
CHAPTER III

HOME AGAIN

0 NE of the long wharves was sprinkled With
people watching the ««Acadian " £o-m'é,in fr'ônl

the sica. Custom-house officiàls weré*>thêre', wharf-
laborers, sailors, loafers, and at the veryènd of -the

wharf was a group of fur-clad . individuals who
were lauorhing, jo'king, stamping 'their fèet, or
pacingr briskly up and down while waiting to

welcome the friends aind relatives drawing so near
to them.

With them, yet a little apart from them, stood
a man who did not move from his place and whb
seemed indifférent to the extreme cold. He was

wrapped in a black fur coat, and',a cap of the
same material-a fine and costly Persian lamb

was pulled down over browg.-,,
His pale, cold face was turned toward the ilAca-

dian,",and his blue eyes scanned without emotion
the people hurrying to and fro on 'her decks.

When the -steamer swung around toward the
wharf, he watched the gangways being thrown out
and the living tide pouring _down them and over-
flowing in all directions. The air wm- full of greet-
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