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Miss Neysa McMein
whose pretty girl
drawings are known
the country over.

Learn drawing from

nationally famous artists

EYSA McMEIN’S

beautiful drawings of
American women con-
front you from the covers of
the country’s leading maga-
zines. When star illustrators
such as Miss McMein write on
the subject of pastel studies
from life for cover design, you
are impressed that the Federal
School has something that no
other school can give you.

Specializing in pastel for
cover design has made Neysa
McMein one of the most con-
spicuous figures in American
illustration. On every news-
stand today she is represented
by her covers on popular mag-
azines. Now through the Fed-
eral Course you can obtain the
benefit of the secrets and meth-

ods that have made Neysa
McMein one of the " most
widely known and successful
1llustrators of the day.

Miss McMein says of the
Federal Course: “Sincerely I
think your course 1s an excel-
lent and intelligent one. I am
glad to be a part of it.”

This famous artist started out by

selling a pen and ink drawing for 75c.

She didn’t like drawing but the unex-

pected necessity of making a living,

caused her to enroll in an art school.
“After two years study,”’ writes Miss
McMein, “I went East and sold my
first pastel to the Butterick Publishing
Company for $75. It was a fashion
drawing. 1 worked awfully hard.
Still do—for that matter. It i1s true
of New York that if you have any-
thing to sell that is good, or new, or
worth while, there i1s somebody who
will buy it.”

Please Mention Cartoons Magazine
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Fay King—The Dean of
Women Cartoonists

In a recent letter from Miss Fay King, she says:
“l am sincere in my wish to see more women en-
ter newspaper cartoon work. T'o my mind there
is no field which presents a more promising and
lasting success for women. In the first place, it
1s not overcrowded, and in the second place, once
she has arrived, her years of continued success and
usefulness are unlimited.

“It does not matter if she gets to weigh two
hundred pounds, has three chins and fat ankles.
While her work meets with popular demand she
can continue as long as her ability and ideas hold

out.

““T'he field of comics is particularly open to women
just now for women have developed a wonderful sense

s —

of humor. Since they can now enjoy a.joke as well as a . . ;
man it seems to me they could illustrate it as well or Fay King, Cartoonist of the New York Evening
better.” Journal.

Make YOUR Opportunity by Learning PRACTICAL Drawing

You can make your opportunity for suc- today. As Miss King says, “Practice is even
cess in your life work by preparing. If you more essential than talent.” Practice under
have a liking for drawing study right in your nationally known successful artists is your
own home under the leaders in the art field best assurance of success.

Why Federal Students Succeed

One big, outstanding reason why Federal toonists and illustrators of the country of

students are successful is because they are whom Neysa McMein is-one. Their experience
guides you and helps you to realize your ambition,

gi"ﬁen thorough, specialized, practlca} traln=  "Phey explain to you the methods that have won
ng under more than 60 of the lcadmg car- them success.

Send For Free Book

Don’t put oft your Opportunity another bitious young man and woman to success. It will
tell you all about the Federal Course. Just clip

; » :
day. Wnte now for “A Road to Bigger coupon at the bottom of the page, fill it out
Things,” a book that has started many an am- and put it in the mail today.

FEDERAL SCHOOLS, Inc.
182 Federal Schools Bldg. Minneapolis, Minnesota

Mail This Coupon Today for Your Free Copy of “Success Through Illustrating’ and “A Road to Bigger Things’

FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING AND CARTOONING.
182 Federal Schools Building, Minneapolis, Minn,

Please send by return mail my free copy of ““A Road to Bigger Things’ together with complete
information about the Federal School of Illustrating and Cartooning.

Name......ocneees i e el e S O i s ssons DOSUDRION . v o viinion viins b soetn sevaee &

Oty 0@ SRR . a5 566055 5 0 ur Cenass LEEsae easny S Eaeas soumainn s bwdien e asimie SBesmse s e §em i
No person under 14 years of age is eligible for enrollment in the Federal School.

Pleagse Mention Cartoons Magazine
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daily newspapers in which
the work of Landon students

appears regularly.

“NEW YORK
Herald”

“CHICAGO
Tribune”

“PHILADELPHIA
Ledger”

“BOSTON

Herald”
“DETROIT

Times” |
“CLEVELAND

Plain Dealer”
“CINCINNATI

Post”

“ST. LOUIS

Times”

“SAN FRANCISC
Call” |
“DENVER n
Rocky Mountain News”
“ROCHESTER
Democrat & Chronicle”
“ST. PAUL

News”
“PORTLAND (ORE.)
Telegram”
“SEATTLE

Times”

“LOS ANGELES
Express”

What One of America’s Greatest
Cartoonists Thinks About

the Landon Course
Feb. 10, 1921.

Mr. C. N. Landon,
The Landon School,
Cleveland, Ohio.

