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sailed, and ia two miles on hier way ai- " Eh!" cried, the captain, stoppig
readyV' y"!short.

"Oh, dear!"' said the fair one," sitting Mr. Potter laid a hand on hie arm.
down and mopping hier--or hia--eyes. "Botter hush it up, sir," ho aaid, ini
"W-What shall I do? Can't you go a whiaper, grinning broadly. "1Youh1
back and put me on shore ?" nover hear the last of it if that Young

"Go back!" shouted the captain in hor- rascal spreads the tale about. Shock..
ror. "0f course 1 can't. 1 sbould lose ing bad for discipline. Better tako hint
the tide." on again, and make hlmi promise to keep

"Oh, e-captain, can't you really ?" was quiet. Your armi round his waiat, you
the sobbing reply. "Wbat wilI become know!"
of me? Whero is the sbip going ?" The captain bit hia hip; then, despit.

"To Belfast, to pick up cargo. She i iimself, he broke. into a prin.
tyill not bie there till night." i "You want me to replace you in your

"Oh, that's ail right," said the viaitor, berth ?" he said rougbly to Archie. "II1ow
lapping hie banda. "Ilow.nice. My can I keep you about me after tis

papa lives in Belfast!' performance ?"
'*Weil, it's precious iucky lie does," "No, sir," said Archie demurely. "It

said the akiper. "You've done a voryi would be awkward, wouldn-t it, girl
foolish thing."1 But, perbaps if yoift could recommend me

"I don't mind," said Archie. "This Ws for a purs' assistant on the passenger
a beautiful ship, and I love sailors," bot-"r1
she said coquettishly. "My papa was a "Very good," said the captain abrupt.
ship's captain, but ho wasn't soi good- ly. "Anything !o get rid of you, and on~
looking as you. But ploase, you'Il take condition you give me your word not te
Archie back, won't you ?" sây anything about this little-er--n.

"No," said the skipper gruffly. "I'm cident. But you will have to turn over
sorry, but be's dismissed. I can't put a new leaf."
Up with his performances any longer." An ai Dick said when Archie an-

"Oh, do take hlm back," pleaded tite, nouncdabis promotion to the liner, was:
ctlprit, with claspod bands. "He will bc "Archie, you'll live to be hangod!"
good if you take bim back-I know bie

"It can't be done," said the captain, The Seaweed Lesson.
shaking his head. "Quite impossible; I This was the story' ts it was toid one
neyer take back anyone I've dismissed." summer day when the sea was blue,

The visitor, sobbing pitifully into bis and, Dodson's Island lay like an emer,
handkerchief, tottered forward, and, as if aid off the Point.
by accident, bis head, with the large Many years ago a Young girl lived in1
plush-trimmed bat and tbe golden bair, one of the coast fisbing villages a few
bowed down upon the captain's manly miles from the island. She had knowu
chest. tbe island always-it was a part of

"OhI1tbought you -looked so nice and the daily background of bier life. Wheu,
kind wben I came in. 1 said: 'Tbere's thierefore, the young keeper of the.light.
a kind man, wbo's too kind-hearted to bouse on it came over one morning t.
diacharge poor Arcbie, wbo neyer did take hier back with bim, abe did Dot
*much barm, im sure.' Oh, you can't feel that she was going to any'new
bie so cruel. Boo-boo-ho!" world-ratber she was stili to live in

"Ob, come, come!" said the skipper bier old one with the perspective a bit
awkwardly, patting bis visitor's back. changed, tbat was ail.

ReIyyou know! Bless my soul! For a few montbs thinga went well,
*l)on't cry so, tbore's a good girl! It-it She soon acquired bier busband's pride in
makes me quite uncomfortablo." the .light, and learned to care for it;

-Take Archie back again!" sobbed tbe she liked bier queor littie bouse, and ber
masquerader.1 small, rugged kingdom. But wboa win-

"I-1 can't," muttered tbe skipper. ter, came the situation cbanged; thon~
VIve told everybody hie is dismissed. for the first time the terrible isolatioil

Discipline would go to pieces. Dear, began to press upon bier, and to look
dear! I must see if 1 eau get himi a across the land and to know berself eut
job somewlîere else. Don't cry so! off frorn ail the familiar ways of life
There!" maddened lber.

