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.... A GHOST A'T SEA... .
1111-- \wFUI. EXPEl*tINCE OF A (ANADIAN DUVER ON HIS CiRISTMtAS TRIP l1OMtE.

IN tl à. 'ig libt ut bu>cts rah

cross the ocean Reuben
Stoddart is ont of the best
known. Heisliterallyastrong
man -strong in muscle, with a
vigorous nind, impressng it-
self on a firm, calm counten-
ance. Wlen Stoddart speaks
he is listened to. Wle were loll-
ing in the smoke room of an
ocean vessel ploughing its way
toward the Gulf of St. Law-
rence. One of us looking out
of the door, which was open
and hooked back, espied an
iceberg miles away on the hori-

zon, and said :"It looks like a ghost." Someone else said
scoffingly: " It's the only ghost a sober man ever secs."

Stoddart's clear grey eye flashed, and he put in quickly:
"You are wrong." We al] started. No one who knew Stod-
dart ever scoffed at what he said.

"lDo you mean," said ont, " that you can tell us a ghost
story-you?"

"No, not a story, an actual experience," he returned quietly.
"Tell us," was the cr y ail around. Stoddart, in his deliberate
way, took his cigar out of his mouth, and began in the low, dis-
tinct toies that were characteristic of him:

I have crossed the Atlantic nany times. Whcnever pos-
sible I took the Montcalm-took, I say, for I never take her
now. On the voyage in question I was returning very late fron
my fall trip, having been detained im London by private husi-
ness until I)eccmbcr. On embarking at I.iverpool I found
there were an unusually large number of saloon passengers for
the time of year. I noticed a peculiar '-xprcssion on the
steward's face iien I said that my state room was 97, lower
berth. I followed hin bclow. On the way we met the ship
surgeon, who shook hands and said : ' Where are you quart-
cred this trip ?' * In 97,' I replied, and the expression on the
doctor's face caused me to regard him with surprise. le looked
uncomifortable and nervous. 'Vou may find--share mme with
me,' he stammercd. 4 I shall be glad of your company.'

"'I thank you very much, doctor, but I shall no doubt bc
quite comfortable without inconveniencing you,' I replied, and
proceedcd to 97 with the steward. The stateroom secnied to
be ont of the usual sort on board the Montcalm-comfortable
if you arc a good sailor. a place of miscry if )ou are not. I had
no misgivings, although it struck me as rather an annoying
thing that I could not. even at that scason, get a rooni to my-
self. There was a good-sized travelling bag alrcady at one side
of the roon. and a nan's overcoat thrown into the upper bcrth.
I said nothng, nentally resolving tu steer clear of My com-
panion as far as poshle. Its a safe plan toavoid bores at sea.
on asscmihngZ for tea at six o'clock I could not sec a face I
knew among the passengers. I retired carly and was in a
drowsv condition wvhen the occupant of the upper berth came

in. I had drawn the cur. is acruss my own berth and could
not see him. He seemed a hasty sort of a man, for lie un-
dressed quickly, tossed his boots outside the door with some
noise, and climbed hurriedly into his upper berth.

"I feull into a heavy sleep and had some uneasy dreams. I
was awakened suddenly in the night by the sound of my fellow
passenger jumping out of the berth and landing with a thud on
the floor. He threw the door open and rushed out. I waited
a full two minutes, for it doesn't do to be too cranky about the
habits of your companions on board ship. As he did not return
I threw aside the curtain and peered out. The room was dark,
and the passageway outside but dimly lighted by a distant lamp.
*'he roon was very cold, and a strong smell of stale sea-water
greeted my nostrils. Ttie porthole was open. I reached up
and closed it and then shut the door. In a few minutes I was
asleep again, and it was seven in the morning before I woke.
The upper berth was empty, and the clothes of its former
occupant were scattered about the room. After dressing and
going on deck I sought the captain and renlated the episode. He
drew me aside and said : ' Mr. Stoddart, you are a mian who
can keep silence about an unpleasant affair. Your room-mate
has disappeared. We fear he has gone overboard, for we can-
not find him anywhere. What makes me the more uncomfort-
able is that lie is the second paseenger who has similarly disap-
peared from stateroom 97. You might change your room to-
night and say nothing of this matter to anyone, will you?'

"'As to keeping silence, certainly, captain, but I sec no
reason to change my berth. I am quite comfortable in 97, and
am in no way superstitious.' 'As you please, of course,' he re-
torted shortly, 'but I would have likeu to close up 97 alto-
gether.' Nothing more was said. On retiring the second night
I was nct quite so easy in mind as I expected. The idea ofmy
room.mate-dead, drowned-tossing about anong the waves
two hundred miles astern, would dwell in my mind. Just as I
iwas about to steo into bed a draft of cold air struck me, and,
turning, I saw that the porthole was wide open! I closed it
quickly, with an angry imprecation at the ste .ard's carelessness.

"I lay awake for some time, occasionally glancing at the
porthole, which I could just sec from where I lay, and which,
in the darkness, looked like a faintly.luminous soup-plate sus-
pended in blackness. I believe I must have lain there for an
hour, and, as I remember, I ivas just dozing into sleep, when I
was roused bv a draft o cold air, and by distinctly feeling the
spray of the sea blown upon my face. I started to my feet, and
not having allowed in the dark for the motion of the ship, I was
instantly thrown violently across the state-room upon the couch
which was placed bencath the porthole. I recovercd myself im.
mediately, however, and climbed upon my knecs. The port-
hole was again wide open and fastened back!

" Now these things are facts. I was wide awake wien I got
up, and I should certainly have been waked by the fal lad I
still be:n dozing. Moreover, I bruised my elbows and knees
badly, and the bruises were there on the following morning
to testify to the fact, if I myself had doubted it. The porthole
was wide open and fastened back-a thing so unaccountable
hat I remember very well feeling astonishment rather thart fear


