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be those as says that Skipper Rudd would make a good man 
Margot. 

There’s many a one that would make a good man for Marg 
she lives. a!me, and need bften lives with her, ” replied 

Sim pug-d great clouds of blue smoke volubly and by 
of diversion from a topic better left alone, said. 
“There be Rudd now”, as a green punt slowly nosed arGund 
end of the break-water and began to beat up the channel in 
light ofl-diore xvind. - 

‘‘ He iooks low to the water, “ said Red, ” must a struc 
outside. And far up on the gray sands Margot Care sat m e  
nets, arid her children played through the tall sparse grasses ne 
by. The sun slipping westward Gashed in her yet black hair, 
-her brown arms moved deftly back and forth untiringly. 
in the summer, and great socks and mitts in the wi 
and plenty of fish, for there was not a man in Luck Harbor 
would not share his Iast quintal with Margot. So had she 1 
since the ill-fated Santa 3arbara,-- Master, John Care-Mas 
John Care,-had gone down off the South American coast with 
on board, and for five years life had been narrQw and pinching 
her, and on Smdays she still wore the sober black that marked 
first mourning for John C a k .  And she encsuraged n.o man, 
there werecountless willing hands to carry her water-pails, 
cut Ler wood,-and none more willing than Red McLeod. 

But as the years passed, Ioneliness crept into her heart, 
nights w l x r ,  the Great brth Wind drove down from the w 
swept Atizntic on the lit& harbor, and the sqa thundered a 
the shoreline, she remembered the companionship of John 
tali ar‘d dark, fearless driver of ships and men,yet witha1 g 
and loving to the mother of his children, and she longed to sta 
on the cliffs with the other women. their eyes straining seawa 
on the gray days of mist and storm, or the dark nights when 
swift fog often caught the belated fleet straggling homeward. 

-And then John Rudd came,-Skipper Rudd they called 
came sailing into the quiet of the bay one evening, w 
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k bag and two tubs of set-lines. 
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ilent Peace of this seaward waste; put 
sea-trail of many a red sunrise, and 
t against contrary wind and tide. 

nd he learned the lure of the fish, and 
e bottom, catchidg and curing with the 

liness had crept into his ?i€e,- a lone- 
d of a woman in his affairs, and even- 

at  the door of her cottage listening to 

es for her children, bits of old chanteys 
e drift-wood fire died in wondrous 

of John Care, who had sailed on his 
and Rudd told of the very coast where 

he dangers of the tropical seas which 

ight slowIy hying above the ocean, 

ha&d him for a hardy man. 
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Lamps began to shine in the little hamlet, and Rudd walking home 
under the deep, black starpointed sky in the face of the cool night 
wind must have held a thought of the little! widow in his heart. 
So the days grew into a year, and skipper Rudd had a name thab 
was honored by the people, and the door of his gift-houu was 

always open to the needy and poor, that he never held but little 
for himself. His word was law and his friendship golden. 

A brassy sunset glared above the line of red sand-hills, and 
the win9 swinging into the north-east began to drive scuds of iow 
gray clouds across the sky. Wind surely, for the loons had-been 
calling all day, and faint whirl-winds of sand began to eddy along 
the sweep of open beach, Up this waste Si.m Mole and Red Mc- 
Leod lumbered in their heavy sea-togs chancing to meet MargGt 
Care and her water-pails. 

I‘ I’ll czrry ye the water, ” said Red relieving Margot of the 
pails, “ Sim will make the fire in our shack, ” and he brusque!y 
walked 08. 

“ Such a man” said Margot, and when Red returned she had 
the table laid for him with hot bannock and buttermilk. 

“ It’s rare bannock ye make, ” said Red “ m ’ and it’s for a man 
ye should be Laking.” 

“And are ye not a man,” said Margot. 
“ I am that, ” said Red. 
“ Well, ye’re eatin my bannock”-this quickly from Margot, and 

Red almost choking in confusion, his heart hammering wildly, 
could say no further of what was foremost in his mind, and simply 
remarked as he hastened to get out in the open. 

“ It’ll blow hard afore morning, Margot. yell let ms know if ye 
need anything.” 

