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DICK RAYNOR'S VOYAGE.
BY WILLIB BOYD ALLEN,

Dick Raynor was known all up and
Jdown Surf Point as a “ first-rate fellow *
TWhen anything lively was gulng on, Dick
wag sure t¢ be there. No boating party,
or clammipg excursion, no half-day plec-
nic of any sort was complete without
Dlck Raynor.

He was one of those jolly, easy-going,
ready-to-laugh sort of boys that are sure .
to make friends, get into scrapes and
out agaln- all with marvellous rapldity
and frequency,

“1et me keep Raynor in school two
week8 at o time” sald the school-
magter, “and I'll show juu a fine
scholar.”

But Dick bpreferred sunshine to studs,
kelp to classics, and a whale-boat,
with a fresh breeze. to all the
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fish in on the hitchen table, and went,
without a word,

Two, three, four days went swiftly by.
Dick was more heedless than ever at
school, and was so restless at night that
his mother came in and laid her hand
upon his furchead to see if he were sick.
Dick's heart misgave him.

“I'm all right, mother,” he sald, giv-
Ing her worn hand a little pat. The
next morning but one the three-master
was to safl.

On the followlng afternoun Dick wan-
dered to and fro, unable to conceal his
excitement. Finally, he halted at old
Cap'n Ben's front door.

Cap'n Ben was a * character " in Surf
Polnt +!llage. He had commanded a

Propositions of Euclid, and even
to Clcero’s Oratfons.  Queer boy,
that Richard Ravnor!

“Nat” said Dick mysteriously,
one afternoon, “ come down to the
cod-rocks, will you, and bring your
line and a pajl of bait?  While
we fish, I've got & plan to ta’k
over with you."

“What is it ?”

“You'll seet”

“ Oh- S:ly !n

“yYou come along, wil you ?
Mcther wants a mess of perch for
breakfast” and the boy's roguish
eveg twinkled.

DicK. I am sorry to say, was not
in the habit of purveying for the
household. Indeed, his mother's
errands were usaally so many
cloyds in his sunny sky. He falt
that he was a much-abused boy
when he was told to split and bring
in an armful of wood, or step down
to the grocer's for rugar and meal.

Nat Howland could not resist his
chuym’s appeal, though he was un-
der contract, so to speak. to play
second base iz the " Comets ™ that
afternoon,

They soon had a dozen golden
and bronze flsh flapping about on
the rockweed. Then Dick unfolded
his plan,

A blg threr-masted schooner was
to gail from Surf Point a week
later, In ballast for Atlanta,
Georgla, from which port she was
to freight a cargo of southern
lumber to Boston.

“wWhat T propose is,”’ remarked
Dick, first looking over his shoul.
der and lowering his volce, “for
you and me to go in her !

Nat actually turned pale under
his freckles.

“W-why, We can't " he managed
to stammer.

“Why not, I sh’d like to know ?”
demanded Dick, with energy. “We
can craw] down into the hold the
night before, and—"

“But we've got to go to school—-*

“Nonsense ! There's no.use in
banging ‘round the Point all our
Tiveg, choppitg wood, and—and do-
ing things,” he added rather
vaguely. “We want to see the
world,” with a sweep of his hand.
“Lots of fellows have done it, just
the way ‘Bill Bobstay * did.”” And
he produced a tattered pamphlet,
fn which the extraordinary adventures
of that {ndividual were narrated fn bad
type 8nd worse English.

Well, the long and ghort of it was that
Nat wouldn't go. He was accustomed
to tollow Dick into almost every kind
of a scrape, but he drew the line at run-
ring away to sea.

Dick was too good-npatured not to part,
frlends with him, v, with a solemn,
charge to secrecy as to his own Inten-
tions, he threw the perch fnto the basket
on the few remalning clams, and the
two strolled homeward.

"rm ount of tea, Dick.” said kis,
mother, as she met him at the Joor, not
noticing his fish at all, but looking par-
ticglarly pinched, and untidy, and care-

——

worp.  “Just step down to the store,
and get me ');alt a pound of Oolvng, that's
2

boy I . |
. Dfck: glanced” volumes at Nat, set his

" One mast square r1ggal, and one fure
‘n’ aft ?*

* Right you are,” said Cap'u Ben, ap-
provingly. Sit down, boy. That s,

. vnless ye've something Lo do.

N-no,” said Dick, plunging hts hand
intoe lLis pocket, and flushing a little.
Then, suddenly .

* There s something 1 want to ask you
about, Cap’n Ben.”

* What is it, Dick 2°

“Won't you tell 2"

The waptain tovk a lung squint down
the kel of the brig before answering.

“1 won't, my boy, onless jou s8ay 1
ma) arter we've got through our talk.”

That was enough .for Dick, and, sure

. of a sympathlzer, he poured vut his tlans
full-rigged ship in his day, and could tell ,
storles frum morning to night of whales ,

for the morrow,
“Won't it b glorious, Cap'n 2 he al-

THE CAFPTAIN TOOK ONE LONG SQUINT.

and sharks, and tempestuous voyages
fn the  Sarah Ann~ and half & dozen
other vessels,

Having retired from the deep sea, he
was content to live on shorc in the hulk
of an old schooner, long ago stranded
and dragged up out of reach of the tide.
He owned a dozen lobster pots, and
these gave him occupativn and recom-
pense enou,h for his simple life.

