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discovery to Ituth he made a terrible
mistake, one which was to cause him
ten days of the most indescribable
misery he was ever to know,

Later, when Ttuth came up, she saw
nothing amiss, She put her usual
questions perfunctorily. Had he slept
well? Did the pain bother him dur-
ing the night? For all that the cut
had healed quickly and healthily,
William was subjected occasionally to
splitting headaches, a sign indicative
that he had come out of that affair
in Cairo by a very narrow margin,

“So Mr, Camden has really left us?"
she said, lying back lazily, grateful
for the shade of the deck canopy. "He
was rather amusing at times,"

“Ye-ah." A growl.

“He was well informed about this
part of the world."”

“Ye-ah.," A little louder.

“He left a dozen books for me,

Maeterlineck—think of it!
of him, wasn't L7

“Ye-ah!" A real bark.

“What's the matter?”

“"Matter?"

“Ye-uh,"” she mimicked. “Can't you
gaY ‘uh-huh' for a change?"

William did not want to laugh. At
the mention of Camden all the early
fury returned. He knew his Irish
temperament; If he laughed his an-
ger would go by the board;: and his
mood now was one which found a
melancholy pleasure in fanning the
coals of hate to keep them auliye
against the day when he and Camden
met again. But there was this that
worried him; his gray-eyed school-
teacher could see like a cat in the
dark; and If once she mensed any-
thing wrong, her questions might be-
come¢ embarrassing. Se he compro-
mised by foreing a grin.

"l Euest you can't teach old dogs
new tricks. 1 never knew there was
a4 word culled ‘yes' unti]l it was too
late to do any good. But I don't say
‘uh-huh’ as much as 1 used to. 'S that
right? And, anyhow 'ye-ah' Is Elijah
stuff boiled down."

“"Elijnh stuff!"

He sighed relievedly. She was off
the Camden line, and that was some-
thing gained. “Sure it's Elijah stuff,
Wasn't he always hitting the trail
with ‘Yea. verily'?"
~“I'm  beginning to believe you
wouldn't plense me at all if you didn't
use colloguialisms once in a while.
Awgy out here there's something
back-homey about them. The Indian
ocean, Arabia! That Ited sea was
very hot,”

“If they'd call it the Red-hot sea |
could understand what they meant.
I've been leaving a trall of fat wher-

Very nice

ever | moved. l.ook at the clothes
I'm wearing. 1 never thought to buy
real summer stuff. They're begin-

ning to. have their first snowstorms
in little Néw York. Say, what do you
think? Thanksgiving in Delhl, and
not a pumpkin within ten thousand
milen"

“Honest 7"

"Honest ' Injun. And Christmas in
Hongkong, and everything out of tin
cans. Yea, verily, I'm going to be
homesick along about that time, be-
lleve me, sister.”

"Christmas! 1 feel cooler already."”
#our deck-hands appeared at a run.

They began working at the canvas

canopy.

“What's the trouble?' demanded
William, getting up.

"Orders to lash everything, sir.

Blow coming up fast out of the
sou'east, sir."

William and Ruth ran to the star-
board rall and stared at the great
evil pall of blue-black clouds pour-
ing up over the eastern horizon., The
face of the waters changed even as
they gazed.

“A storm!"” she cried.

“Well, Cook can't soak us extra for
that," said Willlam.

Ruth ran back to the chairs and
gathered up the rugs, pillows and
books, piling them into William's out-
stretched arms. “Hurry!" -

The companionway was jammed
with excited tourists. Willlam heard
“typhoon' and "“tornado” and "hurri-
cane'"; and one of the missioners be-
gan to recount a previous adventure
of his in which the ship went down,
and was only too happy to go into
details, Willlam surged toward him,
hoping to get within range of the
fools shins. But the second officer
gpoke up loudly. Typhoon was all
nonsense; only a stiffish blow was
coming and would probably be over
In an hour or two,

William was not satisfled, however,
He knew where he could get the
truth; and so he started for the chief
engineer's cabin., But as he encoun-
tered that officer in the act of de-
scending to the engine room, his offi-
cial drill exchanged for greasy dunga-
rees, William comprehended that he
and his fellow-voyagers were in for
some excitement.

“A blow?"

