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AM SANDFORD wrung out his dish-
% ith neatly aml thom put cway the
~F fow slmple | dishes  required by a
bwgry Loy of sizlepn yeurs Lo serve &
bot fish supper to liimsell,  Young o e
wis nod boy ne be was, Sam conlil turn &
Hagjack, brown & alles of hread o orisp
perfection, and fry Ssh whoss delicionsness
wouhd bempt the nppetite of an valld—
thongh thers were few enoogh of thess wn:
fortinntes near Big Salt WRiver, a0 whoss
hanks the Snndford fumily lved

Hun'a parenis liad boso enlled awny on
lngeerativie baskness to be gone severnl doys,
and It had been thought best ghat, 6 dwir
absencs, hls sister Lizzie shauld stay with
relntives living wot far distant

Thus it hapgened thini Ham wes loft
alone to * book 0" s Dis unche expresesed
wiich coudtbon, and o look after the lobater
trapa lor hils father. This work oceupisl
many bours of the present loag day. 184
viry tiresome wark to row along the line
of trapa sot nt frequent intervils for sev-
eril miles. pall ip each oue in fom, emove
(e coptenis when th any, tirow thess
I gl bottum of the dury and rebaic the
trap. Bam babtod with small Bsb, sach a8
may be canght i large quantithes by the
ase of i bund-opt fusbione.

Labsters have become  more aml more
wearce of lile yenis along this Malne coast
whers Ham lived, bt the day had been ane
of  unususl fartaoe.  Though  Eis
mennt more  fulllength sslnble  Tolsters
{when they upe “short ™ of ton inches, the
Inw roquirss the fisherman tv throw thein
Mgk lubo the sen to Baish thelr .mmthl
o go dmto the bie erate, or * pousd,” flont-
Ing at sochior handy to the landing, 18 also
misant mioch backseling labor, Yot Sam
wia 4 fough youmgster, vory stordy for his
yeara, sl now felt rather mors lonsly than
wEenry.

“1 wonder whni Roblusen Crosee wonld
do I my plics” be remarked to himsell,
when all thiggs had besn put o rights quite

shipshape and wmag” for the night.
Bam's vivld magination let bim dellght 1o
the wondorful -ndventures of this famons
sen charncter of DeFoe's fancy. 1 know
be ofion went to the abore * and gazsd far
off alesg the distant borison In wistful
sonrch af i passlng sall =1
that” Awd ibe boy loughed o litle as bo
stnrted down the aamdy paih that led to
his favorite loakout rock, 8 few hondred
foel nway, He did pot much care now to
reendl thap e had Intely sxpected to enjoy
the unaccustomed solitode nod the inde
pendence of sctual houselieeping all by
blimself. “The magnzine thai be had saved
to el on this vory avening, lay wsopened
o the slitleg-room fable. Tl compiby

Tige sevmesl unrommonly ecomforting, as,
wagging bis ail joyfully, chat brisk letle
animal proneed along by his young mas-
ter's abde, showing in every possible demon-
strafion permitted by the dog fangunge
that he greatly npprechatel the stention
trestownd upon sk

“ A hoi day™ Ham told the dog  ® Heir
the cricket: They always ¢hirp for all
they're worth when the weatliar b lot”
Them boy and dag st down an 0 reck over-
looking “the comsnn—for Big Halt iver
wmpthnl lote. the Atlantie just bem,

rugh the eaft twilight come o few
wod-sonnds from bohind them—the gentle
# af n sleepy bind, tocking fisell in for
e nlglit; the echo of o distant stedmboat

whistle : the cull of the deep in thai never-
anding beat of the woves upon the rocky
shares, nudibile and muskcnl, to the natire
loving ear, either fn enlm or storm.

*1i's golug to bo o Aoe night, Tige" re-
marked HSam, impromed by the beatty, the
pewar apd the peace lying en the foe of
tho warer, " The moan will coms up early,
nod=hellal  What's that?™

An his eyes coachod the borlmon off to the
right, Bam sprang to bis feet, for there be
saw—conld It be?— lighe !

