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THE SKIPPER'S MASQUERADB
A~, Warin - Weather Story, Not Strong in the Plot, But Very A musing in Character and Situation

HER~S Jst tme o doitGeorge," sald
Captadn Cutting, emerging from the

j hoodway of bis cabln, and buttoniug Up
hie coat ta protect a bare chest.

"You're flot golng ashore nuw?"' queried the per-
;spirlng mate, busy witb the wark of gettiug the brig
ready for sea. The tide will turu I l an an bour or
so aud we must sali ou the flood."

11111 be back lu 'ar! au 'hour, George."
"lYes: 1 know wot your 'arf hours are wben you

get ashore. I thltnk a mug of 'ot coffee 'Il do more
zood thýan grog atter last -night's tea; party at the
ÀAncbor," be counselled w1th some heat.

"George, George," saîd bis chiet, reproaclifully, "Iail
'I propose to do-"-?

"Yeu might spend a llttle time on board the ship,
and 'what you propose to do don't conceru me, it's
wot yon does do. It was nearly tbree wben
you come on board this marnîn' wakeuin' Up-
ýeverybody."

The skipper looked palued. He toak lu bis
'belt another boie, and !astened another button
eof bis coat. "lYou go .too fan, sometimes,
George; I did get on the razzie-dazzie a bit
last night, tbat's wliy I wras tblukin' a, dip
Iu tlie brlny 'wouid blow away the cobwebs, -

and brace me up a bit."
'«A good eluice with a bucket or two o' sait

-water 'would do yon juet as mudli good," iras
thbe reply,

"But nothink wiUl do you no good tili you
takes the pledge," lie added, wlth a mournful
glance at the seamau, who iras letting out
the square canvas on the fore top mast, aud ,

at the saine time taking a sympathetic and
intense interest lu the conversation.

The skipper hitched up bis trausers thouglit-
fuIly.

"Public 'ouses 'will be your nuin," coutiud
-th e mat e.

"I tell you lt's a ewlm I irant," cnied the
exaspenated eaptain.

"«Yas, yes, you'll be found drowned one day,
'but it wou't lie with good bonest sait w'aten,
more's the plty." The mate broke off bis ne-
marks suddeuly and toob a flying Ies.p iuto
the eai plates, from wirb ieh scnambled up
the rigging.

The skipper naised bis voice and delivered
a touching tribute to former mates, irbo had
s3erved nder hlm, and lie pnonounced a
pathetic eulogy on some whli had "1gene aloft."

The mate grinned from. the Security of thé
cross trees, and thauked the captain for lits
kind irords, irbo noir carefully explained t-hat
he Wàas referiiv en ±hnqp, whn l,PA 14-1 Aý

oi mne oeacni. nir as eariy inuUctober, a cool
and lovely morniug, sud belng the fiuest 1 ±fA
moutb la the year on the Est Coast, Gorlee-
ton was deserted by visîters, sa Captain Cut-
tîng was able ta undrees unebserved by
strangere. He shed hiS clothes quietiy sud
began a qutck amble ta the 'water. Instinct sbould
bave told hlm that tbe tide iras comlug iu, but his
brooding thoughts wree 'witb the mate, and bis mind
iras on quite a uumber of thlngs wirbidlibe wisbed
hé lad said before leavlng. He sirai out te sea
wltli sturdy strokes, for bie iras hale aud bhearty, the
sait water gungled about hlm like s fond mother em-
braclug a cblld.

N OW, the tîde at Gonleston runs In qulckly aven a
gradully shelvine beach. lb ouit-flqnkeM thpA

By ATHOL FORBES

umbrella. Cutting, dn bis Eden-like Innocence,
imagined she iras wllhlng to lend it to hlm. He
stanted toirards lier, irben sbe fled witb piercing
sbnieks; be sougbt refuge beneath the cîliffs.

Meaawhile the brig, attended by'a. panting tug
from whlcb came mournful irbisties, iras neady for
sea.

"Step across to the Anchor, Nat," ordered the
mate, "aud briug theý Captain along."

A grimy old seaman started iib more agility tba
would seem possible in so old a mani, but duty can
be a pleasure at times. He retunned after a laps
of twenty inutes to'report that the skipper liad left
there over an bour and a bal! ago.

