OORED to the rotting pier a fisherman's . I m}mu.]:’n goin’ Q to the store for a minnit. That
dory, old and worn, swung on the smooth  seegar o' yours makes me hanker for a amoke No

surges that tan under the dilapidated’ /thankeesd I ihuldn't"!hmk o' robbin’ ye” And with

striseture.  The sun was setting. Seaward t the speaker turned and walked slowly up the pier,

a wall of mistiness caught the waning h bronzed face :ndncauve of extreme disgust,

light, and to the experieniced eye of the ' yThe litlé building tﬂurd which he directed his steps

single individual lounging on the string- stemed to hang on the end of the stéep street, and an

piece it spoke loudly of coming fog. ald ‘sign across its frant gave notice that one Thomas
The man was yo rotighly dressed in Pemberton dealt in gemeral merchandise. The fisher-

oilskins, old rubbgr boots; and a “sew’- man enfered™the gloomy and odoriferous- interior,

easter,” and bore the unmistakable stamp lbunged up to, the knife-scored counter, and greeted. the

of a fisherman, Almost a giant in figure, Pl‘olll'ltlvf\ :

his clean-shaven face was singularly gentte ' “Hello, Tom!™™ '

i its expresgion, though about it wis “"“Hello, Roger ! What can-1-do fcf you?"

Bomething of an air of sorrow or depression asihig va- * “Just want o buy @ scegar an’ borrow .a lantern.

t gazp was fixed on the, cold distance. Preunﬂv Going to take a landshark across the bay, an' I reckon

ind. him the loose- pla!lks —mtthd under-a” hewy he's afraid o' the dark.

‘ *“Don't say! Who |8 he?"

¥ there, you! wmm.m take fie ovel to Sfs - iVidr uinied “Seloyer; says he's Iiwyer Y miser

Wirict for " Lamson. Says he comg up| I:o,,sell the Luehla. “\What do

W The sitting-man gave a slot and’ sidelong glance at ?"’ think glfthd#? Nice news, hey?” |

Il'ld returned his -atteftion: ito sthe distance beiore he a E'fh r:ng” {':'*
ve voice to the spiritless reply, = ¥ " i NP AL,

;i“'Buut a dollar, I guess—when I go.” J Jhhe Pl'orl';:- tor opened wide his ey~ “Him a lawyer
2 All right,” said the other, vigorously and in a tone of to Lamson* he exclaiined, 1 mixtdirfe of astonishment

flici. “And when \\'1!1 thpt b 2 and derision in his_voice as he looked questioningly at

i i S R S
i L .

i "B:tl.oa;a:‘?l will be black: davk Tn'an hour i 1the store: + At the uns hint the man called Roger

S ewell, What of it?" followed with something like worider on his calm coun-

“Oh, nothing! Only 1 ought to be in Sisqitinet right ~ 'CTance When, some. ten mm:tu later, the two re-
b8 w0k on thie hranclt roud. b ristake, ‘dnd . these turned to the front the fisherman's face was flushed and
m 't be another train out to-night,” he was whistling softly. Abstractedly swinging thc bor-
The stranger kicked aside a pair of old cars and, rowed lantern, he walked slowly fronf the oy Wke:one
ting himself on the stringpiece, took a cigar-case from Jn deep, thought. The proprictor’ followed Bim {0 the
pocket. It was well filled, but without tendering it 9°°F ‘“"R“"““" over ”"h"“
the fisherman, he selected a cigar and proceeded 1o s Say. oger, looks *’ ty like a fog a-comin’, don't
ht up. “Say,” he continued, rolling the Havana in , ' £
his thick lips, and dressing his slightly grayed mus- The other looked up ,"'d- answered, ab“mfh',, Sure,”
tache with o pudgy hand on which glistened a diamond— 1 wag you" comimued M, Pemlbermn. T8 taw
“Sav, do you happen to know a chap mamed Maxwell i astern for a spell, or, better yet, I'd set-the sucker
qrcr to Slsqumct’ His father's just dead.” on Hogaback rocks an let lhc,ude fix him fes f.anr
"Sute,” was the ‘terse reply. Sech people hain't no right to live in fhis world, Well,