* It running higher ap ioto ihe air
mow ! What can it mean? A ship wiire?®
Ablmost wt once the Vght died down, but
eould wtill be i m tiny spot, soms
miles distant, ot mesns me, Tige! I
must put off and see what [ onn de to belp
Wi, Na, old dbhap, you can't go, You'd
take the room of n man—und that room
may be much oeeded” be added seriously,

Meanwhiles Sam had oot remainesd upan the
rock, bt Bnd made oll basis to get the bout
puir of oors he possessed, with which be
e o the dory drawn up oon thg beach.
It was hat the work of o wmomeut (o
fasten the rope, apil poshing off, tumble
into the forward sk nnil deop the dnm be
tweenn the wooden thole-pios, Tige's moifo-
ful eyes were kept upon lim, but being a
well-tralaed anfinal be wade oe e
follow, A qubck poll sson put the bay It
the fishing-dory nnchored beyond low water.

Making the oki¥ fost to fte place, Bam
Beut to his oo in o long, stpong, stemdy
stroke that sent the sharp eraft twned ihe
tiny wpnck of light stlll wisibls to the eye.
The young bootman kept bis dicectlon by
wighting back to the shore, whors (all trems
maide this possibls, libousttod as they were
mgninst the aky. Buch precontion was very
weermtial, nnd Bam woon bad rewson o con-
gratalnte himeelf on baving * el the
direction,” for, after & sgaee speni in hord
patllimg, & et o the ssil discoversd 1o lim
no lght. The fire bid gouns sui.

*Now, I thees o't any more fies,
what's the ose of my golng nny furthor?”
Bam yory roasonnhly nsked hlmeelf; yot
Do ofid oot for & moest stop the long,
swinglig pull on the onrs.
In the vigy swell of the oaim
pea=—ms cnlm a8 the sen evee
Is, far It is never ahwoluiely
stlll—tho dary forged shend,
apl pathing was heard but
the out of the witer at the
bow nnd the raythmic shug-
chog, of the onm working
ngainst their weoden walls
A -slow qimrter of @6 hour
ponssed ;0! hall; thret-gquur-
ters: then, in & pause of the
vars'  motion, as  Bam's
glance traveled abeid  over
the brightened  waler, he
lenrd & humis Fakos in &
Thonrse hallon, nod unnrnl
It with his own despees
tonor,  ‘Though  lilgh, Ih-

loa! halloo!™  bringlng boek
mnother donble oll,

A boat of some kiod—or wan it & raftb—
wonld now be mnde out, and lefore long
Sam foomd himeel! nlongside whnt looked
lke the drifting wreck of a filrsised sail-
Bioat. Making fast to i, Sam climbed over
ile wide af bis * prize™ (o Aoswer the eiger
words of I Foong skipper, naw dissernibie

at the wtern, anid who sprang farwurd o
greet bis rescuer wiih 6 warm elup of the
hand, aod to return grateful thanks foe
having come to liis aid

It weems  that o other om all  the
broad stpoteh of son hald pored the beief
Aume of fire. Al least oone had come with-
In hniling digtnnoe of it

* What bursed?” nsked Bam,
nlun at e tll mast ..-l..gqn; .pml :h.

“We'll. moat of the sall did, ss you
will see by stepping forwind hses the
onbin is practically destroyed.™

“Yoa can willl v

=0h, yen 1 T rigeed n wort of jury-
mil with m bit of canvis, nod mide some
ulight hendway—in the wrong direction"”
I Rmuphed, "a-mn]auu Lo JOUE GWH col s,

¥

., |ru||-|l H.m looking toward the
distant land = If you happom to wont to
make (e cossi of Malne, you'll have o
boae aver that way; bot §'s an ebb-tide,
nnd gotting bock prompily may mesn n

good hard pull. towing this hoat. T wee
you have i fow boat at the wern.”