"I don't believe it," sald the mate, promptly, "for

ned to flnd'somethlrlg atrangely exhllaratlng in the spect

it alu't more than au heur and a 'ai! since hoe left
tbe shlp, sud no one's golng te luake me belleve
tbat hae called at the Aucher and didn't ýspeud no ýtime
thare. Tliey'll say ho 'ad notiiink ta drink there
nazI! "

The master of the tug iutenrupted the conversation
by calling attention te a ehnimpen, whlcb seemed de-
termined ta rua the brig doiru.

"Whene ane yau walklug ta, la youn sleep ?" en-
qulned the mate.

"We 'ave gaI your skipper's sou'esten; plcked up

looked like a tragedy, and the mate ireut to the
office to telegraph ta the owners, irbo lived
Yarmouth.

The noirs liad spread, maay irere the questions
dressed ta Nat sud Charlie as tliey made their
to the sands. There iras a Stern look on the
of the oider man, 'wbo iras genuiuely a.ttacbed ta
skipper, thoougi lie would neyer have confesse
ta any one. They tramped aiong the beach in elle

Suddenly the boy set up a yell o! terrer!
"Wot is it?" asked Nat, sbakiug the youtb.
"Youder's the 'ead o! the skipper lying ln

sanda! I know it by the wirbikers," ho gas
"Someone las cut It off."

Noir, Cuttiag, to shield bimsel! from the curic
o! passer by, bad dug a hale la the sand, irberE
lay snug, and 'walted for the search party from

sbip, whichî he, kuei muet came, and the
- part visible ta Nat and Chantie was bis i

and part of bis shouldere.
"Why, the 'ead le talking noir!" cried

terri fled Chanlie. "'ere In off!"

'UT Nat bad etarted ta run in the dîrec-Bo! the liead, when the cook, fe
ashamed of deaertlug hie comnade, Nyr after bis ship-mate.

"Nice time you've 'beau la commn' for 1
begaxi the skipper. "Where 'ave you i
these tbree ýhours? Precious lot you are
might; 'ave been dead and drowned and bu
by noir, yau airabe! Wbere's your dut:
your captain? Wbere'e your common seul

"Where's your clothos ?" crled the as
ished eeaman, helpiug bis chie! out o!
hole Ia the sýand.

"'Someonle stole ýthem irben 1 was bathli
Y "Yeu manage ta get inte some ulce h1<

of one klnd and another. Why, the mat£
./ goxie ta the remetery ta arrange about a tc

atone, sud the owners 'as bean sent for!"
"Wot the blazes for?" thunidered Cuttiu
"Jass Bull brougbt la your sau'ester fa

floatIng ln the Northi Sea, and reported
are drowned! "

«Well 'e reported a lie," said Cuttiug.
back ta the shlp and brng me a suit

F clothes."
"The Customs off icera were comin' an b(

oe when I left, and tbey wili'ave takexi passes
of tliem by uow."1

"Well, lend me your trousere, Nat."
"-And get locked up for indeiicacy!

me!" said that wortby.
"Take off your trousere! " tbuudered Cuti

>' "I must get back te the slip and get away
tide, or the owners may sack me; timi
everythlnk just et the present moment."

"My reputation le everything ta me,"
Nat. "I 'ave 'ad a narrair shave o' police
ee4lngs for the samne thling, another chi
wouid get me sent to quod. Here, cookie,
up ta Fatty's bouse and get me a euil
clotlies, anythiug to caver the skipper mi
and look Iively. li stay sud keep guard.

Tbe Youth started off et the double.
faund tbe door of Fatty's bouse open, bu'

ao"one at home. le searched for men's, clat]

starekeeper bhad ouiy oae suit, and tbat
iras wearing. Behiud a bedroomi door was a di
and a styîlsb bat o! the beehlve order. They c
prleed Mrs. Flatty'e Sunday elotbes. Thene iras n
in~g else. Cbiarlle seized ýthem sund bundled themn
a plllow-case, ýthe bat ho varried uuder bis armi.

"He's got 'em," remarked Nat, maklug a telesec
of bis b-auds. "«He'e carryln' a big bundle, 'en
oomes! "

"Sala men deu't do that sort of tbing," sald the
indignant mate, ",only iazy land loafers."

"No offance, Mn. Murray, I den't say it cornes
wltblu the meaunIn af the art," apologlzed the
policeman.

"Nat, you take the cook sud go dewn ou the sauds;
ire must do somethiug," said the mate. "It's ter-
rible suddeu, but ire must hoipa fon the best. 1 wIli
unre the aons for andene."

l'Ây! Ây! Sln," responded Nat. "Corme an,
Cookie."

They lef for the besoli ta seancli the seue a! what