Ho sank down beavily in one of the One day in tbe spring, wandering
cabin chairs, and the disn'uised culprit, over tbe rocks, she noticed some pecu-
still weeping into the bandkerchief, sat liar seaweed, and took it into the bouse,
gently on his knee. It looked s0 pretty that she began to

"Oh, dear, dear," said the skipper, put- search for otlier varieties, and pressed
ting bis arrn round the sufferer's waist them on bits of paper andi pinned theni
to soothe lier. "*Don't go on like that; about the walls of hier sitting-room. Shi
it's quite painful! Archie can't come nieyer guesseti that they bad names or
back, but 1-" Iife-stories-they wore merely sometbing

H1e broke off 'with a violent start. to look at.
Into the cabia walked the sedate andi But that summer sometbing bappen.
whiskered first mate, M.%r. Potter. ",Mr. eti. A visitor to the lighthouse, pass.
Potter stopped as if lie hati been shot, ing throu,,h the littie sitting-room,
and stared with arnazemenit at the scene stopped suddertly before ono of the bits

1 hefore him. Thie visitor jumipeti off Cap- of seaweed.
tain Foyle's knee with a squeak of "Whiere did you finti that ?" he de,
alarm. .mandeti.

"11ow dare vou!" sho cried hotly to "On the rocks," she toid him, wonder,
the captain. -How tiare you take suceli ingly.
a liberty with nie." §lie burst into -Can you take me to tbe place?" hbe
t cars again., 'Just because I w-as cry- asked.
iiig anti coultin't sece!" For answer she threw bier apron over

.11beg volîr pardon, captain," said '.\r. lier head and ledti te way to the rocks,
Potter stitlly. "I amn afraiti I intrutie." >,ite waq puzzled anti almost contonipt-

* was oilv-'er-sootliig the girl bc- tnous. The stranger, looking Up, caught
cause shie was crviîng," exclaimeti Cap- lier expression.
tain Foy le, beside hinmseif. -I arn old "Do vou mean that you don't know
enougli to ie lier father." wliat you have bore?" lho asked.

MNr. Potter couglhed sevcrely. "*I on't know anytling about them,"
"Quite so," hoe saiti. she answcred.
*.ft is that yotîng Morris's sister," said "Thoen," lie retorteti, promptly, "yoi

the captain distractiedlv. "Site lias conie shiall. Iarn goinig to se-11d you books,
to ask nie to take hinm back, and w-as It ivili bo a snîall return for wbat yot
erving because I-" lhave given me."

.. ,Ou beliaveti abominably!" saiti the Two weeks later the books crme, and
visitor, stanîping hier foot, 14and whien sbe began to read thom, at first idy
we get to Belfast, my papa will-oh!" -thon with absorbing interest. Sbe be-

Shie banged lier heati violently against gan to searcli the island with newv pur-
the swinging lanîp, anti at one feli pose, to write letters, to e.-,change sp.'ci-
swoop off canie theo wig anti bat, show - mens. Slîe no longer lived iu a prisoiii,
ing thie flushied fecatures of the super- but in a worlti wbich Jaily revealed ipew
cargo. woatiers.

Thîe two mon stared. dumbstruck. Onie morning. tliinking about it ail,
Captain Foyle wvas Ülîe irst to niove. the secret flasihiet upon lier-prisons are

"-You yoting villain!" lie roareti, strid- miade to get out of.
ing forward, purpie iii the face. Archue Tiiere wvere many difficuit times yet
dodged liastilv beliind thie table, and i r. Itefore lier ini lier long life, but her sca-
Potter, ccollapsincg into a chair, roared wieed lesson hielpeti lier through them,
witli laughter. Iii lier owvn way shie, too, had Iearned,

"Please, sir." saiti Arduie liastilv. "-nou with Browing. -the secret of prisons of
-er-vou doni't wvnnt a fisnmade abouit ail kintis:

it do Vou? Nobody kniows -wliat's hiap- lili, e fail to rise, are baffle tO t figlt
penoti except Mýr. I'otter.*' btter. ýSleep) to wake.

When wri&.:n-