“1 have: nnd it's doobiesared.  We
el tow your dory mnd both  polle=it
:hll!'ﬂ'_ wol tes tesd—or perhaps  take

Bat I don’t

“ Yo, [ can pull it right.
L how you canght fre”

“1 waa brping to gl up some hot eolfee
on the little nleohol lomp, when [ thpped
upi the banrd it stood om The first thing
I kmew Ii hind opect wsd & shooi of fAome
uhot up fhe side of the eahin It engist
the wooidwork Ilke timler, for 1 had recent-
Iy varnlsbed everything fnedie.

"1 sbonld have boen frightencd o be all
nlone in such danger B
1 wiis too exeited fest, and nfier-
wirds tod busy trying to pot oot e fames.
It emught the sail wnd licked §t op pretey
||||I--|. 1 can tell you.”
hat pare was lucky, | gues, for it

HAlD BAM,

ment the hlase wo high that 1 saw it from

. yor wers nat in yudr boal when
you first saw tho fre?"

# Na, Tlge anil [ were looking oul on the
water enjoying the night & litle while bee
fore golig lndoors. 1% dlane 5 oy bome
naw ; wod by the way, you must came rHyht

“wow WE AR ACQUAIRTED,

there with me, fur I soe wo shall get back
pretly daely afted all—"

Y Barly i the merilig!® lsoghed
m not moch af rowing,  I'ee
ln, but thii s my firet semuon
around here. My onme is Prioce—Farry
Frince.”

* Ami T fargot to any that mine s Sam
Banford, Now we are sequalniel  You
don't live nesr hers them, | tnke 1"

“No, ot Poston. My [nthisr—be's roally
only my stepfather—owns o lot of land
ot the woisth of Hiz Salt River, and—"

“ Burwse we, but s your father's aoms
Dean¥" soddenly excliimed Bam, tarming
nbout it his seal.

“Yes; how (did you know fhai!” ssked
thie F im witer surpriss,

* Mecanss sur litthy fve-nere Jot of laod
is in the tract he clobms, agalusi my
father's clilimn of right of posssslon for
thirty years. Father in up I Boston now
1o mest yoar father's lawyer i try {o come
1o & sottlement, Of course he's willing to
pay & fair price for the land, i it's Fight
tn do that, althaugh be has held pencesbls
inenesnbor af it for more Nin LHIFLy yeara™

“1n's only recently that Mr. Dean hos
been [nterested in thie matter. Al thot seds
shore property wan left him by his futber
many years ngo ;. bat Maine's getting 1o be
quits & mammer resort, Interest b
boating atarid Farher to ng of build
Ing down hers™

'

nat far fram mhillqil whea the
* cnme by mbchor of the litde
landing below Bam'n bouse; but Tige was
tlght on hitid, as if lie had net stievs] from
his place on the slpe of the board foor

muirest (0 the last slghe hls mastar,
Ha welcomed thom back with demonstrative
mifection, nenrly wagzing hin little il off
In trying to tell ibe boys ow glad be was
not only that Bam hsil come boek, bot that
be bnd brought a uice big boy Iriend along
toe, whe liked dogs—is Tigs (a-
stantly knew by the siroks of the
wtranger's band, Im hia doggiah
wnxisty (0 show the way b the
house, Tlge eovirnd the dlstmnee
up the sudy path about o dosen
times,  Bor whes [& owas roachsl,
and o “eold gnack” hod, bess
shared by the tired tollers of tiw
san, n saft Pemther-bed  dobiled
thew in for n long, well-surmed
st

Harey Prinee did oot go bome
te Howlon on the pexy day—oor
the next week, A ferter ikl
to his father brought Mr. aml
Mrs. Bandfard home with smiling
Faces und o deed for their liome,
Hum dldn’t understand all ihe
lnw phrsses, bat the snbsnes,
*far valos mcelved, aoe dollee™
wounded like  posssssion—and 8
bargnin thit,