And blow hard it did. Seldom was there a wilder night along 
the coast. The wind came in strongly, piling a terrible sea before 
it, breaking and thundering across the shoals. Squalls of rain and 
hail rattled over the roofs nnd against the windows, and the very 
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that carried the whipings of salt spray 
bed under the low rafters Red Mc- 

Margot before many days should pass of his 
p with the breaking of the storm and suddenly 
d from his window the light in Margot Care’s 
still watched with her children. 

blew so that the fishermen worked ceaselessly 
for eating, in securing their fish and boats 

of the storm. On the third morning the sun 
d the wind dying out, the top fell off the sea 

D found anxious men putting out insearchof 
at of the Red Hill, the women watched 
g boats. Skipper Rudd was the last and 
ed sail swung giddily as he headed off 

de they were spread along the out-side ground, 
t in search of trawls and nets, and a long day 

ain and a fog bank hanging in the east 
air of wind, a slow swell began to heave in, and 
of the fleet turned homeward An out-setting 
hop in the channel entrance and already it was 
in the Herring Gully. Dark found Red and 

ir way carefully in the now thickening mist, 
unning sea in the channel. Shipping some 
were running logey, so that another bad one- 
it was with great relief that Red felt the little 

quieter waters of the harbor. Lanterns 
urk on the beach, and anxious men and 

them when they landed. 

? Was he not in? No. Then he must 
og, and the heart of Red sank, for he did 

hat tke night might bring. Watching men 
beat up  and down the wild stretch of shore, 

ah-were kindled on the Hill. 

of the breakers the clang of the belt-buoy 
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souhded afar off through the dense gloom, and not a breath o 
wind stirred in the stillness of the sky. 

\ 

* . . . . e . .  

The gray mist walled in thicker and thicker, and skipper 
Rudd intent on the mending of a broken backline which he had 
been lucky enough to catch, iaiied to notice the slow-rising sea and 
the quick shutting in of the fog. 

tired back he saw that the sea was capping up somewhat, and tk  

the plunging of his little craft was shorter and dizzier. 1 his w 
menacing, and at once he hoisted his mainsail, and stopped a 
moment to locate his situation before casting off. 

The land was completely lost ro view, and there was n 
mark to be seen. 
setting westward, so by keeping the sea which was surely 
landwards, well after him, and steering a little east of south, he 
should make a good run for the Hole in the Sand. 

H e  cast off the backlint now tight as a fiddle string an 
zipping down with a twang into the green depths of water. 
stared +head and swung his stern into the run of the sea. 
was not a breath of wind. The big spread of sail hung loose 
noisily slatting from side to side with the yawing of the creaki 
boom. 
ping, constantly from every bit of rigging, and clinging with 
dank chill to Rudd’s jacket. No sound in all this stillness but . t  

slosh of the boat as it lurched from sea to sea and the straining 
the timbers as she fell into the trough of it. Far ahead Ru 
thought he could hear the deadened boom of breakers, and 
prayed for wind. The sound of a hail through the fog would have 
cheered him, even the crying of a gull, but no -voice reached him, 
no companion boat loomed up in thq shadows to hail, and he 
knew now that he must be the last of the fleet. 

a thrill of joy, the big mainsaiI fill with the heft of it. 

Standing erect to swaighten 

Yet he knew his course, and that the tide 

”- 
I he heavy mist pearled into a cold dew, dripping, drip 

A faint cat’s-paw of wind rustled behind him, and he saw wit 

Here was wind and he hoped for more of it, that it would 
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og from the water and give a man B fighting 
thing to John Rudd, but fog 

d been slipping and slipping harborwards 
ome chilled in their wet woolen mittens, 
g them, turn about against the washboard. 
rather than saw, that the sea had grown 

, and that there must be shoaler water ahead, 
In the now 

y of gloom for a bit of land 
up and broke dangerously 

frothing and yeasting of water all around 
fly he thought. and knew that it must be 

, putting them securely is 
for immediate use, for the 

and almost as quickly as the thought, the 
sudden fall of a sea, spilling the last 

oose and slatting to the spar. 
led and with it much of Rudd’s hope. Quickly 

pe to the after thwart and tied it firmly to his 
varked fevcrishly, the welcome clang off the bell- 

east, ’’ thought Rudd, and listened again, and 

roii was surely flattening out. 

nseness of the night that seemed to 
The bell \sounded nearer and 

ght breath on his cheek, a mere promise of 

helove of God wind,” prayed Rudd, but 

presoion. 
so,. and still the reefs between. 
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it was no more to the sail than the kiss of it to his cheek. 
And Rudd feared at Jast, feared with the seldom fear in his 

life, and countless pictures flashed on the screen of his mind. He 
knew that not so far now, eager and anxious men and women too, 
watched for him but could give him no aid, and a great love 
welled up  in his heart at the thought of the kind folk who had 
taken him into their life. Thought too, of Margot Care waiting in 
her little cottage under the hill, and the children he had grown to 
love. 

