
CANADIAN COUJRIER*THFE GHOST 0F THEMARIE LOUISE.
In wAic/i the Real and thje Imaginary are Guriously Interwoven

By CAMERON NELLES

JIAT finishes game and rubber! Now for
sorte supper!" Mrs. Stephen Weldon

T ptisbed ber chair aside and niade ber way
to asmnall tbewhereon stood a chafing-

dish and other accessories of an informaI and be-
lated repast. The rest of tbe bouse-party of eigbt
drew dloser to the wide-moutbed fireplare. 'li
Weldon's buntiug iodge was percbed on a smail hilI
overlooking' the Baie de Chaleur, surrouuded by
fragrant spruce forests, sbadowy lakes, and velvety
caribou plains. Within, ahl was cosily attractive-
the beamed living-room witb its numerous tropliies
of wood and stream, its quaint furnisbings and
generalý air of oid-Lime comfort.

"And ta tbink of baviug ta go hack ta the city
to-morrow! It is simply tragic. I'd love to stay
here until the place is buried îu snow-drifts---no
licastly dinners. no theatre;. nothing but these glori-
ous bis and forests." Fritzie Edgar, wbo was a
hutterfly ta the core of ber sballow littie heart,
ciasped her slender bauds witb a sigli of resigna-
Lion but noue dreamed of takiug ber seriously.

"I dare you to stav until tbe Marîe Loise sals
up the bayý," iaugbied ber bostess as she spoonied
somre sherry intlo tlie cbafing-disb.

"The Marie, Louiset Is she tbe last b)oat tai
cornie iii before thie ice closes tbe clhaunel ?" Cap-
tain Ilendeirson ligbted a cigarette and threw a
fresb log upon the fire.

"Surely 1 bave told you, of the Mfarie Lemnise,
J1i1n She's the boat-a schoouer-that was buirnedl
to the water's edge about fifteen years ago, quite
liear the shore, but notbing could be dloue ta savo
bier. 0f course, if iL sbould bappen to-day we
shouild just puit out ln the lauincli and save the

"býeL nie belp you." VPie Captaini spranig ta thle
asitneof bier bostess and the smnall table was

drawui witbin tbe magie circle.
"Btfinishi abouit tbe scbooner, Emmna. I can't

LI a bite uintil yoil've told us"drawled Miss Edgar,
who1(se limpid eyes were fixed buniigrily uiponi the
siivouiry dish.

"Wil very year-ji1st about thiq timec-the
hotof the M1firic Louise sails up) the bay-iin
flîeyou know-and the wbole scenle isrenst

L-d. Thev sailors clubil into the riggiugi, wave thecir
ains for belp, drop onie by oine into tbe fire or tbe

"Asort of iwtr plunge, eb ?" veuitured the

"Jimi Shame ou yOu. Tt is ail very terrible.
Yg)t shouild hecar myi mlaid ou the ;uetil She's
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a native, and to bear her describe that sizzling mass
s'nking deeper and deeper into the drink would
inake your blood run cold."

"How interesting, Emma, dean," punred Cissie
Cadwalader, "but why cau't y ou regulate the coin-
ing of this pbantomu sbip? IL would add greatly
to the charms of your hospitality. No, give me a
glass of aie, please, Toby. And do tbe natives of
this simple spot believe ail this?"

"With beart and soul. Julie swears that she
and ber two brothers saw iL only iast year-a week
after we'd ieft."

"Silly bosb, Emma. It must bave been sanie
barn afiame on the Gaspe side. Penbaps Tracadie
Gascli is becaming an active volcano, instead of a
respectable, law-abiding mountaîn."

"Oh, weli, pull my stary ta pieces." Mrs. Wel-
don sbhrugged ber shoulders and criticaily tasted
ber lobster. "Not quite enough sherry, is there,
Bob? Sybil, bave another toasted biscuit. Ugli!
How, tbat wîid bowls." A chili blast swept abýout
thec bouse and a suiddeni sliowen of sparks s;hot luto
flie cbimney's bLackness.

