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he queried.

“Wrong girl!”

“It can’t be! That Ilittle blue
hat—"

“There's more than one little
blue hat in' Bermuda, I guess. Our
young pal is on the pler,” said Mr.
Metziger bitterly.

‘The young K man rushed out ts
the rail, followed by the manager.
Far below the towering prow stood
their missing charge, gazing up.

“Wallis yelled “Hi! Here we are!”
as if that were a useful contribut-
fon to the problem. The girl paid
no heed. Persumebly she did not
even hear him in the general
clamor of departure. “This is nice,”
said he feebly to his partner,
“Yeah. Swell. Now what?”

“We can’t very leave her.”
Mr, Metziger turned grim. “I can.
Easy. But I don't guess either of
us has got to worry about her being
lonely, Look who's with her.” A tail
figure had moved to the girl's side.
It was Aymon. “I guess thnt's the
answer,” co! ted Mr, Met:
“Not for me,” said Wallis, md
pushed through the crowd.
With mixed feelings the maro-
oned Miss M. McCabe watched her
ship swing free. There was some-
thing daunting in its dellberate
and ponderous detachment. It
served notice that she was, for the
first time in her sheltered and
guarded life, quite on her own.
There was a thrill in that, not
wholly free from misgivings. These
attached in part to the man at her
side. “Why did you let me miss it?”
she demanded.
“I'm terribly sorry. They must
have changed the .ime, You can see
what the notice says.” He drow
from his pocket a typed slip (which
he had typed himself for the oc-
casion.) “Salling Hour, Two-thirty,
pm.” in unequivocal black.
“I wouldn't have believgd he—
they'd leave me like that.”
“Its all right, he assured her.
“You don't have to worry.”
“I haven’t much money with
me,” said she doubtfully,
“That's all right, too. I've got
plent.”
The girl frowned. "I can't take
money from you.”
He was prepared for this, and
shrewd to overpass the point.
“Can't you? Then we'll have to find
a way for you to make some.”
8he was wide-eyed. “Make
money? How could I1?”

“Listen now,” said he earnestly.
“You're the swellest amateur I've
ever danced with.” (This was not
too far from the fact.) “¥ou could

looked up to see Mr. Metziger's
Blowering countenance protruding
into the room. “What is it now?”
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to it. Now he was swinging dizzily
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in midair, A swerve bumped him
painfully against the curve of the
hull. People were shouting. Metzy's
distorted countenance loomed, Slip-

knee grip and hoped his trousers
would not catch fire from the 2247
friction. ... Bang!

“Whoa, mare!” Competent hands
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slide-check--whirl, He loosed s P5|204"8E n. c. ATK!NSON

111115
Graften §t.

gripped and steadied him.
“Thanks,” said he,
“Love and kisses,” said the navi-

gator. “Have a quick one?” Mr. E. E. Jay and daughter
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PISQUID EAST NOTES
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