Ing with dull monotony;
.Mmq,/andm alw&ﬁ waved his hand-

mw w never.
S ﬂ“t 55 - crept on. Every little while she gla.nced up

at the narrow sky-line between the curbings
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Out of the Storm.

(By Annie Hamilton Donnell, in ‘Christian
Endeavor World.")

Little Mrs. Nye kept away from the win-
dow till the limit of her strength was reach-
ed. Then she looked out. Luke was just
disappearing down the sunny street. In the
distance his stooping, old-mannish figure

was indistinct, but she thought she could

{

‘THEN SHE LOOKED OUT,

&5

Hkthm]sh how much straighter it was
than usual, and she Smiled bitterly. That
was because. Luke  was angry.

‘He always straightens up when he's put
out,” she said aloud.

At the corner, Luke stopped, and in spite
of herself his plain little wife, Phoebe, held
her breath. He was nearly there, he was at
it now,—the place where he always looked

back and waved his handkerchief. Phoeche.

had watched for that dim glint of white
on every week-day for six years, and always
she had seen it.

But Luke Nye, though he stopped mechani-
cally to-day, did not turn round. There was
no glimmer of white. For an instant Phoebe
tried to think it was because he had for-
gotten his handkerchieif; then she laughed
at herself with a shrill, discordant little
laugh. As if she were not angry, too! As
if she wanted Luke to look back!

Tottie was fretting on the floor, and
Phoebe picked her up and tramped back and
forth, back and forth, with her until she fell
asleep. Itwassomebhtngtodotokeepfmm

_ thinking, and she 4id not want to think.
_ All day long the pain was in her heart.

‘He never went away without kissing me
good-by before,” her thoughts kept repeat-
‘Luke always

kcmm%z

A IS S day

mmmm%mmmm !uam :

activity, finding necessary things to do and
doing unnecessary things. She held Tottie
during all her nm and rocked her inces-

santly. The creak and jolt of the rocker

keptmmmlmmtﬂthher thoughts—

w@mmmem,wnunnws :

little wife's thoughts were discordant. She

stead of me, his wife!

would not let herself forgive Luke all day
long.

And it was so little a matter to kindle
S0 great a fire! Phoebe could almost count
the words on the fingers of her two little
work-roughened hands, with perhaps an
extra word or two for the finger that wore
a plain gold band.

‘Luke was the most to blame,’ she tol1
herself many times, stubbornly. ‘He had
no right to get angry at what I said. I only
said I was tired of having his mother keep
advising me and treating me like a little
child. I had a right to be tired of that.
Just as if I was Tottie! “My child,” this,
and “my child,” that—I told him I was
tired of it, and I am!’

Phioebe stopped rocking Tottle, and spoke
the rest aloud, like a sharp little cry.

‘And he took sides with his mother in-

mother instead of me!’ ;

That was the bitter poison that kept the
wound rankling. In her anger Phoabe re-
fused to be just.

At noon the sun disappeared behind lead-
en clouds, and the air grew sharper. Pags-
ers-by sniffed snow in.it, and turned up
their coat-collars. As the afternoon grew
older, the signs grew more definite to the
initiated, and occasional spits of snow whit-
ened the pavements momentarily. Phoebe
was uneasy when she Icuud Luke’s rubbers
G R e S

‘His boots are gettinc 8o thin and old,’

'PASSER.S BY TURNED UP THEIR COAT
COLLARS.'

she thought, ‘and Luke catches cold just
like a baby.’ Pk
Across the street Luke's mother sat at her

- window, knitting mittens for Luke. She

was a lltue uneasy, too, as tﬁe afternoon

of the street, It was a cramped little street

and the sky-line m pinched to meagre pro- %
last always.

portions.
“There’s. going to be a blow wmo,t!me,

‘Luke's mother murmured ‘if I'm a weather-

prophet; andlun !couldalwqasaee
storms cominz Luke’s overcoat’s d.reo.dful

Luke c¢hose lis-

thin, and I've no idea that child Phoeba
thought to fold a newspaper across this
chest, under it. I always remembered to.

At five o’clock it was virtually night, and
Phoebe drew the curtains and lighted the
lamps, Luke liked to come home to a bright
little flat. He always said he could econo-
mize in overcoats and under-coats, but not
in lamplight. To- -night Phoebe took 2 fancy
to be prodigal with her ligthts. She and
Tottie got. supper and waited.

But the footsteps that sounded outside at
last were not Luke’s. Luke’s never lagged,
coming home. It was a little messenger boy
that looked up at Phoebe out of the dark-
ness. He had a message for her from Luke.

‘Dear Phoebe,” she read, with a queer
feeling in her throat, ‘Dear Phoebe, I'm off

‘THE PORTLAND HAD GONE DOWN.’

for Portland—no help for it. The firm's
got to send comabody down to-night, and
I'm bhe somebody. Will be back on return
boat. ‘I‘oobaad can’t be helped. LUKRE’

Phosbe Nye read the note through three
times beofore she saw the fumbling Ilittle
words, ‘I'm sorry,” crowded into one corner,
They sent the warm red blood into her
sweet, plain face and out again, leaving it
very white. Phoebe was ‘sorry,’ too. If she
could only tell Luke so.

Tottie stayed-awalke long into the evenlng.
and Phoebe was glad. She frolicked and
played with her in a wild little frenzy of pre-
tended glee; and, ‘when at last Tottie’'s eyes
shut, she went to bed with her. It was ter-
ribly lonesome out in the brightly lighted

little sitting-room without Luke.

The wind rose higher, and it grew a good
deal colder. Phoebe kept remembering how
thin Luke’s clothes were.

‘It"1l1 be dreadful cold on the water,’ ahe ?
worried. ‘And it'll be rough, too, in such

~ @ high wind. I wish Luke had his big blan-

ket—O, I wish I had Luke!’

But she went to sleep at last, and slept
 mercifully through all the terrible fury of
the storm and wlnd, as it lncrea.sed with the
night. i
Inthemmhgmewindeabwwdn
little, but the world was drift-deep in snow.
Phoebe kept away from the window stub.
bornly—the drifts seemed to loom up so be-
tween her and Luke. But Luke would be
ﬁt home after another day, ‘on the return
‘boat,” he had said. Anotherdfayoaumm

But before the day ended the whole city
was full of the news of a terrible disaster
on the sea. The steamer to Portland had-

. gone down .wlm’an'on"_'b@m. Hundred



