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te lad and I often

1remark, «that story wili go

tway off to Winnipeg!" First
weddfor you the rude Pacifie

1eost with its Indiaua and wiid
1fé. then Ontario's great huutiug
ground and now the life along tihe bois-
teroua Atlantic, 'with a sad interlude of
Ilelgium and France when the cruel
war raged and "Laddie Sr." weut acrosa
snd fouglit for us (he is in civil lif.
now, well and happy). Ten years bave
jolipped away since we sent our first
atory of our daily trsvels to your edi-
tor-ten yesrs! Not much to Laddie
Jr. snd my young readers but a large
alite off the lif e of an old nature writer

their cases sud slung them over our
backs snd, haud in baud, made the
aboe. I never saw gpester or longer
seas than bsmmered on that rocky
point-out of the spindrift would tomne
an nneartbly screecb as if the hag who
rides the gales was exultiug in her
'work. Far eut, over the spume snd

were the seas that ber tops were fiat
sud shaken in valleys yet they blew
ont stiff and hard as marbie on the
crests. We hung on to a tree and
watched her pass out of sight sround
a distant point and just then -we saw
the black snut of a tramp-deep-laden,
too--ceme eut past the point, heading

use my amaîl binoculars, but they were
soaked ina'amoment. Up a mighty ses
she elimbed aud stuck her long. black
bull out as if she were a great flying
submarine about to take off. Then she
balanced on the top of the great roaring
ses like a ehild's toy steamer aud wa.
sucked down into the next huge watery
chasm.

With wind-forced tears streamiug,
down our laces we watched bher cro9s
the wide harbor mouth aud saw ber
black steru disappear behind the north.
eru point. Wje beard later that ah*
made Hlalifax with only the loss of
deck gear-hier load of molasses made

o

Launchiug a lifeboat ta face'a Noya Scoia stor.- Laddie wua .wpot ashore by the next linge sea when he stepped off the rock. Look again
at this, otir rarest picture.

ike ime-and tbere is Labrador sud
Newfonndland yet te do with ail their
beroic life-I think yen, dear readers
wilI laut longer titan I will?

flore it is, thse Glad Chirstmas season
agan. We are housebouud in tbe meut
aucieut bouse aloug ail these wild shores,
a place with big room, great firepiaces,
oid-time brick baking-oveus snd many
an old nook snd cranny. The sterm
from off thse Atlantic tears ever the
roof aud Itowls down thse chimne'v sud
scatters thse sparks broadcast over thse
floor. The gale outside is bumming like
a bive of mnoustrous bees, makiug tbe
old timbors of this trembliug bouse
shake like palsy. It is as dark as thse
deeps of a ceai mine sud the sleet bas
frozen on thse glaciel rocks sud stubisle
that ferm the fild about us until it is
almoat impossible to peke your nose
out of thse door lot alonte alk. WVe are
well sud warm sud bappy, getting eut
the illustrations for titis story while
the sterm shakos at the door like a
unwelcome guest.

««Here's au apprepriate eue," sys the
boy by nsy sido in thse red glow of thse
fire. «'It's 'Launching thse Lifeboat,' sud

C ou eari see tihe outer head of the har-
r iu it, sud here are the surf pictures! "
And ho passed to rue thse pictures 1

wisb te write about.
Firut of ail, look at vour yeuug pho-

tographer al eiad in oilskins, suapping
the surf JTf Herriug Rock Point. Tîtere
w-as a dead -easter blowing just as there
is titis Christmas nighlt antd thte trees
were bending snd thie fisltermen's cabins
Éhaking ta the strusnin of the storse.
We stusnbled and struggled ncross the
point tîtrouglisthse west spruce, splash-
Iug through tihe w-ce lagoons and clam-
bering ever thse glaciel boulders left
here in thte ice age. Once w-e eînerged
fromn the slight sîtelter of the wod
thte wind nset us with full forc-vou
could alitost lie right oî.t on it, so
btcady and strang was its thruntsing
passage. Tîscre had been disaster aud
bits of wreckag e erc coing -asîsore.