“Aye, and a hell of a one, too, If T .
know anything about these dirty
waters, This blow s a thousand miles
from home, Mr. Grogan; and T don't
like its looks, It's Chinese, and we're
just off the coast of Araby. Y' never
can tell what's in the egg when y'
turn the point at Aden. Oh, there's
no real danger, She'll pitch a lot
and the stewards 'll be busy with
their yellow basins, But it's me and
the captain without relief as long as
it lasts; twenty hours for me in yon
hell-hole, mayhap. Can't ask you to
come down, Mr., Grogan, Good luck
to your lunch—if you've got the gall
to eat it!"

William stole back to the smoke-
room. It was deserted, Then he re-
membered that he could see little or
nothing from this point; =0 he went
forward to the ladies' saloon. That,
too, was deserted, Rugs and pillows
and books and baskets of fruit lay
strewn about. He knelt on the lounge
under o forward port and peered out.
It was almost as black ar night out-
side; but the sea was green and ter-
rible. Suddenly he sensed a shiver;
it seemed to come from the very
bowels of the ship, as if she had be-
come a living thing, sensing her trap.
Shortly after this he heard a sound
which reminded him of rubbing resin-
ed fingers over the top of a deep glass
tumbhler. Thiz piercing hum rang in
his ears intermittently hours after
the storm was over.

There was no pitching in the begin-
ning: the wind bore down too power-
fully for that. It lashed the water
into ribbong of spume, however. He
heard a c¢rack like a pistol-shot. 'The
canvas had been ripped off one of
the tfeboats. For a moment or two
it ¢clung to a davit, then whirled sea-
ward like a gray bird of evil omen,

Strange thing, there was not the
Jeast fear in Willilam's heart. On the
contrary, he was filled with the wild-
est exultation he had ever known,
He longed Lo go outside, to lay
against that wind and laugh and

shout and sing.

(wer the starboard bow—for they
were going into the gale almost head.
on—rose & thin sheet of water, =0
thin that Willlam could see through
it. It hung in mid-air for two or
three seconds—a viper seeking for
something to strike—then smashed
upon the deck. He knew Instantly
where he had heard that sound be-
fore—when they sent sheet-tin down
the cellar chute at the ghop.

The shop! How unutterably far off
that was! Wasn't that all a plece of
A humdrum dream? Could he ever
return and settle down? Never had
he felt so keenly and wonderfully
alive as at this moment,

The bow of the Ajalx went down,
down, down, fathoms down, From
the dining-saloon came the racket of
crashing dishes. The potted palm on
the plano fell with a crash, Willlam
laughed. ‘Then the bow of the Ajax
went up. up. up. He had to hang to
the grip of the port to keep from
sliding off his perch. The ship did
not fall far this time. She struck &
roller a thousand years old, and tons
and tons of green water rushed over
the deck. A forgotten magazine swam
about frantically but hopelessly. It
Auttered like a wounded gull against
a bont-block, then slumped over-
board. Willlam chuckled. Inanimate
things did not have much show. But
i man, now' He was letting himselr
be carried along by the elemental and
irresistible desire to escape this stuffy
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cabin and to see if he copnld stand up
under that smashing wind and wave.
To get out there and fight, to yell
back at that infernel bell-like hum-
ming! Chinese, was it? Well, he'd
like to show the old pigtail that Wil-
lHam Grogan was no milksop.

The Ajax began to plunge heavily.
William's fancy had made the ship
a living thing, and she was fighting.
Each time a great monster threaten-
ed to engull her she slammed down
her steel forefoot and split it, broke
it, shattered it.

“Go It, old girl! Beal 'em down,
smash 'em! Don't let 'em bluff you;
soak it to 'em! Tha's a girl! Show

‘em up! Tell 'em yowre from little
ol' New York, where they have to
show you. Tha's a girl! Wow!"

He had forgotten Camden, he had
forgotten Ruth; there was nothing
left in the world at all but himself
and the storm. He slipped off the
Jounge and flung his hat to the floor;

the ancient Celt. was sticking out all

over him. He staggered to the port
door. This was in the lee, but as he
opened it the -blast took away his
breath, He did not hear the steward'’s
yell of warning, and he wouldn't have
minded if he had. It took all his
strength—twofold in this mad hour—
to shut the door. He hung on to the
knob—he had to.

“‘God! but this tastes good!"

He shifted his grip from the knob
to the handrail which ran around the
deck-houses and began to pull him-
self forward, all the while &nkle-
deep in the back-wash., The whole
world was green, the sky and the
sea, green like emeralds, green like
the horse chestnuis in the spring, and
the while-caps were the blossoms.

