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OE Murray and  Wilbur ﬂoiﬁ—ﬁlﬁhcd

away from the landing and hoisted their sail
sail to the warm morning breeze.

*  They exchanged laughing good-bys and

_ good wishes with alittle group of friends on

¢ the landing, and shouted back a promise to

return for the Fourth and share in the big celebra-

tlon.

Their trim little boat was soon sailing briskly
over the bright waters of the lake, one of Amer-
ica’'s great inland seas, and headed straight for
Oak Island. :

“Joe, this is simply immense,” cried Will, after
they had settled themselves comfortably. “We've
actually started on our camping trip, after talking
of it all winter at achool.” :

“Mighty glad your folks let you come, Will ¥l
show you one of the prettiest camping spots you
ever saw, and we'll have a bully time these two
woeeks." .

Will had much to tell of scemes in his home
state, farther west, especially of Indian life, of
wigwams, birch canoes, buckskin clothing and moe-
casins, and much else that appealed to Joe's imagi-
nation. ‘

They proposed to live like Indians during these
two weeks; but any real Indian would have been
astonished to find his wigwam filled with the stock
of choice provisions and modern camp conveniences
which' Joe had provided for this trip.

Shifting winds delayed them, and it was mid-
afterpoon wlhen they finally ran the boat on the
little sand beach.

“Here we are,” cried Joe. “Haul up the boat
and let's get out what stuff we need for the night;
it's so late the rest will have to wait till morning.”

They were soon lugging their first load up the
hilk. When they broke through a thicket into an
opet ~or = set with grand trees, Will looked around
at (e Lenutifel natural lawn, the little spring Of
cledr water, the distant views toward the main-
land and out upon the great lzke, and exclaimed,

| “Well, this is the finest camping place I ever saw.”

His enthusiasm led him to say much more that was
wary gratifying to Joe, :who was delighted to find
that his chosen camping site was appreciated.

By the time they had brought a second load from
the boat; had pitched the roomy walled tent, pre-
pared thelr bunks and cooked supper, they were
hungry and tired. That first camp supper did taste
good. They lingered long over it ant then, lieavh:.n
the dish-washing till morning, stretched out in their
bunles,

Through the open tent flaps they watched the
moon. She had been beaming on then from a cl.ur
heaven; now she peeked throu b« Tecked sky which
conveyed no warning to the Larpy campers. They
were not weather prophets.

For a time they talked. The pauses became
Iosiger and pumerous; the crackle and flare of the
camp fire grew softer and softer; the call of the
whip-poor-will and hum of insect voices grew in-
distinct, and then,—two healthy, growing bo?s
breathed deeply and slowly the sweet night air,

There is no sleep like that of the camp!
E'\:(h‘ntn was tiI):ar.!" criedd Joe and Will the same

Instavt, both sitting bolt upright in the black dark<
ness. - Their breath was held as they tnnm!. their
heads to listen. Moments passed in utter stillness,
one, two,—then a dazaling blaze, a roaring thunder-
erash, and a staggering rush of wind. '

“Quick, Joe, light the lantern. Je.rk th: goods
into the tent. Itll pour guns in & minutel

“Pind that ax, Will, hustle! Drive the tentistakes
hmwnhﬂumwduph.ﬁchnﬁ.
Th : w. She's pulling looge. 'Here, quick,
m:"tb{:%c.’o;nﬂ ker down. Don't let the wind
get under, we never could hold her, Drive this stake
bere, drive it, 1 say—There, now that next rope, I
ean fasten it. Drive the other stakes. All down, are
Mt,nm-mm-m;wmml
ean't hold it; pull her over, pull, Howard, pull—
there, I've got her fast. Whew!”

“The tent was shaking in the blasts of wind and

rrents of rain; incessant lightnings and thunders

e ain The scant clothing on the boys was
mw;-#m dry clothes and sought
the shelter and comfort of their bunks; but got no
more sleep for an hour, when the storm had blown

. and alt calm and silent, save for
e Airving: o tnsecte, and the drp, drp, drp of

-

campers went along the upper shore in the vain
hope of finding the boat, but it was gone, com-
pletely gone, and with it their main supply of pro-
visions, some clothing and many parts of their camp
equipment. They were leit with their tent, sufficient
clothing for warm weather, their guns, a little am-
munition and a very few articles of food, enough
only for two or three days.

The day was not a cheerful one for them hut
the gravity of their situation was not fully realized
till later. At first they felt that somehow they
would get safely off the island bur soon it dawned
on them that visitors there were very rare indeed
and few boats passed within hailing distance.

On the first afternoon they did sec a small fsh-
ing-boat- sail by beyond ear-shot, and made earn-
est efforts to beckon the occupants' to the island;
but the three fishermen merecly waved their hands
in reply and passed on.

On the second day the boys wandered aimlessly
about and watched for passing boats but none ap-
peared. On the third day they talked long and
solemnly. Their food would not last over two days
even with the scant allowance agreed upon for each
meal; they must use evén less, very much less. They
had cofiee enotugh for a month and matches in
plenty. The only oil was in the lantern and that must
be saved for making night signals if a boat passed
close by.

They must hunt for game, though there prob-
ably was none on the island; and they must try
to catch fish, though all the fishing-tackle was lost
with the boat.

On the fourth day they were hungry and irritable,
but Will shot a mud:hen swimming near the shore,
and no mallard duck or Thanksgiving turkey ever
tasted so good.