The hall door opened and a white-faced girl
of the pure Frenchb-Canad ian type, stood for a ma-
nient ini the entrance and then stumbled iu terror
ta the lauigbiug circle about the fire.

"Madarn, it is de M1arie Louise! Mere de Dieu i
See out dle winidow." Speeding to the casernent the
girl drew aside the green hangings and a glane
of ligbt flashed tbrough the sm-all panes. In a mo-
ment aIl were on their feet, surprise, horror, lui-
cneduiiity limined ou their faces. The Captalin
laugbied niervouisly and rubbed bis eyes bard witli
One brown band. "Gdod healeus, Emma, the night
is bewitcbed. This i's too opportune by haîf."

Julie was weeping quictly and Fritzie Edgar
was straugely white and stili.

"Briug the giasses, Bob, quickly." Weidon feli
over a bersirug iiu a basty endeavour to corn-
ply witb bis wife'.s wisbes. With tremnbling bauds
_she adjusted thein ta ber own decan vision and
focus,-ed tbemn uplon the bturning sqcbooner. One
long, satisfying look aud she held theai out La ber
butsband, who gave a quick giance before pasaing
theiii ou ta Fritzie Ed'(gar. As is a dreain the girl
beid thenii lui cold fingers befare transferrnug themn,
witbaut a look, ta Captain Hienderson.

"Damui it ail, Bob, there are men ciinging to
the rigging." The glasses felI to the floor and iu a
ý;liice broken oily by the mioans of the terrified
.1ulle, tbecy watched the phantaîni vessel as it burned
noarcn La the water's edge, Smnall black spots

shifted about and oxie by nue disappeared
lurid mass of flamnes. Lapping sheets of fir
ed about the tail niasts and, after a pa
briliant outburst, the boat leaned slowly
the shore, poised uncertainly on the blaci
then sank in a cloud of steam and trailixi

Miss Edgar had dropped, wide-eyed, int
and her restless bauds were tightly çlasj
he'- neat hunting-skirt. The French girl A
ing softly and the rest of the party drew t
door, cheerfulness with mîngled feelingsi
stition and u'nbelief.

"That's the weirdest thing I ever sa,
life," coughed the Captain, with an easy
ence that he was far from feeling.,

"Well, Fritzie, I hope you've bad the
your nioney this time. Bob, pour mie a
wine. This has quite unsettled mny.nerveý
a straugeiy, unaccountable thing !"

They huddled closer to the warmn cir<
the ýhearth, and Julie slipped noiselessly
rooni. For a lQ)ng time they sat iu absolut,
Even the Captain ceased bis scoffing ai
seriously at the crimsou-hearted logs. Time
on but ail were evidently reluctant to sep;
the night. There was an unusuai solac
quiet companionship.

It was towards midnight wben Mrs.
turned with a frightened glance at her
A slow, shuffling step sounded on the
followed by the gaspiug of somte fag-ged
A heavy body lurched against the door,
lifted, and a water-soaked figure stumbled
the floor.

A moment of confusion followed as Bol
dragged the man towards the centre of waý
was blue with exposure and cold, his teetli
ed and with difficulty a few spoonfuils 0
were poured dlown his throat. They drew
figure dloser to the fire and little wreaths
began -ta exude from his ciothing and thi(
hair. His dark eyes wandered questionin
one to another and then a suddeu criais
his drawn cheeks made hlm a less ghost'
He raised himself upon his elbow, then s-.
bis face buried lu bis wet sleeve.

"ýMy God," he gasped, "to tbink-to
gýoingz down with heip so near-it would b
easy-su easy.", His words ended in a d
whisper and Weldon leaned tenderly over
bling forni.

"Thecn," be said, with a quick feeling
and criminal negleet, "it wasn't the ghox
Mlarie Loisîet"'

The mari looked at hini steadily fo
minutes.

"No," he replied simply, "it was La Bc
lie-and I-and 1 was ber captain. The
gone."

His last words camne brokenly and
closed with an exguisite sense of bodily
and mental relaxation. Weldon bentc
anxiously and after a few moments felt
biand and wrist.

"The man is dead," he murmiured as
f romi bis knees..
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