Dear Sir:

I have just been looking over your cartoon course, and I
am writing to congratulate you personally on the work you
have done.

To be able to draw and the ability to teach others sueccess-
fully are two very different things. Your eourse of lessons
shows clearly that you can do both.

It must have required a great deal of study and analysis
of the needs of the beginner to prepare a course of instruc-
tion which so completely explains the fundamentals of car-
tooning. Your methcd of teaching drawing by means of
“Picture Charts’” is, in my opinion, not only practical but
greatly superior to the methods of teaching used by other
schools. I am not surprised that your course of instruction
has developed so many more successful cartoonists and comie
artists than any other.

Yours sincerely,

J. H . DONAHEY,
Cartoonist, “The Cleveland Plain Dealer.”

—— P = —"
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Cartoonin

LANDON PICTURE CHARTS

A Sure Guide to Success
CELEBRATED cartoonists and educators every-

where pronounce Landon Picture Charts as the
greatest achievement in the teaching of draw-
ing. No other plan gives you such a thorough
understanding of the fundamentals of drawing—

none develops ORIGINALITY so rapidly.

Several Big Picture Charts are included in each lesson of
the complete Landon course. They cover every subject which
the successful cartoonist must understand. As your eye
follows sketch after sketch of each series, you clearly see
just how to construct original sktches of your own. No long

text or rules to memorize—no tedious, tiresome hours spent

copying. You learn to draw during your spare time, at home
—and a personal criticism service on each lesson corrects
mistakes which you may make.

Results Prove Superiority of Landon Instruction

Hundreds of former Landon students are now successful
cartoonists and comic artists on leading newspapers in
America and abroad. Their clever, forceful cartoons and
comic series make millions laugh dmly and enable these
artists to earn big salaries.

Start right—take the same step these successful artists
once took—write today for sample Picture Chart, long list of
successful Landon students and details about this great
course. Please state your age.

The Landon School &ieveranp. o

The PICTURE CHART
method of teaching here il-

lustrated was originated by
Mr. Landon. These charts
are fully protected by copy-
rights issued from 1914 to
1920, and this method of

teaching is used exclusively
by The Landon School.

“ALBANY
Knickerbocker Press”
“DES MOINES
News”
“SIOUX CITY
Tribune”
“BUFFALO
Commercial”
“COLUMBUS
Citizen”
“DAYTON
News”
“NEW ORLEANS
Item”
“SALT LAKE CITY
Telegram”
“SPOKANE
Press”
“ATLANTA
Journal”
“MINNEAPOLIS
News”
“MONTGOMERY
Journal”
“MEMPHIS
Press”
“MILWAUKEE

Journal”

(Additional names forwarded upon request)
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to the lower rail, Ezra

(See page 183.)

ngerly went down

. He gi
tion leaped forward.”

out the rope, and without hesi

“Prince knew what he was to do.
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The Lucky Dop

By Walter Scott Story

M 4

He was a derelict, from a derelict schooner.
he made good on the name which the skipper of The Golden

But in the crisis

Hour and his daughter bestowed upon him—Prince. A poign-
ant story of the sea and those who go forth upon her in ships.

Low with her luck and heavy with e,
The Golden Hour, of Gloucester, every
barrel in her crammed full, stepped away
down south in a driving snow and a fol-
lowing bitter wind that was becoming
a gale, smashing and thudding 1n the
sullen upheaving gray waste, now throw-
ing up a sheet of spray, now plunging
and taking the sea across her ice-crested
bows with a jar and a roar. The snow
was coming- thick now, about four in the
afternoon, and the wind was steadily
making up stronger in keeping with its
promtse. Already, because of the snow
and the early gloom, the two-sticker had
her lamps lighted—tiny, blurred stars in
the murk and swirling snow.

Ezra Perkins, the skipper, with his back
to the quartering raw wind, stood for-
ward with his mittened hands grasping
the frozen ratlines and peered intently

and steadily across the welter into the
gray gloom from which 1t came.

Clancy, his mate, cautnonsly worked for-
ward along the pitching, icy deck and
joined him at the port rail, and for a
moment stood without speech, looking
at the uprearing, crested waves that came
in from the distance, now going partly
under her, now piling in a green fiood
over the low, 1ce-bound bulwark.

“You thinking o' making Gloucester
tonight, Ezra?” he asked, putting his
head forward and shouting the question,
“It’s going to blow up bad, and we’d save
time. . . . We ought to be getting
Thatcher’s lights pretty soon.”

Ezra, a great and hulking figure in his
skins, Lhalt turned, lowering his head so
that the wind could not get a full sweep

under the brim of his sou’easter.
“See anything off there, Mike?”’

He
178
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pointed seaward through the wind-driven
snow .and thickening gloom of night.