“Kaow him well?” my duty to Kitty. Gocd nighy"
Conce 4 wias a sticker. Deteiit kind o' ‘C“c.’.'. toa As the ﬁ‘ihﬂmaﬂ wa d tﬂ“ﬂl’d th little. . w
e voice dtawled as if words were an efiart. :"" his ":;‘gme :mlh e ] ave place lflmnf uft
™Yes? Wdll, he's the mab I wam to sec. You can’ o 0cs around the mout l? < ean jaw worked ner-
slow me where he fives?™ musly Presently he halted, lost in'deep thought, but

'The other turned and looked squarely at his ques- f"'_‘"’ b'rou ght his great hand Gown on hi,' -oilskinned
tihuer. “Lives close 10 me, Mg ~Mr.~" y thigh with a monndds slap and went his way with
{*Mr. Selover." accelerated steps, oungl- the siranger jsmoking in

nCL A — :
ey ? Well, is Maxwell a hard man to deal with? 1% ' he Sisapinet

""Yua; Mr, Selover. They.call. me-Roger,~: 1 live.ta !he ﬂu:ihtlg‘ dusk, iﬂd lh& bﬂdﬂ of clams had ar-

I atit-like'a star.
Y, you lmow, or is he casy-going, like his father I-'Iﬂ{ oy

see” under the weakening wind/ -To lawyer it appearéd

“Lord!" exclaimed the fishéeman, with bis first Show 28 if they were Aoating out'into space, for gmost im-
of either animation of Intetest Iard® T shoild say ~ediately after the start the threatening tnist bad: crept
not! FEasy as an old gum boot! Between me an' you ® from the sea, which, with the failing light, cut off
Ne's plumb Simple at ties. I'm an old friend o bis, V<" the foom of the land ahead. For a time neither of

"o If you'll éxcuse me, what be ye goin' over to see him Wha/boat’y occupant's spoke, but at leagth Roger gave

about? He don't have many o' your figger callin’ at his “'MM"' Y

ghack." « , won't Lamson give Max np show at all?" he
The stranger hesitated a moment. "Wdt. L don’t M as heleaned toward his passenger.

_mind telling you aghis friend,” he finally'said. “Teisa = “T believe we'have gone thoroughly over the ground,”

disagreeable piece of busineds for both of us, F—F-am was. the terse reply.

Mr. Jacob Lamson's Tawyert Perhaps you've heard .of “Well, ﬂn," was the garnest return, “Lamson is just

him. He used to Nve, i Sisquinet, years ago, and—" goin’ to ruin Max. 1t} take the brud ot o’ his mouth
“Lamson ! initerru the other. “Him what holds r now, an’ him “lately ‘marfied to

one share rannn, ali in llmnll's scheoner? The in Simiau ¥, that intefestin

fisherman seemed fi he's 'nl.JrL the! world. He never

“Precisely, ‘still owns the controlling in-... a thing happenin’. He never had no
tetest in 14 in Sisguinet.” with Lamson, if his dad did. An'she's put a
“Thac's ri Have T heard of him? 1 should smile! bﬁ u’ work on that craft. Thll here traverse will
M’ﬂvﬁfﬁ“m" Well, J want to say right . him flatter’'n o white squall, an’ nigh kill his wife.

here th \ your client’s & shumk—4 Jow-down doghsh. 1 think & pile o Max. Won't Lamson sell o him’

1o make regairs? lh:iph‘thhm htyou can bet hell rahe it.

an' 5o therely | : 'Ior-roueheldan
jeat goin® to whody. He . : listener W a8 un-

© mor soll—an' be- cire, he's rich, Max's  responsive. He vnul [T :mum gesture with his
_ub,ﬂrhﬁtﬂhﬂm all! Yes, sir; your fat band. “No, I told you. Mr. Lamson is a good
ﬂ-nwm!!nhﬂmhdnmin i hater; be don't forget what the people of Sisqllinet, and
%whmmwaMmfor especially Maxwell and his father, have said about him,

.m the stranger, Aw o the use of talking? Lecan't do anything.”
;ﬁlumh al hml,nmol seitled back: “Yaas, T sec. Ye need-

e T e

hdmumw "Rol‘.'h . mOTe'n OBg !
d, “To Max? . 5  With this enigmatic M'tlnbuﬁupfdw
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man's face, now harely discernible, bore ¢ troubled look
which he made no effort to conceal
knocked , the ashes from his long-extinguished pipe,
shifted himaelf in his seat, tried to pierce the gloom on
all sides, listened intently, and otherwise showed anxious
watchiuless. At length he broke the protracted silence,

“T declar’ for it! 1 wish I hed brought a compass!
Damn a fog, dnyhow!”

