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Lost Fish and a Philosopher
Being the Romance of Miss lune Dayton and Charles A ugustus Webbly, Ph.D.

DR. CHARLES AUGUSTUS WEBBLY ner-
vously blinked bis littie whitey-winkered
eyes, and removed and polished bis glasses.
Tben hie besitatingly clutched the stern of

the canoe. Miss June Dayton, tbat most beauteous
but breezy cbild of nature, stepped in and gaily
dropped to bier knees on the cushion in the bow.

He followed bier in silence. And, for a muan,
especially a Cornard lecturer in pbilosopby, wvho
intendeci to make a proposai within the bour-alheit
the damsel bad no first suspicion of tbat-it may
seem a trifle astonisbing that at tbat moment hie
was distinctly "put out." But why-wben it filled
him with the qualmiest aversion to troll from any
canoe, and fro ui er tricksy Peterbumu, the Diana,
in particular-why could sbe flot have ]et bim take
one -of the botel row boats for that last evening ?
It was sucb conduct as this wbich bad too frequently
nmade him doubt the wisdom of ever baving let bis
affections settle upon bier at aIl, and wbicb, indeed,
had made him keep bis love wbolly under a cloak
as yet.

And wben they reacbed the weed beds at Cedar
Island Channel, she deliberately laid down bier
padAle and turned around. It congealed bis mar-
row. But she. took bis protest as a joke. "Oh, they
weren't going to bave the fun of a tip-out yet. And
if they did, she was good enough swimmem to take
care of botb of tbemn!"

Then, still smiling serenely, she took up bier troll-
ing-line, and caressingly twirled the small, corru-
gated, siiver-gilt spoon. "Tbis is the kind of 'wasb-
board' for the new woman," sbe said; whicb remark
was 'even more offensive than the last. For not
only was it a jeer, symbolically speaking, at ail
Webbly felt to be most sacredly domestic, but it
savoured insultingly, besides, of covert warning and
defiance.

And already sbe was blighting bier prospects with
a third speech. "I kn.lw you must tbink I'mi an
awful kid not to be using a rod. Father says tbat
as a sport I'mi a Chicago shandygaff-half bard
drink and baîf soft, you know-and I guess 1 just
am."

Yes, that refined observation was indubitably ber
f atber's. Webbly had learned that summer just
,wbat amount of culture mnay be requisite for ýa rail-
road presidency.. And out of the meacb of sucb
parental influence-once she bad been made a just
settlement-he would make it his future business
to take and keep bier. She would find the attmos-Q
phere he mnovedl in son-ewha! diffement, bie could
promise that-if it were ntfoly on bis part to
lhope, now-, that she could ever gyrow inito a dignity
fitted for professional circles.

Yet witb bier fair countenance quite oblivious of
ail offense, she now beamed up at bim, and now
gave the paid-out line little encouraging jerks as
if she weme playing horse witb it. "Ill hold it for
iust at present," she explained; "but if wve ;ý,t î
strike, you've got to take, it and bave aIl] the fun
'Think of your being up, here for two weels. and
iieyer even s-eitig a real 'lunge caught! And tâere's
iotbing I'd love more than to see you get a big
-ole !" Hem wbole large yoting loveliness, bathed in
tbe glow of tlie sefting sun, seemed to radiate the
tender witchery of bier feeling.

IN spite of himiself the littie man of pbilosophy
kindlled anew. He couild not be blind, hie

felt, to the rPeaning of that look. Nay, bad there
flot been timres wben, aftem bie bad spoken to tbem
'Of the p)riniciples of Neo-Platonism or the Kultur-
kampf, be had feit bier looking up to him from a
d(eptb of awe and respect that wps almost reverence?
F~or 1il ber fiatber's coarse-grained fleers and flip-
pancies, mutst hie not confess that shle at least had
beguIn to uindersbrnd what bis ranik and position
'rePre5zenied? P n witb their lmarriage buil+ on-
'Such a fouindation, would be niot find it easy to seem
'f0 ovemlook ,ill ber srnail detractions of speech and
rmnannler? Wouild she niot hourly miold and form

"VEe-ee !" TTer creaniy brown wrists quddenli
jered nd tiffened, the un an sawinig plong thé

gýUnwaile of the canoe, and Iliost knocked Webblv'q
nddcle fron bis had.Twenýty-five yards bebind

'him theme was a «wo~»and then a crack a§ sharp
as a pistoI shot; and it mnade him juirp as if it bad
'been one.