Clancy turned and stared out across the
gray-green, tumbling waste. After a time
he detected something rising now and
then dimly into view—caught an occa-
sional glimpse of something almost at the
point where the gloom became impene-
trable: and for a few moments he studied
the vaguely-seen object without speaking.

“A derelict, I:tz!” he exclaimed abruptly,
with conviction.

“I thought I heard something!” shouted
the skipper, still staring outward.

" Clancy gave him an odd glance, but
said nothing.

They Iistened intently, and as they
listened and stared strainingly they could
with certainty make out that what they
saw was a vessel in distress or a wreck.
But all the sound they heard was the
tumult of the waves, the whistle of the
wind, wilder and fiercer increasingly, and
the schooner’s thudding and pounding in
the heavy seas—and, even above such
sounds, the weird, faint, yet distinct, in-
cessant tap, tap, tapping of the snow
against the iron-hard saitls.

Clancy moved closer to Ezra. “Tide’s
flood,” he roared, “and she’ll set in up
north of the cape here. Guess she won’t
be no danger to anyone.”

“Her sticks are gone, and she’s listed
and awash,” declared Perkins.

Mike nodded in agreement. He too
could now see that.

- “I thought I hheard something!” shouted
Ezra again, atter a short silence between
them.

“Gull, maybe.”

“Gull—hell!” roared the other. “Tell
you I heard something!”

Clancy grinned, as much as possible
with his half-frozen cheeks.

“I’'m going to have a look at her, Mike,”
shouted Perkins, in a moment. “It’s
going to blow hard, but a half hour or
an hour won’t make no difference prob-
ably. Put her out!”

- Clanicy did not like to change course—
considering their fish, the weather and

WAYSIDE TALES

the chance that they might not be able to
make the harbor if the weather got too
bad—but, notwithstanding, he had in his
breast the same humane instinct and
thought that animated his friend and
skipper. Ilard reason prompted him to
speak a vword of remonstrance, but, with
a shrug ot his broad shoulders, he turned
and went aft, cupping his hands and roar-
ing to Buckner at the wheel, and sending
his stentorian call below for a couple of
men.

HE heavy - laden, lucky schooner

changed her course and turned her
icy. bows seaward, her frost-stiffened jibs
and sails snapping and crackling savagely
as they gave to a battling wind, and, ham-
mering and wallowing, forged outward,
close-hauled.

According to Llancy’s order, Buckner,
who himself had picked up the wreck,
held the schooner on a course that would
bring her off to starboard.

Ezra stood, as before, at the foremast
ratlines, bracing himself to withstand the
rush of the green seas that rolled up over
The Golden Hour’s low, dipping bows
and charged and swirled down upon him
knee-deep.

All the ishermen had come above when
the schooner made her change 1n course,
the reason for the change going through
the little vessel like a message sent by
electric spark; and when the schooner
bore down upon the unknown there was
a silence of expectancy and dread among
them.

The gloom was deepening quickly; the
fall of snow was thicker and night was
settling down—but it was possible to see
clearly enough a few fathoms.

The sight they saw wasn’t much to the
crew of The Golden Hour—a dismasted
hulk, cluttered with her fallen gear, roll-
ing and wallowing sidewise in the sea,
subject to wind and current.

Ezra Perkins stared—and swore. The
thing was a derelict, halt-coated with ice,
a desolate wreck—firewood for up and
down the coast north of Cape Ann. He
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had come on a fool's errand, wasted pre-
cious time with a laden vessel, with a gale
making. A mere glance in the murk at
close hand showed him that no one re-
mained aboard the wreck, that the un-
known schooner had been derelict with-
out doubt for several days.

He drew his heavy brows together and
stared again, puzzled. He had heard
something. Even now he did not think
he had 1imagined. It was possible, though,
that he had heard a bird or even a wind-
distorted, wind-muffled shout or burst of
langhter aboard his own vessel irom those
below.

As he turned to roar an order in exas-
peration, he saw something moving on
the rolling hulk, caught a glimpse of
movement from the corner of his eye,
and he stopped and stared, yet again, at
the hulk as The Golden Hour pitched and
began to bear off.
A dog, shpping and clawing, emerged
from the shelter of the battered deck
house .and tangled gear above it, and,

deck, sat down gingerly and sent out a
ululation that came weirdly over the inter-
veming waste, long-drawn and whipped
by the wind—a despairing, heart-gripping
howl. He saw the schooner in the gloom
and understood. Arising after that one
Jong howl, he came to the lower rail, slip-
ping most of the way, and there braced
himself, half standing and half sitting,

and barked again and again, furiously,

frenziedly, whenever he was free ot the
flood that foamed down upon him from
the upper rail.

