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The Somnambulist.

By Jack Loudon

SMALL Lake Hu-
on potato-schooner
lay at a dock in God-
erich, and on her
bandbox of a cabin
sat a big, fat man,
with a red and
good-natured face,
puffing a pipe. The
pipe and the pos-
ture indicated his position. None but
the captain may sit on the cabin and
smoke. Another big man, but with
a solemn and sorrowful face, strolled
down the dock and climbed aboard.

“Have ye all hands, sir?” he asked.

“Want a mate,” said the captain,
peering at the man between puffs.
“You sail mate ”

“Been mate.
“So’'m 1.
Salt water?”
“Lunnon an’ Leeverpool.”
“Scotchman, ain’t you?”

“Yes"ﬂ

“I’m not, thank God.
a dollar a day here.
clothes.”

“What do I sign as, capt'n?” asked
the applicant. “For a dollar a day?”

“Mate-"

“Mates get mair money- Ye're
quotin’ sailors’ pay.”

“Sailors get fifty cents a day here.
Rather ship sailor? I want a man.”

“Na, na, captn. I'll sign on mate.
But I'd know ye for a salt-water
mon. It’s deep-water wages ye pay.”

“Yes; but as mate you'll have salt-
water privileges, which ye won't in
other lake vessels. Ye'll ship the
crew yourself, and discharge him;
and he’ll say ‘sir’ to ye, and call ye |
mister, same as I will. What’s your
name?”’ ‘

“Mister Macpherson’'s my name,
sirr How many men d'ye carry?”’

“One, Mr. Macpherson. He sleeps
forrard. You'll sleep aft.”

“One mon forrard for this big
craft?” said Mr. Macpherson, glanc-
ing around the cockle-shell. “Well, be
sure, capt'n, that ye grant me all the
preeveleges, for mna doot I'll have
work to do to airn my dollar. What
did ye sail oot of, sir? Salt water?”

“ILondon and Liverpool.”

“I may be mistaken, capt'n, but—
What am I to call ye, sir?”

“Billings—Captain Billings.”

“l may be mistaken, Capt'n Bil-
lings, but are ye no the mon that
slugged me grievously in the nose
twenty years gone, in Fat Anna’s
bardin’-hoose in Bombay?”

There was a barely perceptible
twinkle in Captain Billings’ eye at
this but he promptly denied the alle-
gation, and Mr. Macpherson went
ashore for his dunnage. When he
returned, the pipe was out and Can-
tain Billings had waddled amidships.

“There’s your room in the cabin,”
he said, pointing aft. “The cook
there”—a colored brother was smil-
ing out the forward cabin door—"“will
show you. He sleeps forrard, but
the galley’s aft. Now, one thing 1
must tell you, Mr. Macpherson, I'm
a somnambulist.”

“A what, sir?” inquired the mate,
dumping his bag on deck.

“A sleep-walker. I'm a bad case.
I'm under the doctor’s care for it
I'm liable to get up from my bunk at
any time. »

Salt-water mon.”
What'd ye sail out of?

“You'll get
Go for your

“Aye, sir. Ye walk ’round decks
sound asleep. I've heard o' such
things.”

“Worse. I'm another man, o

rather the same man younger. lm a
sailor ’fore the mast again, I—I don’t
know any more than I did twenty
years ago.”
“When ye slugged me, sir?”
“I never slugged you. ‘Get that out
of your head, particularly because
vou've pot to remember that I'm the
captain in case I wake up a sailor.”
“Ave, sir. I'll remember that.”
“All right. Now I’'m going ashore

suspiciously after the big, waddling
figure, he added, “Aye, I'll remember
—that ye're the captain; also that
yve're a deceivin’ liar, unwillin’ to own
up to a youthful transgression. Lord
forgive ye, Jock Billings.”

He spent the rest of the day nosing
around, getting th= location of
things, and in getting acquainted
with the cook, who, having shipped
but a few hours before him, could
tell him nothing about the captain,
his habits or his past.

As no sailors came along to be
shipped, he turned in just after sup-
per, resolved to rise early, go ashore,
and get one before the captain ap-
peared in the morning. And to this
end he was up before daylight, and
just about to step over the side,
when up the dock he saw the bulky,
waddling figure of the captain heav-
ing along toward the schooner. He
waited at the rail, explanations all
ready.

“Mornin’, cappen,” said the big,
fat skipper, smiling rather vacantly

in the mornin~ light. “Got all
hands?” o
“Mornin’, capt’n,” repeated Mr.
Macpherson, “There’s nane came

long, sir, ‘an’ I was aboot to go
ashore for a mon.”
_“Well, I'm lookin’ for a berth,
sir,” said the captain. “Rather eatl;
in the mornin!, I know, but it's

bat. I quit an English bark at Cape
Town the other day. What town is
this, sir, anyhow?” :
Mr. Macphersen’s jaw dropped in
sheer amazement;. then he compre-
hended. o i's your name?” he
demanded,. = = :
8s,
ch

“Jock Billin 8ir; able seaman,

Here's my gih grges.” He reached
into his ket ‘then: withdrew his
hand, with a blank face, “Must ha’

“But I'm an A. B”
i . Lookin’ for a

Billings nodded. " == =
“Come aboord.” Fifteen dollars a
month. Pl S L
Billings smiled and came aboard.
“By the way”=this to make sure—
“where’s your . dunnige, mon?”’ g

he seem to. ‘¢are. Macpherson led
him forward, and pointed down a
black, square hole in the deck.
“There’s the forecastle,” he said
sternly. ““That’s where ye'll sleep.”