There was a mad growl of a boiling sea behind, and Rudd 
watching over his shoulder saw it break not far astern. This was 
followed by another, and another, in quick succession, and the 
arms of the lone man ached as he steadied the boat. Hecould 
hear the clanging of the bell now distinctly, and knew that he had 
just missed the reef by a hair, for he could see the churn of yellow 
breakers as he passed. He rowed fiercely, watching and steering 
atthe same time. Water sheeted over him and slapped him 
wickedly in the face. His eyes burned with the salt spray that at 
times he could scarcely see. He felt the lift and the pound of the 
boat in the short chop with anxiety. Black night and not a gleam 
of light. 

He heard the ringing of the bell almost in his ear, and a sway- 
ing form of trestle loomed alongside for a minute and was as 

quickly swallowed up in gloom. Suddenly Rudd felt a warning 
lift, and as sson a mighty mass of white crested water towered up 
behind him. 

“ L ~ v e  of God ! ”  said Rudd, and it caught the little 
craft fairly astern, Rudd swung his entire weight against the tiller, 
but therd was no response, and the boat swung, catapulted for a 
second, broached, and the long boom swinging wildly caught 
Skipper Rudd heavily on tbe head. A mountain of green seething 
water smashed over the broad shou!ders of the man and into the 
little cgaft, and she slowly settled on her side, rising and falling 
with the sea washing ever shoreward, and the limp body of John 
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ng to the tiller by the rope whieh had so securely 

eod untiringly watching through the long hou'rs 
t last he saw somebhing blacker than the shadow of 
in the quiet waters of the harbor. With a secret fear 

apart to Old Sim, and they shoved off a dory 
nnetwards, and the lantern blanketed, the 
cted to where a shapeless mass of wreckage 

dpwn with the afterswell of the harbor sea. 

dd, "said Red ashe grappled onto the upset boat. 
, turning about and under the sail with his wff. 

something soft that sent a chill through his 
avily on the dead weight, he saw the white 

urn in the lantern light, and the hands of old 
the oars. There were no words on either of 

e was in their hearts more than words could say, 
And the few, 

ew too well what the wreck- 

ey workod until the cold water-sodden body was 
ng the heavylifdew form up the sarids they 
t on the stand in front of his shack. Stars had 
the jog and in the east there was the faint tinge of 

he cumbersome wreckage ashore. 
ted until this late hour 

 overed him with a tarpaulin, and lumbered on up 
e of hot tea to revive them before they prepared 

the 
the - -  

od was the last to leave the 1 
as he walked. 

ely form and his 
There was a tight still burning in 

ottage for little Jen had been sick, and Red turned 
r her the bad news. Perhaps Rudd had loved 

er said, and Red felt in his heart that it would not 
ul to the memory of his dead friend 
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gently on the door and Margot opened it with a peculiar look 
her face. 

“We found Rudd,” he began “tied to the tiller of 
boat. Must a been-” 

Red did not get on with the explanation, the ligkt frb 
the big lamp had dazzled him somewhat at first, b 
a3 he talked his eyes quickly adjusted themselves to the glare fro 
the inside of the cottage. And then it wa3 that Red stopped spea 
ing. Sitting in the o!d familiar armchair in the chimney corn 
a man, bearded and swarthy, calmly smoking, and looking at 

“ God a Heaven! ” said Red “Is that you John Care, or 

And the man in the chiqney corner rising to his tall heig 
said, “ Ay it’s me John Care, Red, five years dead in the wilds 
South America and come to life. ” 

“Ay, it’s him like enough, ” said Margot ,” and it’s right gl 
that me heart is to see him.” 

“ john Care !” said Red again “ God a Heaven! ” and stunbl 
out into the night, out and on over the sands to where Oid S 
Mole sat in their lone c,ottage brewing strong tea. 

ghost. ” 

. . . . . . . 
And far dawn the drear beach the glazed eyes of Skip 

Rudd were turned to the stars, and the first gulls crying in 
morning and the wash of the sea did not sound in his ears, 

A soft wind land-perfumed, rustled out of the rose-tint 
dawn over the hills, belated wind which he had prayed to G 
for so earnestly, and stirred the wet hair on his brow, and care 
ins his pa153 face, but he felt it not for his great heart was still 
forever. 

F. J. MacDonald. 