ZRA peered hard at the miserable

creature through murk of snow and
night as The Golden Hour bore off. A
slight smile came to his grim face. He had
heard something. He realized now that
what he had heard was some wind-flung
note of the dog’s wolfish howl into the

night.
“Poor devil! Poor devil!” he muttered
to himself. A warm wave of pity ran

through him. He was not a hard-hearted

securing a precarious hold on the slippery

175

man, but he was a man of business. Time
was precious, especially under the circam-
stances of a great catch aboard and a
gale that might mean peril. And yet, as
he thought to himself, a man who would
not take off a dog would shut his eyes
to a man in extremity if it suited his
convenience, and he dared.

With a crisp oath, half amused, half
angry, he wheeled and threw his bull-like
voice down the deck of The Golden Hour.
When the schooner came up a bit under
Buckner’s skillful maneuvering, ready
hands swung off the first dory of the port
nest, and Ezra himself went down into
it and put out towards the hulk plung-
ing and tossing on the wild welter.
Under the lee of the wallowing, .ice-
crusted . derelict they crept, Ezra bellow-
ing his orders.

The dog still occupied his precarious
position at the lower rail, half of the time
m a swirl of icy foam. He watched the
pitching dory without barking once. Pos-
sibly he was wondering whether the
human beings were giving him false hope,
were drawing near his terrible prison

“without thought of him. .

“Now, men!” roared Ezra, as the dory
came within a rod of the hulk. “Hold
her!” '

The dorymen turned the noble little
craft and held her in the comparative
quiet.

And now the dog barked, barked furi-
ously, barked till he choked. He was
mad with hope and joy. He now knew
they were come for him.

“Come on! Come on!” shouted the
skipper, with an oath. “Come on!”

Barking sharply, the .dog tried to clam-
ber over the rail, but fell back. The dere-
lict schooner at that moment lurched un-
der the onslaught of an unusually big
sea and dipped heavily toward the pitch-
ing dory. A wave piled green over the
upper rail, broke in foam and shot down-
ward in a cascade, and the dog, desper-
ately clawing, was taken up and swept
outward as it rolled over the dipping rail.
Ezra scanned the white rushing waters

s
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mercy meant that The Golden Hour must
stand off for deep water. To make har-
bor now was out ot the question. The
delay meant the loss of a day, perhaps
several days, and, also, the hazard of the
schooner and of lives. |

Swaying with the pitching of the driv-
ing schooner, Ezra stood and laughed.
His laugh was hard, with an edge of bit-
terness; but, tor all that, he had no more
regret for his act of mercy than might
naturally strike any man who had risked
all—his own all and that of others—for
a thing that had no comparative value. .

It was not strange that he should laugh
thus. The dog was a long-legged, gangling,
shaggy puppy—dog and nothing more. His
escutcheon was like a crazy criss-cross,
but, although no one could tell at sight,
every strain in him was royal. He was
a nondescript, with long legs, a heavy,
yet graceful body, long blackish-yellow
coat and a noble head, a little out of
keeping then with his build—probably,
part Newfoundland and part Airedale.
He lay sprawled where Ezra had half
dropped him, and industriously licked.
away at his ice-matted coat, although now
and then stopping and lifting his eyes to

in the gloom, as excited and anxious as
if the dog were a human being.

“Pull!'—starboard!” he bawled, sud-
denly, catching a momentary glimpse ot
a black object bobbing in the foaming
sea. “Pull!”

The dorymen, as eager as he, pulled
skillfully, and in a moment the skipper
leaned over and made a quick grasp. He
secured a grip upon something soft, and
as the dory heaved upward he pulled the
dog inboard and dropped him uncere-
moniously into the bottom of the boat
at his feet.

Clancy had maneuvered The Golden
Hour in toward them; but, because of the
dimly-seen, rolling derelict, he could not
come in very close; and in the heavy sea
and now deep gloom of night and of snow
it was no easy task for Ezra to regain
his vessel. As the dory came up out of
the foaming valleys to the wind-whipped
crests of the big waves, he kept his eye
on the dim and misty green light of his
starboard lamp, shouting orders through
cupped hands to his parsmen.

The dog slowly edged up to Ezra and
put his snout between his knees and tried
to lick his hands. Ezra paid no attention

to him, and the dog ceased his attempts
to kiss him and laid his heavy head on
the skipper’s knee and remained motion-
less so, apparently understanding that he
was not repulsed, but could have no atten-
tion then.

Atter fifteen minutes of very strenuous
work, the dory came under the schooner,

and Clancy brought her inboard and
lashed her in place.

As soon as the dory was aboard, The
Golden Hour stood about and tore off
on her course in a wind that had become

the captain of the Golden Hour.

At length, he arose and lurched against
Ezra’s knees and uplifted his head and.
rested it against his rescuer’s dripping
coat.

