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T Was a dismal raluy
day lni the latter
part of October.
DrIp, drlp, went the
blacttng , downPour,
a"d lit t gusite of a
compling wind
whlned throngh the
branches of the

?rb. fA1lu aves, wet and fay, weme
Mona kitbar and yon, renulnd ng one of

dua. hots, phantoma cof the dear de-
~fsommernr.

Inside the bouse was cheerful enougb.
A fire burned in our cosy sltting roorn
wheme Mother, Nora and 1 at at work.
Mother placidly stitcbing quilt squares;
Nora, cuttlng out more squares; while
I was sewing too, or pretendlng, I scarce-
ly knew whicb. At any rate, I was
holding my 'work In my banda. But the
"spirit of unrest," always witb me ini
dreary weathem. was this day especially

A dozen times I walked ta the window
and Iooked out. A dozen times I dropped
apiool and sciseore to the floor with a

jinigling clang. 1 envied Mother her
peaceful face and untiring industry.

Father was out in the kitchen, shoe-
mending. Rie was a fairly good amateur
"cobbler," and bis ratny days were usu-
ally devoted to the repairing of foot-
wear.

Jack, my brother, was eut at the barns
reairing something in anticipation of
fast coming winter.

At last I just groaned out aioud, "Oh,
dear! I can't sew any more. I feel as
tbough 1 was haunted, and oh, how it
does ramn!"I

"Then," cried Nort, "for pity's sako
go away eomewhere. You make' one
nervous with your uneasy waye."

"I think I will," I1 answered, for a
brilliant idea had just come to me. "l'11
go make a cati on father."

Nora turned to, mother with a solernu
expression on her face.

«I always said that smre dark, pour-
ing day like this would be her finish."

Faterand the Runnaway
Sgailor.
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Rush! " I said, "flot so loud. I meau
thie. I arn serions. I arn going to visit
father dreeeed in the character of a
runaway sailor. I'il put on some of
Jack's clothes, go around to the back
door and knock. Gray twilight will soon
bceclosing in, the kitchen will be getting
dimi; father wears glasses, and he won't
bc suspicious, anyhow. Let tea wait
until I arn out again safe. Jack's move-
ments I must rmn the risk of."

Mother Iauglaed softly. "Father will
know you right off. If I were youI
wouldn't,.

And Nora was nearly in fit. over what
sbe called my "conceit."

"Neyer mind ail] that now," I said.
"cCorne lelp me drees," and I man upatairsfollowed by my giggling sister.

I was soon ready. I turned the panta
Up at the bottorn of the legs, andthe
eleeves of the old blue reefer jacket up
underneath-not too short-I did not
want my banda to give me away as tbey
did once before (but that befongs to
another &tory). So I left my sleeves as

face and bande, for, as Nora said, while
she neyer ceased dancing around me,
"Best not to look too dlean. A poor
sailor, dodging from justiceand sleeping
anywhere at night, wouldn't be expected
to bestow mucli attention to hie toilet."»

I put my hair up. under an old flop
etraw bat, and eluding a kick-bestowed
tapon me by way of a parting blessing-
I ran downstairs, out at the front door,
and around the bouse.

As I passed the kitchen window-
stooping ta avoid being seen-I could
hear the tap, tap of the shoe hammer
descending upon leat ber. At the door I
stopped a little uncertainly. Poor fath-
er! Why ehould I treat him in this ab-
surd way? The kindest father a girl
ever poseessed. Then I hardened rny
aeart and rapped-a weak, wobbly sort
of rap..

I heard the great "cobble atone" slide
Lown on the floor with a thud, then foot-
steps crossing the inner doorway out
into the srnall porcla. Then father
opened the door.

Hie peered at me sliarply over the top
of bis glasses, but I did flot wait for my
courage to cool.

"Good evening. sir," I said in a
numbly vaice. "I bave rua away from
the barque Mary Elleai. She is in D -
Harbor (narning a port some twenty
miles distant). I have been lying low
all day on account of the rain, but I
got so cold, 1 thougbt I would corne and
sk leave to warm myseif for just a few
minutes."

'<Corne on in," replied father, leading
the way, and I slunk along after him,
my head lient Iow. I sat down on the
rat chair I came to, then drew it up
[ose ta the stove anid crouched over,
?retending to shiver.
Father shovelled in same more coal,

,en went bqck ta bis work, for which I
'as extremely tbankful, as it took hirn
Ldistance away.
"Are you wet? be enquired. "Thiaslias

)een a bad day."1
"No, air, I answered. "I aheltered

'liere the trees are close and thick.
oût a drop camne Iar ine.5"
"Are y ou huingry ý?" lie asked, resum-

ng the beating of Lis leather.
"No, tbankLyou, air," 1 replied. "I

ýowed away a good bit of food about me
)fore 1L lef t. 1 have plenty to last un-
ýi I reach S-- (another port some
niles furtlier on). I tliought this hat
ould make me look like a farmer; the
ok brouglit it on board one day. I
lresay he stole it, sa wben 1 was com-
ng away I just brought it along."1
Father was looking at me very grave-
,-I could feel bis eyes-but I was sure
rn bis manner tbat there was no me-
gnition in that gaze. I knew also be
ier approved of sailors running away
rom their sbips, but lie was easily
elted hy a aad story.
"What made you leave"? he asked.
",Cross captain, a crosser mate, and bad
ctuala flot fit to feed a dogr on. Be-

ides, I Wanted ta get away7frarn this
'aat for the wvinter," I aaid.
I was getting, anxious to get out iioW
,ore any "comnplications" set in. Sa I
ot. up and moved towards the door.
Fhlnk y ou for thé warm. I feel mucli
etter. and I must gc't back ta my sheir
er brfore dark."
"Better have sorne mare lunch ta take
'-1h o" said father. "Yau miglit run
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