“O’ course, sir,” assented Billings;
“an’ eat, too.”

Mr. Macpherson eyed him suspic-
jously, yet hunerily. “Ever been on
the lakes—the American lakes?”

“No, sir.  ‘But I’ve heard about
them, sir. I've heard that sailors eat
in the cabin up there, but I never be-
lieved that.”

“Na, na. The crew eats in the fore-
castle—same as in this craft” Mr.
Macpherson’s eyes shone with unholy
joy, but, being Scotch, he could not
smile. “Ye're o'er fat for a sailor-
mon,” he added, scanning 'the huge

pro ortions of the new crew.
‘“Where’d ye git it?”

Billings looked puzzled. “Must ha’
been the beer I drank, sir. It's fat-

tenin’, I hear.” He looked down, and
patted himself complacently.

“Ye'll be a good mon® on a rope,”
grunted the mate, “but a bad one
aloft, if I’'m a judge. Stand here till
I call ye.”

He went aft, ruthlessly searched
the captain’s desk, anda found the
articles, signed by the cook, and
dated the day before, for the trip
ahead. It was to Duluth, light, for a
cargo. He signed his own name as
first mate at thirty dollars a month.

“Come aft here an’ seen articles,”
he bawled from the cabin door, and
Billings obediently came, and signed
as able seaman, at fifteen dollars a
month,

In five minutes from the time Mr.

for the night. Be down in time for
the morning breeze. Ship a man, and
have the canvas loosed by daylight.”

“Aye, sir, I will.” Then, looking

Macpherson started for the rail, the
nefarious job* was complete—he had
| shipped and signed as sailor the

tern Home Month.iy
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strange town. Must ‘a2’ been on a
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unsatisfactory.

Wo. 100R—New model suit of
all wooltwo toned stiiped Suiting.
Coat 30incheslong, lined through-
out with quality gray satin.
Notch collar, cuffs, pockets, ed.ed
with silk velvet. Revers, front
and back trimmed with Skinner's
satin straps. Gored, full flare
skirt trimmed with two bands of
Skinner's satin (as gr picture),

Alldize. ... 514.50
No. 101R—Same as above but

with self straps. _$1 .50

Price o enin

Wo. 302R—The new Paquin
Model coat, made medinm
weight, dark ground pencil st1i e
cloth. Sleeves and body to waist
li: ed with heavy gray salin.
Collar and cuffs edged with

Skinner’s satin (as per yicture).
Price ..c.c.oaveseces °
Wo. 104 R—Stylish model suit

made of all wool novelty weave
suiting in the richest Fall shades.

~inch inted coat, lined :

! ﬁilh beav 1&&1&&:0&' y satin,
Bound all around with ¥-inch strap of Skinn
to match. Wide circular ¥red skirt with'dou! lo rows

‘mental button trimmings (as per picture), All sizes.
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DISTRIBUTORS,
Canada,

THREE of the best and most stylish numbers that labor and skill can pro-
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FACTION.

No better merchandise has ever been offered at these
rices and we will cheerfully refund your money should any garment prove
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Billings did, ot know; neither did.

captain who had signed him as mate.

OUR FALL AND WINTER OAT:;?O.UI

¥ contains hundreds of d in Ladies' and Children's w&“‘
; mmmm ‘Hvery number im with front and back view, au
s pictured and described. Send for the catalogtie and rea

Men‘ s Made-to—order

“i i "’-L:
Tailored by highly skilled workmen. Finest ﬁ&%ﬂ
. N

Samples and measuremen
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select for a new suit or hat, an
clothing—which is the basis of true cox
time to think of your Fall and Winter u
CEETEE UNDERWEAR is full ¢ g
the form, has no rough seams, iis absolutely unishrinkable, and retains

its softness and elasticity no matter how often washed,

Perfect. Fitting Ribbed Underwear

Besides CEETEE UNDERWEAR we also make a per fect
fitting ribbed underwear, at a medium price.
styles for Women, Children and Infants.

Ask your dealer to show you Turnbull’s
nes. % 1

The C. TURNBULL GO. of Galt, Limited,

GALT, ONT.

~ "rue Comfort Begins.
Some men and women spend hours/in deciding what they shall
d almost ignore the question of under-
nfort in dress. Now is the
nderclothing.

fashioned and woven to fit

Made specially inmauy

It Doesn’t Matter

How costly the garment

How elaborately it is trimmed
How delicate the shade
How much it is soiled

Our Chemical Dry Process will be found the perfection of

HENRY BROS. DYE HOUSE

cleaning.

277 Smith St.

Phone 1931

WINNIPEG.

569 Ellice Ave.

Phone 6116