"Got hlmi !" she cried, "and. oh, auinty, isn't hie a
whonner, to!" Fror another ten seconds she

w+hdthe line with glearning eyes and rigidly
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parted lips. Then she ducked forward and tbrust
it into Webbîy's grasp.

'"Now, " she 'bubbled ecstatically, "you're going to
bave the time of your life !"

'"Yes-yes, indeed." He grinned like a cat, and
was pale almeady. "Yes, îndee-" He got a jerk
wbîcb ail but heaved hlm overboard.

"Oh, say!' she sbrieked, "how did that feel? It's
mnighty lucky for you I'd put mny paddle in !"

Webbly gasped as if the waters ba'i actually
closed over bim. Miss June swept the Dzana
amound with a swasbing moll, and tbe fislb made
furiously up the Channel.

And after that fimst rush it seemed to the little
Docwor that tbe vry piscine Satan must be at the
end of that leaping line. Tbe diabolical strength
of the beast completely staggemed hlm. No sooner
bad hie, witb burned and tingling fingers, got il
steemed away fmom the Sunken Meadow shore than
it bomed bewilderingly for bottom. Tben it broke
Lakewards; and before hie could get bis new bear-
ings, it bad turned a third time, and had dmagged
bim around towamd the Upper Channel again. Ne
did not dame to free a hand to mop off the perspira-
tion bie could feel trickling f rom bis nose and sopping
hotly into bis collar. He gasped and panted. The
fish had caught him. And it jerked. pulley-bauled,
tortured-did wbat it chose with hlm, and did it
always like tbe most malignant of demons.

If any psychologist bas as yet made a scientific
study of "buck-fever," he can, witb much added
profit, make -anothier on the kind of paralyzing
fright wbicb a big game fish is sometimes able hor-
ridly to impamt to its would-be taker. Nom need
bie go among tuna and tampon to get bis phenomiena.
After a quarter of an boum's battle with a twenty-
pound 'lunge, an old "smali-fisb" sportsman bas been
known to cut bis line and pull for shore. And the
effect upon many women of sucb an experience bas
always been one of the big jokes among their
miasculine kmn.

WV2 ]BBLY was in philosopby, not psychology. Nom
lYcould hie bave analyzed to identify bis emo-

tions, even bad hie had any desire to lock that night-
mare in the scmap-book of bis memory. But it seemed
to bim as if bie were in a kind of twilit Gebenna, and
hie had got a noose about the leg of some f menzied
wildcat or panther wbicb sooner or later must
inevitably turn and rend him. H is spirit cried out
again and again that if ouIy it would let go, bie
would also. gladly, gladly!.ý' lEs heart alternately
stopped and pouncledon agaifi at double speed, like
nn 'engine witb the "govemnor" 'off. His unkeyed
nerves bad thrown a St. Vitus dance into, the muscles
of bis bhinds and -wrists. -And thougb hie tried
desperately to keep bihs teeth set, bis draggled
moustache drew away f rom them spasmodically at
evemy jerk.

The 'lunge jumped a second time.
"Ob, -isn't bie a size !"' she shmieked again. But

once more the canoe had ail] but turned turtle.
Webbly's beamt now sic keningly corked bis throat.
1Tis panic beca've ever more and more absolute.
Onle outside tbougbt alone memained to hlm, the
fervent-hope that hie did flot look the unmanned,
sbuddering p)allor hie felt upon bimself.

But Miss Dayton had eyes only for the line. And
every signal it sent up to hem she was intent on
answeming instantly witb the paddle. She veemed
off to port or starboard, now backed a length, now
shot the 'Dinna a dozen yards forwamd. And she
did it witb the sarne tbrill and exhilaration as if she
were invertedly flying some liuge and gloriouslv
reliellious kite!

For a momrent between rushes the tension ensed
off. Webbly saw before hlm R riinute's restite.
T-e lowered bis ciuivering hands and took a long
bmeath.

"Oh, youl're giving- bim slack. Doctor! You'li
lose hlmn! YouTl lose hlm 1" And once momc hie
bad to take uni the bo)rror of it. But now Pgaînst
her bis; tortuires found their inwamd voice. Tt wns
she who had bmought hlm into f-is position. 'It
wis s1w tvho had compelled hlim f0 gmasp this live
wime whicb there was no letting go of. 'She bad
encomp)assed bis, humiliation. Bult for her this
daminable flsh wouîld ilot be tearing- at ýthe vemv
chords of bis beingi Nay, nove again it show'ed
qigns of being ready and wilUng to free hl.m. Nie
bep'an to Iower hi handcs once mrore.