From all directions came the crack-
ling and slapping of canvas. The
mysterious hum had now deepened.
It took Willlam's memory back (o
the Italian cathedrals where priests
or choirboys were eternally intoning.
There was also an undertone, but this

¥ T seems that present day graduat-
ing costumes are not as flosey as
they were back in the late '8§0's,
when I was ushered into an eager-
ly waiting world to begin my battle
for Aapjacks and pork chops,

Somewhere 1 heard that the girls'
dresses were cheap as could be and
that boys wore simple effects that
were easy to stand and sit in—totally
unlike, 1 might say, the kind the lads
wore in the days of my youth.

Fearing, however, that 1 might
make a mistake, 1 went to a young
lady friend of mine who I8 a gradu-
ation fend, having attended 126 in
her time, and asked her all about it,

“Would it be proper,” I asked, “to
draw a pen picture of Bertha, the
sweet near-groduatee falling on her
knees belore father pleading for
40 cents with which to buy a gradu-
ating dress"?

“Not so that you
she replied.

“How about $1.50?" 1 inquired.

“Hevings, no!" she said. *"They cost
just as much as they ever did, but
they look simpler.”

“I don't quite get you," 1 countered.
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“Well, to put it in plain English so
that any simple-minded person can
understand,” she said, ‘“the kind of
dreases they wear at graduating ex-
ercines nowadays don’'t have 80 many
furbelows as they did at the time of
the #8t. lwouis exposition. In other
words, they don't resemble a fly-net
quite 8o much and it would be easier
to run through a gooseberry patch in
one of them.” ¢

“And how about

could notice it,"”

the speechea?’ 1

inquired. "Do the girls still make
speeches, like they used to.
“Never In the world,'" she said.

“They hire some fellow to make a
speech, and they are easy to get. Of
course, one girl, who usu#lly is broken
out with oratorical hives, is named
valedictorian, and she has hel say,
but that is all, The rest I= paid talk.,"

Well, 1 suppose that is all right, but
I'll say the old graduating days were bet-
ter, Those were graduations, 1'l} say.

" A gradusation period in those days
lasted a good bit longer than an epi-
demic of mumps, and the effects were
n great deul more conducive to laugh.
ter.

Even though 1 live to be so old that
1 wear white spats and walk down F
street on sunny afternocons with a red
carnation in iy buyttonhole, 1 shall
not forget my graduation exercises.
1 look back on them now In grave
wooderment; how It came thal the
entire claks wus not shot is quite be-
yvond me.

There were sixteen of us, most all
of the crowd Just as bad as the next
one. We were about evenly divided
between boys and girls, but we had

quite o collection of different sized
models —talls, shorts, mediums and
such, If variety were the spice of

graduntions, we¢ owned a whole
Krovery store, 'l state.

Sixteen graduates in a town of 1,500
persons is quite A mob, and you can
guess that the coming of graduuation
time was something of interest to
every one in the burg. Figuring five
to a family, you see, one out of every
twenty families, on an average, had a
representative in the class, Hence,
when the girls began 1o make their
ﬁl'udualing gowns there was white
organdie #trung from the Methodist
church to the brick yard, at least, and
there were enough white shirts in evi-
dence to keep (Charvlie Sam, the Chinese
laundrymun, busy for two weeks,

L] L] . [ ]

The gradusnting exercikes proper in
our town were just a small part of
the performance, however, Activities
bégan long befove the date of the
graduation, leading up to It gradunlly
by & sertes of cluss days, banquels,
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was due to the vibrating wires and

cables; the great diapason was the' ,

wind itselg.

Some chairg had broken loose from
their lashing on the starboard side,
and a tangle of sticks and cane bot-
toms swirled about at the junction
of the cross and port rails, for the
fdeck was now constantly flooded.

(To be Continued Next Sunday.)

The Traitor in Prison.

A SENATOR was talking about =&
* straw vole,

“One of the canvassers"
"arked a woman;

“'Is your husband, madame, a tariff
reformer or a free trader?

“The woman, a simple soul, an-
swered with a strong foreign accent:

" 'Der judge say Gus isy a trader,
but he ain't free, I guess, 'cause he
got four year for tryin' to blow up
der ammunition plant.'"

he =sald,

THEY WERE FEATURING
THROUGH HIGH SCHOOL IN SHORT TROUSERS.

germons and such, Every graduating
gown or suit, of course, had to be
well worn in order to make It pay for
itself. You see, we practiced thrift
never heard of even during the late
war, hence. the many graduating
activities,

The first thing on the program, Aas
I recall it, was the class day. On
that occasion we got out all of the
graduating wax works for the first
time and took a little trial heat
around the high school chapel. It
really did not amount to much except
that it gave all of us a chance to
break in our sheet-iron shoes and get
used to high collars.