Asi th thié e sail bait hpﬂ.‘hl
1o shore on that memorabls migue.
Harry declared to bis Iriend ot
the summer's eml, tiat it was
Bum's legitimate “sivage” and
utterly refusad to Femars it from
whnt has now grown to its
fniniling moorings o the mouath
of Lig Salt Kiver,

o hoys have remarkabln fartaiie I meating
peglienia. - Hosoos Habburd, of Nowiin, Fa., fsl)
aff ths roaf of bl falbers barm. broke s ledil o
In il desoons. séruok u oslf s he roachod e
uround, was chi rged by the cull @ motler but pot
mntied., BEmlLGD 10LD & Lukaf Wiler, §nd 2om
ups weniling and unseratahed
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The Lost Knife

L. M. Montgomery

First published The Boys’ World, June 8, 1907.



“DID YOU SEE ANYTHING OF MY KNIFE?” ASKED PERCY.

“Did any of you fellows see my knife?”” asked Percy Mason, coming up to the
group of boys assembled on the Belmont School playground one fine June day at
noon hour recess. “I left it lying on my desk when I left the schoolroom half an hour
ago, but it is not there now.”



The boys all declared they had not seen or touched the knife. Percy frowned.

“Well, it’s gone anyway. Somebody must have taken it. Where is Wilfred Brett?
He was in the schoolroom studying his Latin when I left it.”

“Wilfred went home soon after you went over to the woods,” said Charlie
Gardiner.

“I believe he has taken my knife then,” said Percy angrily. “He is the only boy in
school who hasn’t got a knife, and I know he envied me mine by the way I’ve seen
him looking at it.”

“Better not make such accusations before you are sure, Percy,” said Jack
Green. “You haven’t any proof that Wilfred took your knife.”

“Somebody has taken it,” retorted Percy. “You fellows all say you didn’t, so
who is left but Wilfred? He was in the school alone with the knife. Of course he took
it! I never trusted him! He always looked too quiet and sneaky for my taste.”

None of the other boys spoke up in Wilfred’s defense. They did not believe that
he would steal a schoolmate’s knife, but neither could they affirm that they were sure
he wouldn’t. None of them knew much about Wilfred Brett. He was a newcomer in
Belmont and had been attending the school only a month. His people were poor and
Wilfred’s clothes were shabby. He was quiet, reserved, and studious, and did not
make friends easily. His classmates did not dislike him, but as yet he was looked
upon as a stranger.

“Here he comes now,” said Charlie, looking down the road. “He can answer for
himself.”

Wilfred soon reached the group, but he evidently did not intend to join them. He
was passing on with a merely friendly greeting when Percy called to him sharply:

“Hello, Wilfred! I was just asking where you were! Did you see anything of my
knife? I left it on my desk just beside yours when I went down to the brook, and it’s
gone now.”

There was an offensive something in Percy’s tone that brought a flush of anger to
Wilfred’s face. Unfortunately there is no way of distinguishing between flushes of
anger and flushes of guilt, as far as appearances go. Wilfred also thought the other
boys were looking at him curiously. But he answered quietly:

“No, I saw nothing of your knife, Percy, and I do not think you left it in the
schoolroom at all.”

“I tell you I did,” said Percy angrily. “I am sure I left it on my desk. Somebody
has taken it, and you are the only fellow who has been in the room since I left.”

“Do you mean to insinuate that I took your knife?”” said Wilfred, still quietly, but
with a dangerous sparkle in his eyes.



“I insinuate nothing,” retorted Percy. “I only state plain facts. People can draw
their own inferences from them, I suppose.”

Percy turned on his heel and marched off. Wilfred clinched his hands, but Jack
Green said:

“Never mind, Wilfred. We none of us believe you took the knife, of course. It’s
just Percy’s headlong way of jumping at conclusions. And he is so careless it is just
as likely he left the knife somewhere else.”

“I assure you I never saw or touched his knife,” said Wilfred, looking steadily
mto their eyes.