“Don't you know where we are?” asked the other,
mightily disturbed by the tone of his guide,

“Listen ("™ uﬁ?' the irrelevant exclamation,

“Breakers, by the Lord! Sure as thunder wie tide is
scttin' us on the Hogsback!"

As the man ceased speaking, through the silence there
came the mufiled boom of a distant surf.
caught the sound and perspiration started from his fore-
“The Hogsback!” he feebly exclaimed, turning
‘asweak as the water about him, while the fog-beads
. +hanigihg thickly on his heavy brows and mustache 'did

e well-dresged stranger, spat pensively into the:Wates, ‘You don't tell me! : ~Feller with a gray mustache an' . not soften’ his expression of sudden Icar..

;h&h;an 1 £ he the mel-

e, dory, was runging
wak? [ knew his father, hut I, don’t know lrim, yols "u'“" over the long waves, it litdle sail hardly bulging -

“What do ye know about Hogaback rocks?"' demand-
ed the fisherman.

“Nothing but what Mr. Lamson has told me.
“see how you got qut so far”

“Me came tbe unexpectedly. fopreible retum.
didn’t make the tide run an’ the wind stop blowin' nor

I didn’t make no fog. What's mére; T never asked ye 10
come aboard. Cab't a man get lost>

“I=] beg your pardon. What ean we do?"

“Ry thunder! I don't know  what to do; ain't any-
thing fo do, as I sce. 11 1 had'oars I'd try to row, but
like a dum fool I forgot ‘em. !t noticed ‘em lyin' on
the pier, didn't ye!"

The lawyer nodded despai
what appeared to be 4 pcrnln:
latter spoke again; [
rocks! I .can hear them ht*n plainer~can't ye?
The tide is settin''ug on strong, bt we may fetch past
'em. By th Lord} T hope so!*
d-lnl""w lhe lawyer, his
w by s

: the other fell into

[cl!ln noarer thcm

£¢
e

# means (o go on the
rejoinder. “I'm

#!:]!_nu A dawmn bit

i
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ye it this muss;

ou_?ga I ha' known? Be
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"2yt ﬁswlor-dhhfutummwnhmﬂ The “shut-
v © 7 Vin™ feeling caused by the hlanket of moisture, demoraliz-
¥ -~ . ing to any nerves, made his & wreck; and it was all he
e i could do to keep from exposing his cbject terror as he

" sat on the thwart, loose-mouthed and clutching the gun-
wale of the hoat.

By this time the dory had hardly way enough to keep
across:the. trough of the enlurging swells, but to the
land#rman, listening to the growing thunder of the
breakers, it Seemed as if the frail craft was flying to its
destruction, Presently a wave broke:in phosphorescent
foam close to the boat, and l.hq;punt outlines of a great,
swaying spar-buoy slid Iu- -h. was a startling sight.
As the fisherman caught a ge of the mighty stick
he gave a shout and sprang @0 big feet! “Stand by!" he
yelled, dropping hinm the tiller and catching up

. ghe borrowed: lantez’ "By b-veu. n.s comin’!  Ye ,

set. still, - 1'll do theihest' T can for ye."

It was a strenuous moment to both parties, Tor the
boat, reliever of all ‘direction from the tillér; at once
fell linto the hollow of the rollers, and a toppling <ea
canght _her and bore her’ udg_wisc toward - the' shore.
Soon each \mwe becn;e capped menace, and
for) a time "the dory: L
seemed lifted up by an. iy Force and hurléd for-
ward, “Starn all™ shouted the sailor, as the boat came
down . and steuck hard bottom with/a shock. The next
second it slid upward a few {eq and then fairly rolled
oVer, .

But before the last hnppencd the burly fisherman had
leaped  from the dory, and, grasping his terrified and
half-paralyzed. passenget by ‘the collar, dragged him
unceremoniously thro! ll:.e: receding breaker, and
landed® him above the of the. waves, himself wet
only to the hips.

“Fortnit we struck a pocket o' 5and"' he saill, lnnkmz
at the I;cdraggicd man who was colghing up'the brine
4ie had taken in. “There's rock to both sides of us, but
the minnit I seed the spar I sensed where we was, Nice
kettle ¢ fish, ain't it?"

