba-, you sud me,"

For Joan hae bad auother deciaration.
A
5
s the girl crept ta bis aida hae draw bier

close la hlm sud busbiy whlapersd, "Il'o
your mother's love lattera finit bava doue
it, Issla. I turrned ta thsau wheu I'd
lnst myhearingp, sud Ihay wereblike the
cosstbfights paluting thewsy in tedare.
And liar way was always a sure one.."

THEa END.