. On the fifth day an excursion boat steamed by,
just close enough for the boys to hear the music
of the band. They frantically heckoned and shouted
and waved a sheet fastened on a pole. They saw
a hundred handleerchiefs flutter a laughing response
as the stecamer moved swiftly on thinking that some
joll{‘ campers were “saluting” her.

heir condition on the sixth day was pitiable.

They had lost heart, and felt faint rom hunger,

and could think of no possible source of relief. A

few idays more and their danger would be extreme,
2§ it even now was very real. As they ate their
tantalizing little supper and drank each an extra cup
of black coffes to keep up their nerve, they could
scarcely keep from blub! outright as the weight
of homesickness and sense of danger pressed on

them anew.
They. felt| especial d.bca'_:ztd because of the
mplge fnﬂllnn that of attempts to h

fish with bent pins for There were no
near encugh to the ghore, or they might have had

bqﬁ:l't“:i’ht their sleep was very Imlhx.t d]u

h thi gﬁpcnulx. -
bﬁya&'g‘mm“ﬁnd out :" ake up, Will, wake

¥
I've got I believe I've got it, sure.”
P uGot whatt® cried Will, “Got some

grub
T is Fourth;
“Nm;r ogdid* o-morrow Is the Fo

“What do ¥ ?;nnn.JoeP Are you out of your
head?” asked

ill in alarm,

Joe assured him he was not out of his head, and
soon explained his scheme. It meant a lot of hard
and it might fail; but it must be tried.
ngiy - their guns at once to hunt in the early
“Thelr raised their spirits and them

and "'I - ‘gra&m -mln:eun:;

“birds. _.:T';?...

be unable to carry out their plan. They gazed con-
stantly in the direction of home, watching, watching
during what seemed an interminable time. An hour
after dark Joe rose up shoiting: “There she goes:
there's the boys. See that light?” and miles across
the water there flared ever larger and brighter the
great annual Fourth of July bonfire in which all the
boys and young men of the town took such delight.

The bonfire was roaring gloriously on the hilltop
behind the town. At lcast fifty young patriots sur-
rounded it and added to the glory of the fire by a
constant discharge of fire-crackers and rockets.

“Henry where's Joe?" called a lusty voice. “Yes,
where's Joe? Where's Joe?" repeated a dozen voices.

“Give it up,” said Henry, “He said he'd sail back
and spend the day with us, sure. He went camping
m[1 h(_)ari'( Island, yon know, with that school-chum
of his.

Everybody knew this and 4!l eyes turned instinc-
tively toward that far-off bit of land.

“Heigh-ho; what's that? See there; Joe's answer-
ing,” cried a moisy chorus,

And sure enough, 'way out across the water an
answering flame was seen, then another, another,
and yet others, The watchers were all agog. Why
so many bonfires? Joe was lavish in his celebration.

Bat the fires grew and spread and seemed to run
together in Iung thin lines,

“Why, there's a letter E” shouted a voice.

“And there's another letter, and another and an-
other,—it apells H-E-L-P,” yelled the excited crowd;
and then for & moment in astonished silence they
gazed across the water at that tragic bonfire, that
message written in flaming letters, each many feet
in length, which the starving campers had worked so
hard to prepare.

“Joe's in trouble” called a leader, “Come on
fellows, let's give him a signal” A town caretaker
was stangding near, holding the great flag he had re-
moved from the hilltop flag-staff. Taking the flag,
two of the tallest fellows held it up so as to hide the
fire from the view of the boys on the island. It was
then dropped and ‘the signal repeated several times,
A rush for the fown had already begun; Mr. Murray
was notified, a small steam-launch was pressed into
service, and Joe's anxious father and a number of
friends were sgon speeding toward the island, won-
dering what the trouble might be.

It was midpight when the launch returned,
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Anxious friends had long been waiting at the
landing, and had provided a carriage and even a
stretclier, thinking that uﬂe of the boys might be
seriously’ injuted.” They felt greatly relieved when
thr{ heard, 'All safe; nobody’s hurt; we've got them
Ila‘ot ;" called chcerfully across the water by Mr

urray,

“Hold on, hold on,” Joe exclaimed, two minutes
after 1 . “I'can’t answer so many questions
at once. The storm on that first night carried off
our boat with nearly all our provisions and other
mde}:‘ill an bOI.I'?. tell me first, bon; could
you read my print at that distance?"

“Yes, !wu ph%‘];‘d ] ‘:t‘ was ldo grca?u ia;:; of

3 ow ou it ere
get the sto all lhdu, fires?"
new that steep, r hillside on the island
ween from our hilktop, here at home,” re-
. ‘fellows would be ur there
Y
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BY DORIS WEBB

This is the short, sweet, sorrowful tale
Of Jessica Jenkins Jones;

She planted a packet of seeds with pride

While her dog looked on with his head on the side
And thought, “She's burying bones."

-

When Jessica left, he dug like mad

In search of the luscious bones,
So Jessica’s garden it does n't grow,

And Jessica's dog is cross, and so

Is Jussica Jenkins Jones.
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In sun-kissed islands, leagues and leagues away,  This matchless table does a basket hold

b

There lies a garden bright with flowers gay,  Fashioned of rubies set in ruddy gold :
And in the garden grows & stately tree; And fastened with a dismond-studded key; N\
Beneath the tree’s green branches widely spread  And i you tuga the ke, andl open wide
And bearing flowers, white, piuk aod red, The golden easket, you will find ins o
An arbor stands built of earved ivury; AWMH,MM '

| you H A\ Sl
And in the arbor there ‘s table, made 5 oo VEAL SRR £

"0 tragrant sandalwood and all it