“Thank God we are out o!' rl"' gasped Sclover, re-
gaining his powers of speech, “This will be an eternal

" Dragged Mn unoeremonionsty 'ﬂimngh the receding bmh'r

Tessan to me! T was a fool to, trust myself to a boat!”

“T don't quite see what ye got to thank God about,”
said the other. “We happen to be safe fog a minnit or
#0, but ye evidently dom't kmow that the Hogsback is
three foot under water at high tide. No livin' soul
could keep a hold on’the vocks in the run o' the sea.
An' the dory's a wreck."

The lawyer’s jaw dropped as he sat staring at the
speaker. For a moment he was overcome—too aver-
come to move. And if he hoped for something to miti-
gate the force of the blow of this piece of information
he was disappointed ; thete was no comfort forthcom-
ing ; instead, the fisherman sat down, emptied the water
from his boots, and then divested limself of his heavy
ollskin,. The two men remained silent for a space
while the froth of the breakers shot wp closer and
closer, At length Selover, shivering from cold and
fright. got to his feet and his agony of mind was plain
in the tone of his voice.

“What are you gain; to dof™ he faliered.

“What am [ .mn to dol” was the calm return,
“What do ye s'pose " a |

“Good man! You are not going 10 leave me
here on the reef to die slosel' was the sudden and
lmdﬂl exclamation,

“Does pee hard,” was the unfeeling ‘rre'li; "hut |
dan't see how it would better ye

‘Sides, IMlmic.u-euy?.itl h'lluekﬂml.."

“ Al God! How long before the tide covers
mcm&thnmmfnrﬁdﬂhinh;

'Nmulwﬂh&d:umwmw
h"‘t’ mz You conld mnﬂ

wo ol g
. Ima;h;l&m

¢ done here. Dt:ﬂ't e ubau
my roath-="

s srunkeenly s " finally ‘it ©

* answer. ruemly the muclu a smp of.

nisn. tnm-unme. vohl!n
harsl. “See )

"*Say, ‘d better shut about
mmﬁea’? r, snapping h“fs Strong "Ye

care 4 cuss when 1 showed ye what a hole ye would put

Max in; an’ now ye cries for him to save y¢. Say, T
wouldn't take yer word for anything—ii you'll excuse
‘me for sayin’ so."

; “Why not? 1 wi

+“Why not!” eame the exlilomre interruption. “Bes
cause you're @ coward an’ a liar, that's why not, Sou
as. ye got ashore ye'd go buck on it all. Now I'll

€ g jest one condllmt\ an’ t'i,l is ye put yer mf«::
1eatt in black an’ white tight now. 17 I dos't
I\amm to Max he won't come—an' y& couldn’t blame
m.

“I'd do it gladly; and l'd give you 2 chéck this me-
ment,” was the cager réturn; “but you khow it can't he

ni at such a time. Il take

“Damn ver oath!" was the vocifdrous return. “You
write it. 1 got g pencil—a pencil is in law——an' I
can fish out some paper, too, an’ there's the glim.”

The fisherman drew a box of watersproof maiches

. from his pocket and lighted the uninjure lantern, after

which he produced the stump of a pehcil and an old
letter. Tearing off the blank page, he hiinded it to tli!

! law e,

‘e got to be sudden,” he continued, hir

miake a plain bill o' sale o' the schooner f.nlg to
Thontas R Maxwell, puttin' in the proper l:l.‘“_"mwl,
an’ don’t ye forgit to sign yer gwn narhe fo if, Mr.
Jacob Lamson, or I'll let, ye lieihere ah” ¥l beiore
Il ifca finger for ve.”

The. lnwycr blinked. “Huh# he ejaculntcd..

‘Oh, I'm on to c. sir; ve an' yer playin’ off lawyer.
Ye be a foxy villain, Tt was Tom Pemberton what
put me wige, but if ye hadn't tieen so cantankerous
mean about yer seegars I'd never gone iip to the sfare
for ome an' knowed about ye. ‘An’ by gosh! [ elean
forgot the sioker, after all. Git a‘move on. It might
he pleasant news to Max to Hear ye are dut Jon Hon-
back in a risin' tide. Hutry up; tifie's goin’.