“Poor devil!” exclaimed Ezra, and he
placed his hand on the dog’s head and
stroked it. '

Clancy, mumbling curses, came down
the companionway with a pail of heated
condensed milk. He burst into a tanta-
lizing laugh when he reached Ezra’s side,
mockery of his friend in the laugh.

“Hope you feel paid, Ezra,” he grum-
bled savagely. “Lord! The beast’s ribs
stick clean out o’ him!”

In spite of himself, the commiseration
he really felt was in his exclamation.

“Gimme that pail!” snapped Ezra, tak-
ing the pail from his grinning triend’s
hand. '

Ezra next tested the heat ot the milk

at length a veritable gale.

ZRA gathered the dog into his great

arms and carried him below and set
him down. For a moment or two stood
he, staring at him with mingled amuse-
ment, pity and anger. He cursed under
his breath presently. The cur had cost
him an hour or more, and his delay of
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with a forefinger, then kneeling held it
for the half-frozen puppy.

The dog sniffed the milk, took a tenta-
tive lap, then, finding it not unbearably
hot, wolfed it down in a way that made
the two hard old fisherman exchange a
pitying, understanding stare.

As might be expected, Ezra and Mike
Clancy had little time to give a waif dog,
with the schooner plowing and smashing
heavily out before a gale; and, atter this
slight attention, they went above, Lzra,
however, giving orders to old man Snow,
the “doctor,” to see that the cur below
had plenty of grub.

sped before the gale, most of that
time jn a steady, thick fall of snow; but
early on the night of the second day they
were able to come about and beat in
toward port, a hard and tedious trip,
heavy and low as they were with fish and
the schooner’s shroud of ice.

On Wednesday afternoon they lay fast
alongside T-Wharf—in great luck, in spite
of their seeming mischance, being the
first full schooner in for three days.

- On Saturday they slipped out past The
Graves and tore along for Gloucester 1n
keen, clear weather, everybody happy and
cheerily at work with axes to clear away
the great crust of ice.

Old “Doc” Snow had obeyed Ezra’s
orders about feeding the big puppy, and
the waif had picked up in wondertul
fashion. His ribs no longer protruded,
and with the i1ce out of his coat he was
not a scarecrow—in fact, was a mighty
handsome dog.
Now, Ezra was not particularly a lover
of dogs, but the puppy looked to him as
master and acted accordingly in a dis-
creet way that seemed almost uncanny,
apparently realizing that the -black-
bearded man had no great use for him.
The puppy worshipped the skipper, and
probably set himself deliberately out to
win his love.

Occasionally Ezra would stoop and pat

OR two long days The Golden Hour
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his tail frenziedly—or, rather shake his
whole body in sheer joy, his big brown
eyes shining.

When The Golden Hour was at anchor
in her home berth and snugged down,
Clancy spoke about the dog. It wasn’t
the first time he had spoken about him, of
course. Far from it, for he had for a
couple of days taken a great delight in
joking Ezra about the puppy.

“What you going to do with him, Ez "
he asked, looking down at the dog, which
was then sitting near the skipper.

Ezra glanced at the dog, and the puppy
“smiled” at him and vigorously thumped
his tail on the deck.

“Doggone me, if that cuss don’t under-
stand what ye say!” exclaimed Clancy,
knocking his pipe out against the rail
and giving the big puppy a half quizzical,
half earnest look. “Anyway, he’s a luck
dog.” ,

“Huh!” snorted Ezra. “Come on along-
here!” He turned outward and bawled
impatiently to the dory coming up under
the rail to take them off.

When the dory came alongside, Ezra
gave the dog a careless pat on the head
and clambered down into place, Clancy
following. *

The big puppy gave out one whine, just
one, a half-repressed whimper—and when
the two men had gone down into the boat
he rose up with his forepaws on the rail
and stared down at the skipper.

Ezra looked up and met the dog’s eyes
of adoration and devotion.

“Hold on!” he ordered sharply, as the
rowers were about to shove off. “Guess
I'll take the cur home to the girl, Mike,”
he declared. “She’s been pestering me
for a dog, and I guess I said I'd get her
one some day.”

Mike grinned and said nothing. He
knew that Ezra had right along intended
to keep the dog, even if he didn’t plan
to take him home. He knew that the
skipper regarded the dog as “luck” and
because of a queer superstition—which he
would never have admitted even to him-

his head, and then the puppy would wag self—would not voluntarily part with him;
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and, also, he knew that Ezra responded tress of his house a hug that almost
to the dog’s worship. ¢ crushed her, and gave her brown hair a
“Well—come on, you condinged nui- stroke or two; and then, setting her
sance!” called Ezra, standing up and hold- down, after kissing her, looked at her
keenly and saw as always—the mother of

ing out his arms.