“That settles it,” said Charlie Gardiner. “Of course we believe you.”

It did settle it, as far as the boys were concerned. But Wilfred continued to feel
angry and sore. He could not be sure that all suspicion was really banished from the
minds of his classmates by his simple asseveration, and he knew that Percy Mason
believed that he had stolen his knife. It was a humiliating position. Never before had
he been suspected of such a thing, and he felt it keenly.

Three days passed, during which Percy continued to search ostentatiously for his
knife, bewailing its loss and throwing out covert hints at Wilfred. As these were not
openly directed at him, Wilfred could not resent them, but he chafed under them not
a little.

“I hate Percy Mason!” he exclaimed angrily to his sister Isabel. “He is a regular
snob, and I’ve disliked him ever since I came to Belmont. All the boys do. But he
has some influence, for all that, and if he keeps on insinuating that I stole his knife—
stole it! Just fancy, Isabel—I daresay some of the fellows will come to believe I did.
If he would say anything openly to me, I could show him I resented it; but he never
has since that first time.”

“Don’t mind Percy Mason,” said Isabel gently. She was a pale, sweet-faced girl
and she spent most of her time lying on a sofa with a sadly suggestive crutch close at
hand; but she and Wilfred were “great chums” and he told her everything,

“It’s easy to say ‘don’t mind,”” said Wilfred bitterly, “but I can’t help minding,
It isn’t very pleasant to have anyone trying to make you out a thief. My good name is
about all the capital I’ve got, and if it is to be spoiled I’ll have a poor show. I’'m
afraid this will come to Mr. Phillips’ ears—Amy Phillips goes to school, you know—
and 1f it does I’ll have no chance at all to get that position in the mill. Not that I’ve
much chance anyhow, I suppose. There are nine applicants already and all with more
mfluence than I have.”

“Don’t get blue, brother mine,” said Isabel cheerily. “It will all come out right yet,
if you keep your conscience clear. It’s only real evil that lasts and does harm. And



don’t let Percy Mason aggravate you into doing anything you will repent. I think he’d
like to do that, and you know that quick temper of yours is very apt to flare up.”

“I do know it only too well,” said Wilfred, with a rueful smile. “I do my best to
keep it under control, and you’ve helped me more than words can say, Isabel
You're the best sister a boy ever had, and I guess I’ll never go very far astray if I
always take your advice. Well, I won’t vex myself thinking of Percy. But I do wish I
could get that position. It would make it so much easier for mother and you if I
could.”

Two days later Wilfred, taking a short cut to school through the woods, found
Percy Mason’s knife sticking in a tree down by the brook. He recognized it instantly.
With a sparkle in his eyes he pulled it out and hurried up to the playground where the
boys were assembled.

“Here is your knife, Percy. I found it stuck i the old poplar tree down by the
brook—just where you left it that day you missed it.”

Percy took the knife with a disagreeable sneer.

“That story is a little too thin,” he said mockingly.

Wilfred’s face whitened with anger. The next moment he struck straight out from
the shoulder, and Percy went down.

He was on his feet again n a moment, and would have rushed furiously at
Wilfred had not the other boys intervened.

“Come now, Percy, no fighting,” said Charlie Gardiner authoritatively. “You
know Mr. Wilson doesn’t stand for it. You’d no business to say what you did to
Wilfred. We believe his story, so you’d just better take your knife and keep quiet
about it.”

Percy took this salutary advice and marched contemptuously away; Wilfred also
turned and walked into the schoolroom. His anger had spent itself in the blow, and
he felt thoroughly ashamed of himself. Nothing could justify the way he had acted,
not even Percy’s sneer.

“I’ve made a nice spectacle of myself,” he thought miserably. “Will I ever learn
to control this wretched temper of mine? I have been flattering myself that I had
succeeded mn winning the mastery over it, and now I go and break out like this. What
will Isabel think!”

Wilfred found out what Isabel thought in their customary twilight talk that night.