Then began the work of preparing
commencement addresses. That was
a job. Everybody had to prepare and
deliver an address. 1In due time they
were delivered, all im one afternoon
and In one place. They varied in
length of from half an hour to an

hour. 1 thought the addresses of
Lizzle Graham and mine were the
best. Hers ran about twelve minutes

and mine limped about six, Before I
got half way through my address 1
was missing on a couple of cylinders,
and If the doors of the church in
which we were speaking had not been
locked, goodness knows, 1 should have
had no audience. As 1 recall it, 1 ad-
vised the crowd that Thomas A, Edi-

son was born and that he was a
blamed good inventor. Outside of
that, however, deponent sayeth not

what he said.
The senior banquet was a grand

thing, loo. That was the one night
in the ysear that dan Smith got oot
his covered back, 1 know, bLecause |
hired it to take l.ola Shamhart, as
falr a blond as ever cust an oyve

winker, on the particular evenjng of
our banguet, And how we did orate
and consume bluefish! If you don’t
think the fish was blue, by the way,
¥»ou ought to have seen It after it had
traveled well acroas country and reach-
ed the banguet table. It wasg as blue
and n= tough as a pair of denim over-
awlla,  The =chool bourd algo spoke
that night, and predicted grest things
for us. Much of what they saild was
true. Thus far only one member of
the cluss has been hanged for anything
ux serjous as horse stenling

By the time the senior banquet was
over 1 was gelting used to my fMood-
gate collar, but 1 never did get used
to the hard shoes. 5o, on graduation
night, 1 was in great pain from the
time the curtain wen! up until, hours
later, when it went down, :

L] L] L] .

seun could have
slruduation

1 wish
stuge un

“een the

nighty,  Charhe

ME AS THE BIRD WIIO HAD GOTTEN

Berry, the town editor, said it was a
“profusion of potted plants. feminine
beauty and white dresses.” There was
much in what he eaid. 1 never have
2een B0 many bales of white goods on
one stage before or since. Every girl
there wore literally hundreds of gul-
lona of white fAluff of one kind and
another, Their mothers had sat up
nights for weeks sewing new flounces
on their fair daughters, with the re-
sult that the same mothers could be
easily identifled on graduation night
by the presence of gumboils, etc, om
their sewing hands. ,

Most of the frathers, with thelr
mustaches well combed, sat in the
back part of the opera house in which
the 'exercises were held and wondered
if the white dresses ever would sal-
vage out anything in Kitchen aprons.
As for their sons' white shirtg, they
nolt only knew thal they never would
be of any further use to the young
men Aas “‘Pal‘lllg apparel, but there
was present a strong suspicion that
the boys, as a result of their high-
faluting ways, never would amount to a
cuss henceforth.

The graduating address and the ate
tendant waiting of the class, which
sul in the full glare of the footlights,

was an awful ordeal. 1 remember
that they" were featuriing me as the
bird who had gotten through high
sthool in short trousers, and 1 sat
well out in front. Well, they might
#lso have played up the rfact that I
got through high school short of a
great deaul of information, but of
course that would not de. Anyhow,
I wished very fervently for the ora-
tor of the evening to get through
and let me gel back home and ke
off my =hoes. If ever u pair of fiddle
cnses were plastered upon a young
man’s feet, it was in my case. Neither

did | enjoy the patent-leather Anish
that Joe BRlackburn put on my hair,
It took me three dayve wufter (the exer-
to

[T

WEre OvVer get my head in
shape for the usual summer “vlose
clip” which was =0 popular in the
best swimming cireles wround about
the swimming hole,

It would appear from the foregoing
description that our old daye wera
diffevent from the new Yet in one
respect | fAnd that graduations are
Just altke  “Fhat i in respect to pres.
ente,  They ©still shake the publie
down for them, | hear. In passing. |
might  =uy 1o this year's graduntes
that | have for exchange three copies
of Scott's “lady of the lLake' in
piudded lenther - red, green aid bloe—

to exchunge for plug 1obaceo, & viding
bridiv. n =elf-ventilating butter sk,
or what yYou have
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