On this particular afternoon, the old
man was fashioning a toy ship for one
of the many youngsters who regarded
him ag a whole ship-vard, Nautical In-
stitute, and Arabian Nights comblned.

boy drew mnear.
“ Hullo, Cap'n. Yhat you making 2~
' Wali,” said the anclent mariner,

Y,

* Hullo, Dick * zaid Cap a Ben, as the |

reckon shell be a ‘mophrodite brig. I,
aln't turned out one of them craft this,

}.ui;..u .

less and thoughtless.
a

youngern you egar {
| slowly, “1 slipped cable and put out to-

most shouted, as he reached the ciamax.
" A real voyage, Just llke the ones jou
used to take. P'r'aps we'll have a storm.

Don’t I hope we shall
Cap'n Ben laid his hand on the Luy's

shoulder, with a very kindly look sn hia
keen old eyes.

“You're a good boy, Dick.,” sald he,
*and a placky one, but uncommon keer-
* Hope thar’ll be
storm” Goln' off unbekoownst !
Here, you jJest lay down on this plle o

chips and let me tell y° a story while 1
polish oft this ‘ere hull.”

Dlck, notting loth to Lear the story,

but rather dubious as tu the mwviai v be
, conveyed, flung hlmself down.

murmur of the sucf, far outl on the puint,
came o hia ears as the old msan talkdd.

The soft

“When 1 was nigh ontc a year
be,” began Cap'n Ben

, 8ca  run away, leaving ms mother and
two sisters in a leetie house up back in
» the country,
We were bound for Lower Californy
., fer hides—ilke that feller that writ a
. buuk about tho sameo sort of a v'yago,
,only he was a relative -t the owners,
,and was treated well. 1 wasn't. Boy,
j 3¢ Lant guesa the misery an sufferin' —
, not the big kind of sufferin’ like a sol-
, dier in battle, with drums beatin’, and
, fite playin®, but {n the night, with flngers
.raw and froze, with .1cs water daahtn’
over me every day and every nigat {ov
. nigh a fortnight off the Cape . 8o Bensick

! wanted to die, so wet, an’ cold, an'
, achin’ al} over 1 used ter cry in the dark,
, and long, oh, how I longed fer that leetle
, house where I knew mothier was sufferin®,
1 too, because 1 had desarted her like a
coward.” Here Dick Raynor
winced, and changed his position
a little on the chips.

“YWall, to mako a long story
short, I was gone two year~an' a
half; an' then 1 sleered across
country fer home. .

*“ Boy, when I got there it was
jest comin’ on arly evenin’. ‘Thar
was no light in the houso.

“*Mother !I" I sung out, * Mother,
yer boy’s come home! Ho ain't
never goin' away again. onless yo
let him freely an' gladly ¢

“Not a sound from the lectlc
house, standin’ gray an’ still under
a big pine. 1 tried all the doors.
They were fastened up, an® the
blinds were shet tight.

**Mother ! But sho didn't an-
cwer.

1 turned away then, and kind.
o’ staggered up the dark road till 1
found myself besides a buryin’
ground I knew only too well,

* There were pines thar, too, and
as I lecaned against the wall I heard
‘em whisperin' an’ sighin’ over-
head. O Dick, my boy, what
would I have given then to look
my mother {n the face, to hold her
thin, tired hand that had worked
so hard for me, and that I hasd left
stretched out after me, trembhng,
and empty, empty !

A sob came from the pile of
chips, but the captain went on as
it he had not heard it.

 When I }fted my head I looked
into the buryln’ ground--1 couldn‘t
seem to help it—an’ thar, sure
enough, it was. 1 could jest sca
{t through the dusk—a new heap of
gravel—"

“ QO Cap'n, don't, don't! cried
Dick, springing to his feet. “}
can‘'t bear to hear {t.” .

“Wall, ef you're detarmined to
get sall for Georgy to-morrow,”
galid Cap'n Ben, “1 g3'pose we
might's well say good-bye—""

“I'm not going,” gulped Dick,
drawing his slecve across his cye.
“31—1 didn't think about mother
feeling bad and needing me. And.
i she should shoulqd dte, ke your
mother—"

" Bless ye,
dfe,” struck

my mother didnt
in the old saller
heartily. ° Yo didn't let me finish
my yarn. She was only down °t
a neighbour's, and pretty soon 1
heard wheels comin’, and her volco,
her own voice, talkin’ in the dark.”
' On, that was goud: \Was she glad
, to sec you 27 cried Dick, all in a breath,
1 Glad * Wall, 1 guess we ¢'n skip
; that part.” Here Capn Ben had re-
1 wurse to his sleeve for an instant.  But
) 1 hope it don ¢ change your mind ‘bout
stayin on shore, jest becauss mother
d‘dn'l—"

' Not much, said Dick, with cmphasis,
s ~Good might, Cap'n, I'm golng home.
y Praps mother wants somcthing !"—
) Sunday Afternocn.
1

A small boy, says an exchange, sur-
, irised his teacher 2t one of the grammar
, schools by asking Ler how far a pro-
y cesstun of the Presidents of the United
, States would cach if they were placed
; in a row. On her oxpressing her ignor-
gance, he calmly announced, “ Prom
| Washington to Clevelsnd.”