Without an instant’s hesitation, the
puppy leaped to the rail and came out-
ward, landing sprawling in the skipper’s
arms, gurgling in delight.
When Ezra and Clancy left the whart
and went up toward the main street, the
puppy ran here and there in a frenzy of
joy, barking wildly at every passerby,
rolling in the snow and growling his
transport, and every now and then dart-
ing back to Ezra to give his hand a lick
and then dashing away again. He was
In an ecstasy.

In the street, however, he quieted down
at Ezra’s sharp word and sedately seated
himself beside Ezra, close against his leg,
as the two men stood waiting and talk-
ing till the car came.

HE captain lived on the outskirt of
the town in the big old Perkins’ house,
set among a grove of giant elms, and
when he and the puppy were alone walk-
ing up the long path, newly cleared of
snow, the skipper—safe from ridiciille—
unbent.

“Here’s your home, boy,” he declared,
leaning and patting the dog's head and
now honestly taking delight in the shine
of the worshipping eyes. “And here,” he
exclaimed, suddenly, “is your real boss.
Hello there! Annette! Ahoy!”

His “girl”—his daughter and only child
—had come into view around the corner
of the house, descending from the steps,
with a pan in her hand.

Annette heard the hail, and turned and
stared—momentarily blinded by the glare
and sparkle of the afternoon sun upon the
SIOW.

In just a second though, she set her
pan quickly upon the snow bank and flew
down the path and leaped into the waiting
arms of the burly skipper of The Golden
Hour:

Ezra gave the little twelve-year-old mis-

her, long before gone from him and lying
under the snow just over the hill.

“How’s this for a dog, Annette?” he
asked, presently.
The great, shaggy puppy was now sit-
ting on his haunches in the snow, star-
ing at the little girl. He knew enough
not to interfere in the meeting between
his master and the stranger and not to
show disapproval—yes, he knew enough
for that. Probably, though, his canine
heart dropped to a hind paw! What did
it mean to him?

Annette looked at him, and he lgoked
at her, gravely, wonderingly.
“He’ll eat a great deal,
sponded Annette, practically.
Ezra gave a dry little laugh. Then he
told briefly where he had got him and in-
genuously referred to him as a “lucky
dog” because of the early arrival in Bos-
ton harbor for an eager market.

Annette walked up to the puppy,. and.
after a moment of two of study, she knelt
in  childish impulse in the snow and
hugged him, without doubt because her
heart was touched by the thought of him
forlorn and starving and freezing on the
derelict when her daddy had found him.

The puppy met her childish pertect love
with all the strength and ardor of his dog
heart.

Prince, indeed, gave himself then and
there to Annette!

“What'’s his name?” asked Annette, as
she arose, holding to the puppy’s neck as
he rubbed against her.

“You can name him,” said her father.

“Prince!” exclaimed Annette, promptly,
and, leaning, she called that name into his
ear, making him shake his head, because
the breath of her tickled him and not in
remonstrance at the name or to the pride
of it all.

And it was so that the lucky dog found
a home and a name.

daddy,” re-
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OYOUS years for him now followed.
He lost his gauntness and puppy awk-

wardness of figure and carriage, and be-
came sleek and trimly powerful, and his
yellow-black, shaggy coat, inclined to curl
somewhat, was like silk. In spite of his
mongrel breed, the name Prince bestowed
upon him impulsively by Annette seemed
very fitting.

He and Annette were together always,
winter and summer. Ah, those days of
summer! Every day they went down to
the beach and swam together and played
till they had to hurry home. Everyone
knew Prince—although he was never
more than courteous in gracious canine
fashion even to Annette’s boy and girl
friends—and whenever he appeared in
sight the village people knew that Annette
was near at hand.

Of course, time did not stand still with
Annette any more than it did with Prince,
and when she became sixteen she was a
handsome girl. It was natural that a
vivacious jolly young girl like her should
reach a time when a dog cavalier was not
all she desired, not entirely satisfying to
the budding woman 1n her. She was be-
ganning to put up her hair about this time,
and now and then, with increasing fre-
quency, she forbade him to accompany
her to the village. Finally, almost all
that was left, as 1n the first years, were
the days of summer on the beach.

- Prince was puzzled. It wasn't strange

he should be. Annette seemed to have
the same love for him as always, and yet
there were times when she didn’t want
him. He couldn’t understand. For his
part, he was never happy unless he was
with her.
Many and many a time he sat at the
end of the long path before the house
watching the lithe, graceful figure of his
mistress going village-ward and wonder-
ing why he was ordered to stay behind.
It is very like that in a dim, vague way
he understood that they were growing
sedate together. Yes, he was growing old
—which is a bad thing for a young dog
Or a young person.
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Upon these occasions he would finally
get up and stalk slowly to the back porch,
to lie down and wait for the sound of
her step or her shrill whistle. And when
either came, he would forget his bewilder-
ment as to the way of life, and, bounding
up, would leap away down the path and
greet her as he had always done since the
first glorious days of puppyhood when he
had found home and her.