“Oh, Wilfred, you didn’t knock Percy down!” exclaimed Isabel.

“Yes, I did. I tell you, Isabel, he as good as told me he didn’t believe what I
said.”

“Oh, but two wrongs never make a right, Wilfred. Percy didn’t deserve to be



knocked down, badly as he has behaved to you. You’ve lowered yourself, brother
mine, by giving way to your temper so, and there is only one way you can make it
right. You must apologize to Percy.”

“Oh, I say, Isabel!” protested Wilfred n amazement, “you can’t be in earnest.
I'm sorry I struck Percy, but I'm not going to stoop to apologize to him.”

“I don’t think it would be stooping,” said Isabel steadily. “I think it would be
rising back to the heights of your self-respect again. I think it’s the right thing to do,
and I’m not going to say another word about it.”

“You’ve said as much as if you’d preached a sermon,” said Wilfred ruefully. “I
daresay you’re right, Isabel—you’re always right. But you don’t know what a bitter
pill you want me to swallow. I can’t apologize to Percy Mason, and I won’t.”

Isabel sighed, patted his hand, and said no more. She was a very wise little
Isabel, and she understood Wilfred thoroughly. The latter went off to his books, but
he could not put his mind on his lessons. It was in vain that he decided that it was out
of the question to think of apologizing; the question kept coming up again and again.
Long after he went to bed that night he wrestled with it. Finally he sat straight up in
bed and spoke out his mind to the darkness.

“T'll do it. I’'ve got to do it before I can get back my self-respect. It doesn’t
make any difference what Percy did or said, it is what I did I have to reckon with. It
wasn’t right, and I’ve got to own up to it like a man and a gentleman.”

When Wilfred reached the school playground the next morning, he realized that
the task would be harder than he had expected. Not only were all the boys present
m full force, but the girls were there too. But he did not hesitate. He walked straight
up to the group of which Percy Mason, with a black eye, was the center.

“Percy,” he said clearly and distinctly, “I am sorry I struck you yesterday, and I
ask your pardon for it.”

Percy turned red, looked the fool to perfection, and muttered something half
inaudible about it being “no matter.” Wilfred walked ito the schoolroom with his
head erect.

“I"'m my own man again,” he thought. “Isabel was right.”

It was a pity he could not have heard the comment Charlie Gardiner was making
on the playground that moment.

“Wilfred Brett is the right sort,” he said emphatically. “He is one of us from this
out. I rather think he has proved his mettle.”

A week later Wilfred was considerably surprised to receive a note from Mr.
Phillips, the proprietor of the lumber mill, asking him to come to his office. He found
Mr. Phillips alone, and that gentleman came straight to the point, as was his custom.



“You applied for the vacancy here, Wilfred?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, I have decided to accept you. You can begin your duties next week.”

Wilfred stared at Mr. Phillips as if doubting his ears. It was too good to be true.

“You seem surprised,” said Mr. Phillips, allowing himself to smile. “You didn’t
expect to get the place, eh?”

“No, sir, I didn’t,” said Wilfred frankly. “I knew there were several other
applicants. But since you have been so kind as to accept me, I’'ll do my best to
satisfy you, sir.”

“I don’t doubt that you will; and it isn’t any kindness on my part,” said Mr.
Phillips grimly. “It is pure self-interest. I want a boy that I can trust, for there are
certain responsibilities attached to the position. My daughter Amy told me all about
your trouble in school with that Mason boy, and your manly apology under
circumstances that might have excused the lack of an apology. I liked it; I thought it
showed that there was good stuff in you.”

“I—I mightn’t have done i, though, sir,” stammered Wilfred, desiring to be
honest, “if it hadn’t been for my sister Isabel. I didn’t want to apologize, but she said
I ought to.”

Mr. Phillips laughed.

“The boy who takes such advice from his sister, is the boy I'm looking for.
That’s all. Good day. Report on Monday.”

[The end of The Lost Knife by L. M. (Lucy Maud) Montgomery]