Butt iL-air ind more n'erciîe5sly than ever. slie

drove him back into that soul-searing Tartarus. His
meager Vandyke worked frantically up and down
with the wobbling of his nether lip. Ail the pride
of bis manbood was being taken from him. Ail his
nobility of intellect was being made a mock of!
But nothing whatever, no, flot one iota, did she care
for bis torn and lacerated feelings, so long as she
forced birn to catch that-that-

And now a third time for one moment hie thougbt
the hateful brute was off; and yet once again hope
began to stir trembling in him.

"Oh, Doctor, you wl lose bim !" She ail but
wept-but flot for him! "Let me, let mie take the
line ! You can catch the next one! I'd neyer for-
give myself if I lost-" For the twentieth Lime
the 'lunge broke for the Upper Channel. She
caught the line f rom bis fingers, bier shoulders and
back stiffened for the tug-of-war, and lier eyes
shone and sparkled again with the joy of that
hideous conflict.

Bahi! Bah! Had she bad even the faintest per-
ception of the finer feelings, she could flot have
acted so! The first glimmemings of true wornanli-
ness wouid have told bier how littie delicacy she
sbowed in carrying on the struggle, and doing it
thus ostentatiously, when he had thought it judicious
to abandon it. An Amazon? No, for she bad not
even the antique dignity of those detestable fenles !
She would not only throw every sbred of foiniine
propriety to tbe winds to land that fisb, but beyond
a doubt she would miake it a matter for triumpbing
and exulting over hilm forever afterwards!

,She was doing it almeady! "Wbee !" she crowed,
"this is just about the fiercest ever!1 This pretty
near suits me!1 No wonder bie had you scared cold !"
She got a tremendous tug, broadside on. "Oo-oo!
Look out! He almost bad us that time!"

And they did ship a good pailful! In a semi-
delirium of terror renewed and rage redouiýledl, bie
drove in bis paddle, tbrusting wildly and witb ail
bis stmength. And bie tbrust the wrong way! Next,
moment tbey were over, and bie was swallowing,
gulp on gulp, of the lukewamm waters of .Lake
Scumong.

As bie came up hie gave a strangled gurgle. and
cauight at the bows of the wallowing Peterboro.
He did not look for Miss Dayton. For she-she had
boasted of it-she was fully capable of taking care
of berseif! He tried to climb 'up on the canoe, to
throw bis legs about it. But, most horrible of sen-
sations, every moment bie could feel it gradually,
steadily sinking witb bim.

And then bebind him went up a burst of somewbat
choked, but stili bilarious, fuil-tbroated laugbter!
For aIl the convulsive sbuddering of bis soul, he
twisted his bead around toward hier. She was stand-
ing upright, and the water was bardly above bier
armpits! 'Tbey were flot in mid-cbannel, but on a
weed-matted sandbar. And at their own time and
.pleasure tbey could wade in shore 1

"Oh, we're ail ight !" she cried, spluttering; "but
old Daddy 'Lunge bas taken the chance to cut bais
sticks !" She' was rigbting the canoe, and throvïing
the cushions and paddles back into it. And now,
witb the painter in one band, and the tmolling line
'dragging limply from the other. she started for the
beach.

Hem sailor blouse and skirt clung wrinkling about
bier like Burne-Jonesian draperies of a later date,
a 1nd bier hair streamed lankly into hier eyes. Wben
knee-deep she stopped and began to try and
sraighten berself. But she ended by going off into
another peal. of l.augbter. "Say, won't they humble
over us at the hotel! And this is the tbird time
this summer tliat I've come home like this 1"

14Edrew hilnself up to his full heigbt of misery.H I fear, my dear Miss Dayton, that 1 don't
quiteý grasp the joke in the situation." He did flot
spare bis empbasis. "My mind fails to see anything
to laugh at in it whatever !"

"Great Carsar!" It was onîy an'awed and husky
murmtir, but she started as if bie had smitten bier
with one of the paddles. Yet, even so, it seemed to
himn that sh'le bad no real conception of the actual
impomt* of bis words-of wbat hie bad left unsaid.
And after the first moment, she was plainly not
overwbelmed. She was merely a trifle amnazed-
"fk'-bbergasted," as she doubtless would have ex-
pre"sed it. And hie could even imagine ber'secretly
taking it for granted that be would be, laughing at
ilt hiisclf a haîf hour la'ter!

Twice on the way homie she tried to get birn to
(Concluidcd on page 22.)
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