He had no animosity toward any of
Annette’s many visitors, and, indeed, was
patriarchal with the girl friends. He did,
however, instinctively see rivals in some
of the boys who came to see Annette,
particularly Joe Poole, a tall, sinewy,
black-haired young fellow who came more
often than any other. Joe made advances
to him always, really liking him without
putting on to please Annette, and Prince
made dignified response, but charily.

After a time, however, Joe ceased to
come to the house, and Prince was glad.
Oddly enough, too, Annette’s other boy
visitors fell away with Joe’s going. ' That
seemed strange, but Prince was pleased.

Joe Poole -left Rockport at the same
time Annette’s father started away on one
of his trips, but Prince thought nothing
of this. He knew, though, that while
Joe did not come to the house he still was
important to him, for now and then he
heard “Joe” voiced by Annette and her
girl friends. It seemed, however, that
Annette was a little more to him as she
had been when she was a small girl, played
with him more and took him more often
down town as in the days when he was a
mere sprawly, huge puppy—enjoying life
without the base alloy of fear.

HEN Ezra came home again—another

day, almost the anniversary of the
day when he took Prince, freezing and
starving, from the unknown wreck, and
it turned out that Annette had set her
mind upon sailing upon The Golden Hour
when he started off again. Of course,
the talk about' this trip—Annette’s argu-
ments and Ezra’s sharp pooh-poohing of
such a fool-girl notion—was quite beyond
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Prince, and all he knew was—which trou-
bled him and made him now and then
raise his head and look anxiously from
one to the other—that his mistress and
the father were not on the usual smooth
terms. Even if he could have understood
their words, he would not have known
that Annette wanted to go to sea with
her father because Joe Poole was now a
member of The Golden Hour’s sturdy
crew. But Ezra knew well enough why
Annette had taken a fancy for rough
cruising, and he did not hesitate to air
his knowledge and joke her. Annette was
the apple of his eye, however—the apple
of both eyes and all else besides—and he
hated like sin to refuse her anything. He
balked at her proposal for several reasons,
partly because the life was rough and be-
cause The Golden Hour, fine as she was,
could be no place for his daughter at any
time and very much because ot the great
hazard of winter sailing way down east.

“But what'll you do with Prince?” he
asked, at length, when finally he had been
driven to surrender against his wishes and
good judgment. “Mike and the rest of
'em—including Billy Poole’s boy—will
think I’'m going soft to let vou go. And
I guess I am! It’s no place for a girl . ..
“What’ll you do with Prince? You know
Aunt Sarah don’t like to bother with him.”

“Why, I'Il take him along, dad,” re-
turned Annette.

“He’ll be a dummed nuisance, like, like

’y
e

“Me, dad, I suppose,” put in Annette,
laughing and then throwing herself upon
him.

T WAS the last day of January when

The Golden Hour left Thatcher’s
lights behind her on the port quarter and
swept away down east in a stiff wind with
the sting of a lash. The air was crystal
clear; the schooner stood out in clear-cut
beauty in the winter nighi, a speeding,
ethereal wraith in a foam-flashing, dark
sea. The sky was cloudless. The un-
fathomable vault of heaven glittered with
its countless legions of frosty stars.

And what is there more wonderful,
more mystically entrancing, more glorious
than to be aboard a trim schooner run-
ning free! Ah, nothing, nothing—-cer-
tainly if you are young and all’s well.

On this night, Annette, her lithe, strong
young body fur-wrapped, stood aboard

" The Golden Hour forward with Joe Poole

and with him looked ahead into the mys-
tic glint of the winter sea—and into the
tomorrows.

Prince sat nearby, under shelter from
the wind, and he too looked into the
night. He was happy, of course; he was
always happy when he was with Annette;
but he was thinking of that moment when
he had come for the second time upon
the deck of The Golden Hour and found
Joe Poole there.

He loved the water; he loved the wind
—Iliked to face it and feel it blowing his
silky coat. He hated the schooner,
though, but had no fear or uneasiness
upon her. Very likely, he had some rec-
ollection of his desperate holding to life
on a desolate wreck when he was a mere

puppy.

WAY and away sailed the staunch,
noble little Gloucester boat upon the
winter sea. A mighty gay boat she was
on this trip. They had little dances n
the crowded space available, old Snow
playing a wheezy accordion, and every
man aboard danced with the skipper’s
handsome, jolly young daughter.

Prince renewed his acquaintance all
around, and was particularly a favorite
with old Mike Clancy. Joe took more
notice of him than on shore, too, and
Prince found him worthy of friendship
and played like a puppy with him—when
Annette was also playing. '

When at length they reached the fishing
grounds, The Golden Hour had great
luck trom the start, extraordinarily good
luck.