Thte tide vas out and tIhe slip)pery
z ock-w-ced and stormn- wretclited ci iffis
w ere traps for thse unvarv, as 1 sat down
ilic-e aud fast iuta a cold tide-pol-on,
un w-e 'ztrzs""Ied to thse outer low tide-
lino and faced thte worst of it. Laddie
climbed on alsead and took thse incom-
sng srfatjid picturvdli;ji uait it. Safe

tlo e Verwes()TI t tese rovks w-e con-
stanFr \ atei ise tide. readv ta run

ut tllie f C-.'n f alltliîtg uutu'iual.
\Ve toulk a ut of pictures of tIhe 5w-i

ful turwiti iid put luur usaevineàu la

Laddie photopapMng great cea pouring iii.
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Great scas swept oi-er the breakwater, liurling rock-s as big wz barrels out like Ptbbles.

wrack of thse storm. w-e spied a littie
fksing schooner iockeving over the
xihi- wat-SAt tintes she balauced
!n the white turmoil of a cru-t as if she
-was undecided w ýlletler ta Ieap off and
slide do'.vu or to "take it t)\ut tthe poop'
auj periss in the back-trugh. Sa huge

riglit into thse seas-she itad ta as she
w-as far in uc-ar the rocks. A mighti-
ntass of seethiing, svrirlingl water raced
at lier and brokeagaint liter dark bow
andi leiped up like a -il-antic bitbble
and slut ber froim îiew-sluiein ,her
cleufl rum steL ta stem. I tried to

ber ride low. Back we ran, Storm-aided,
sud made a fire aud boiled our billy
then the tragic, graphic scene temptey
us out again sud nearly ended tihe
career of your young phiotographer.

The scene inside the harbor wvas ouly
second to that of the open sea. WVe
watched the dong, regular swells witk
their boiling -white tops, corne pouriug in.

"Look!" said Laddie, "It's going right
over the breakwater!" So we ranunp
on the shingle and pictured it. ler.
was a structure built as firmly as man
can build sud then filled with hugi
glaciel boulders of severai hundred
pounds weight each. The maighty power
of the wind-driven waves popped these
out of the breakwater as a boy pope
peas. It seemed, before the storm, ut-
terly impossible that any power of
rushing «tater could lift these hunge
stones, but they pounded out over the
stringer as,. if they were but floatiug
corks.

Deeplv impressed we straggled baclc.
The whoJe bay before us wss creamy
white with the low tide "«run iu" and
the surf seemied to gather force aud
dispiav it in the shaiiews.

"GCrand picture," howled Laddie into
rny ear, and off hie stumbled. right out
in the wake of a retreating surf. Ile
made the rocks and clambered up onl to
the shining, glittering wet surface of
the biggest one, w-hon like a niillrs-ce
came the returningr surf. Laddie dis-
appeared from view and I was 80
alarmed that I foro t ta snap the big
machine. Awav sw-cpt the ses and out
rau the surf. i saw 1dmi brace himself
for another deluge and again neglected
to picture him. M-Nore assured of hie
safety 1 did snap 1Mn w-heu the third
great w-ave covered 1dm with its on-
rushing spume. Evidently alarmed, hie
watched its retreat and slid down off
the ituge boulder on ta the next-struck
somne rock-w-ced and slipped off into the
water just ini tiine ta be covered by the
next litige sea. Ile ciutched and scram-
bled and swami and grasped soimething
ta escape being, swept out. By the time
1 reached the tide-line hiew-as spiashing
ashore like soine great sea animnal,
tafely- alead of the suction of the surf.

We are vers- tlankfui titis sacred day
thiat lhe -as spared-lio-%vhlieever feil
without stunning hIimself is a wonder.
,-o. thankfullv froîn titis far-off ioneiy
shore. w-e sciai ta our dear readers in
Vie Western Hlome Monthlv, its edit,)r
and staff and aur good printers, a
Merry CJristmias wish.

A Christmas Day's Yarn
BY BONNYCASTLE DALE

PhoWoraphs of t&se young nafturalist «" Addie »
Write and i!It,rated for "'The W"ssern Home Month!y
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