There was np geniality in' the voice of the Wig ﬂlﬁ
If he was not honestly vgly he was honestly indignanty
and Mr. Lamson, alias Selover, ieehmi| himself com=
pletely trapped, bent his head ,under the lash of the
other's words and wrote in silence. He made out a
rough but legal Aocument, the fisheritian holding (he
lantern over him and eyeing the ¢ringing figure
an expression of extteme disgust while the for bslined
thick abont them. Just as the writer finished l"“l
his name a rolt of spume wishéd to Tis feety”

“Be quick! For God's sake be quick!” he spid, theist-
ing the paper into the hand of his hoped-ioF, W

But the other #€emed 10 be in no haste. “That'll
make Max' 5 Intlt gal the happiest woman in the hull
n' Sisquinet.” he said, folding it carcfully and putting
it ‘in ‘s’ pocket, “That is seftled! Come along; we'd
hetter get to the shore kide. 1y some chifled. Ain't
ve?" The voice was how as smooth a5 oll,

Mr, Lamson was chilled, body and soul; but he had
other things to think of; his précibus life was ot
out of danger. “How long before Maxwell ot
1o me?" he asked, humbly.

“"Twon't be two hours; riot dong- mmgh u rown
ye. T reckon. ¥ ou follow an’ don't tumble.” |

They mﬁover the rocks, the . lantern-bearer going
casily and rapidl {1 the other scrambling along in his
desire tcmnt in sight of the illuminated haze made
by the I t was a {errible journey to the city man
Hogsback Reel he knew to be a' quartes of a mile in
Iength, with ‘about the same distance of oam
fat v oo i';hltl:. the mam'l;:}d éhl:e Te “sei
RONE T L3 L space or protes
much further?®' he finally g:upod

“Only a piece more, 1 gudss,” came back:

and almost immediately tile fog above tml 117
golden. The guide whirled his lantern aloft W)
around on lis panting follower,

“Well, by my great-grandmother’s aunt’s bluk ol
he cxclmmed “If that ain't Sisquinet Lightyan’
ain't Sisquinet beach! I must ha' mistosl S
Pint for the Hogsback!” He halted, facing
lm man, his benevolent counttenance’ be

Betwcen tremendous relief and acute astomishment
Mr. Lamson was momentarily bmn;hr to & meatal
and physical ‘standstill; but as he caught a full view
of s guide's sthiling ‘face a light rivalling that from
the towering beacon above him broke on his brain,
[For a moment he gazed at his companion, his face
mthermg anger,

"You infernal scoundrel " he broke out. “You knew
it all the time ™

The hsherman threw back his head and laughed out=
right. “Course I did.”-Was ye thick enough to think
I'd sailed rhese waters for twenty year to get lost in
Sisquinet Bay ‘cause it fogged? 1 never said we was

dn the Hogsback. Ye jumped at it”

“You lie! You said the rocks were covered at high
“lﬂfr-

"On Hogsback, So they be.”

“And that )‘le‘l have to swim ashore,”

“Not_once I didn't. 1 said I could swim ashore
l ome.now. [

"You intended ' to deceive me all along. You"

“An" who was ye tryin' to déceive? Ye was afraid to
come into town under yer right name. It's been dog
eat d?g hmnt it? What be ye kickin® about? Ain't
ye sife

“You rura.H You abtained that r under th
tence' that it was Maxwell on wlmp:p; would h:nw=
dttwud He can't ake it hold™

“Gan't, hey! See here: I happen to be him—Thomas
Roger Maxwell, an at yer service, Mr. Selover. Guess
it was Mux what brought ye"here “-st like 1 said
wonld.” The man's face was ﬂiinina with quiet
humor. " “Don't bile over. now,” he continned a
conciliatery volee, “T'm goin' to let ye off that cbor.h
for & lmbdred. Ye never was in no danger,
think an-old doryman would be stich an ass #s to
his ours ashore wn' put off m a f nulnn Ilc
hearin’s 1o almost a hair? | wnal: * for tha
buoy, an' when 1 saw it [ knowed jest whenw u." i 4

“You damnable—" [
"Now—now, I wouldn't, if 1 was Look
J'Ondo&l ""'"kvrd tlkg " |l|;£n o the Luﬂmll
ri ot muc m to t
10 bits Mtumnnwmmﬁ:‘k I
"tain’t winessed, bt knowin' what 1 know abowt
ch.l.‘ao heart, 1 don't think youll deny
'm goin to do the fair thing by ve, Come '
I}‘“m'hmm:llmﬁimy:":é%'mh
ot supper, an' ye'll see Ki
don’t hate ue, really. An'
tryin’ 1o l.amna to
back on 1

3%‘2