This was enough to make the good
times aboard doubly pleasant; but, of
course, because of the luck and because
the weather held—weather clear and bit-
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ing cold, but ﬁne—the times for play were
few and short. .

This run of unusual luck was especially
pleasing to Ezra, for he called”himself a
fool for allowing Annette to come. He
could have no real easy moment till The
Golden Hour opened up Gloucester

harbor. )
As for Joe Poole—well, he was happy

beyond words, for, capping everythmg, he
was the man who saw the first run of

mackerel.
" And Prince was happy, too. - He had

that Joe was for him on the same plane
with Ezra and Annette.

Toward the end of the second week,
the wind veered into the northeast and
blew up a sea that made fishing out of the
question. The Golden Hour, like all the
other craft on the grounds, put up a little
canvas and lay to, but as the wind became
a gale in the late afternoon she turned
tail and flew before it in the night.

All next day the schooner ran before
the northeaster, alone on a tremendous
sea, scudding away with a rag of ‘sail, rear-
ing and plunging, now and again awash,
always in a cloud of gale- whtpped spray.
" The second mght came, and away Tlhe
Golden Hour flew.- - X

Late that night Ezra and-old Mike
Clancy put their heads togéther, apart
from anyone, and each admitted to the
other that he had a feeling of uneasmess
The truth is they were not half sure of
their position, and it was impossible to
beat outward. They must ka'ep on run-
ning, and the outcome of the running was
neither within their knowledge nor within
their control.

-All that long night The Golden Hour
tore away before the gale, now climbing
dizzily to the top of great surges from
the tormented Atlantic, hanging there
momentarily in a smother of spindrift,
now plunging down into Stygian valleys.
Her scant spread of steadying sail was
torn to streamers; her nests of dories
were smashed and carried away; and her
rails were riven and splintered as if by

finally surrendered to Joe, had decided

cannon shot. But still she rolled up the
great seas and plunged down, .and still

~she swept away to what no man aboard

her could say.

URING these long, long hours of
terror Annette remained battened
below with Prince, and during many of
these hours she clung to him and, with
her head buried in his shaggy neck, dry-
eyed prayed and feared and hoped and
thought of home and of Joe. '
. Prince nuzzled her always and whined,
and time and time again he licked her
hands and face and stared at her with his
eyes of devotion. He knew the sea; he
knew as well as she what this wild plung-
ing meant, what this pounding of waters,
what this never-ending wrenching and
groaning of timbers meant; but he had
no fear.
" There was no real dawn, although the
mght was done. The sky became visible—
a low, sullen gray pall—and the blackness
of night faded ‘away to an atmosphere of
dirty yellow-gray. This lifting of the im-
penetrable murk of that terrible night
brought no cheer. It merely allowed the
crew of The Golden Horn to see the wild
sea, an expanse of wildly-tossed waters
whipped to clouds of spray. |
Away before them dead ahead, how-
ever, an uncertain, vague outline pricked
itself against the drab of the sullen sky,
and swiftly took form as the beaten
schooner reared and plunged away. And
that outline was land, the dreaded coast,
a wall of rock, with treacherous reets and
shallows where so many a schooner had
come to its end in the hlstory of the
Banks
" Ezra Perkins, gripping the wheel, stared
forward through the flying spray at the
dark cliffs becommg clear and near with
a terrible speed, and his jaw set hard as
he looked.- He did no calculating upon
his chances; he knew that disaster was
inevitable, that nothing could save him
from wreck upon some part of that long
black coast, curving away before him to
disappearance in the distance.
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“Marin’s Point!” he shouted to Mike
Clancy, who held the spokes with him.
Mike, staring through halt closed eyes,
nodded his head and mentally crossed
himself.

For half an hour the schooner rolled
and pitched forward, and during this time
Ezra and the desperate crew made pro-
digious efforts to put a rag of sail up 1n
the hope of beating off enough to round
the point that surely would catch them
as they were going—an impossible thing.

The high black head of Marin’s Point,
a northward curving arm, grew out of the
gray and mist, and soon they saw the
break of the sea on the reets before this
point, marked by a gathering of the great
surges rolling under and over them and
an upthrowing of spray like geysers.

They drove on over the tumultous wa-
ters, riding high, dropping down into
seething valleys, and presently they saw
the wall to their left. They were caught!
The reefs lay before them—the end of
The Golden Hour. ° |

When hope of escape was gone, Ezra
went below and found Joe Poole before
him girding Annette with a preserver.
Prince leaped in joy upon Ezra, and
Ezra, his eyes upon Annette—bitter, bit-
ter self-reproach in his heart—cursed him
and struck him away.

“Father!” cried Annette, as he struck
the blow.

Prince fell sprawling down upon the
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