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hour mud.  Presestly we ran among them all,
passing in owd ont, und through their lines,
Thin | took the rudderstrings, so that Celin
wight look while the Captain talked.

He pushed bis It well back, st upright, and
hewan to Iovk up and down the familiar eraft
with the eve of an old fricud anxious to see
tiem looking their beste 1 was not much they
could show i the way of decoration, but the
penpe-hends were there still, and the balesniey
anil earvings of tha stern were munstly uninjured,
A= for the hull, it had generally been painted
sither blaek, whity, or vellow.  There were no
prasts, but they had Jurymasts to serve asoders
ks g oceaston, CThat is the Queen har.
torre, my dear. Sho wasflagship at Agiers whey
f.ord Exmonth showed the Moors we would stand
s mwre notsense, We've fuaght o good many
paval actions, but | think that bnsiness was
At the best dav's wark we ever dild. T was
uesing Arab dhows and slavers offf Zauzibar,
an:d hadn't the chanee of doing my share of the
work.  In 1816 that was -

ke dook o Ul ! Lok, ehildien, There's
b old dsir, Hiod bless her? Flagship, Celia,
2t Navarino, My old ship—my one bittle, AL !
Navaritio, - Thev sav now it was a niistake, and
that we anly played the Russtan’s e, No
chamee of dotng tat again,  Bat anyhow it
was o plortons "-‘iv?.ury." The recallection of
chet day was always too tuch for the Captain,
ated b might bave gone on the whob: evening
with personal remitiseences of the battle, bng
for I'h:' breeze which freshened up and earrind us
pitihe . txin,

o No eonfounded steam,” he gronled, ny
whenls and swmoke spoiling the decks ; quies
vy aailing, and o poise allowed aboanl until
s ran tospeak,  Port, haddy, That
tnthn Prdueese Cluedotte, UVelia. Forty people
vere drowned when she was Lannched 2 and a
woed many more went Yaediw whien she nade hers

’ sl ot Avre. 1 owas not there either
the pity. D was orabang about the nar-
19 e RN §\ii‘k!l 1§ }li!‘ toy ot} Rorn-:u.

CThere s the &y . She foughit the Froneh
et in 1760, and the Spantards in 17070 Goad
L eraft, oNtond obi saeoTowar,

COThmt is the Fohicdt i, teoared 1 Bae withy
the Eert, She o was with Ler o in T0b, amd !
) Java in 13110 We
L Uedin, 1w wantesd

“hemy, jist toog

the sltins b

M T

£

ik she helyesd to 1ake
Aoy thosoe days, vt
e Phat Belonged o the
ake 11, Nat that we weie wo Gnmanterly
v -

A a ovid chobee, W geed to

s thetuen, Senors, Vatalieros, Mynhierts,
sde Dhgtehona, asthe oas might e, Swe've
cottin here 1o hanl down your bunting and un
ap the Unipre Jash over vour s quarters. S,
a pevhaje You would notlike tagive in without

wobat of ahight, von heel better ramoin yeur

chargr, and we'll give vou lead.” Then the me
tion beggan, awd wfter a respeciable quantity of
powder was burned they struck their elours, we
weent dabore, the men lind aspres, and the offis
eers made thelselves agreeable 1o the Young la-

e,

DR mof the young bubies uljeet to raking
friends with the enemy

SNat atsll, my deas Why chould they ?

Ve disd them no wiong, and we generally repre-
sentedd the pol-u:‘mr side s, they wanted tobe taken
Ly thie British Fleet, whitch moant safoty aswell
as ftirtation. And we eujoved our bit of fight.
tng Brst. Dl yan ever hear of Captain Wil
louzhby in Mahiébourg Bay, Tsland of Mauritins !
Well, that's an unlucky story, becanse it euded
Yadly, and instend of Willoughby taking the
islazed the istand took him. Ban hisship ashore:
She farned o her side, so that her puns couldn’
he Brotght to bear. They found the Captain
with one sve sut ami o logg shot otft The Freneh
sptain had a leg shot off oo, and w0 they put
thetn both in the same bad, where thev got bet.
ter, and dmnk each other’s health. The worst
of it way that what we sailers got ter Eugland,
thie politiciens gavenway ugain when thev sigtied
s peeace, - We et the Duteh Lave Jay
the French have Bourbon and Guadaloape. 1
wonder we didnt give New Zealamd to the
Amnericans, and | dare say wre shondd if they had
thotight of axking for it .

“ That j& the olesey, my deat. Gooad old
ship too {iwhe was al Trafalgar. ’l'hv-r-.- x~_.xh>u
~Abrred, who helped to take Guadaloupe iy 1810,
aned the oEolus frigate. She tieed ashotor two
at Martinigue the year befora. Look at theuy,
Wi row of beantios ; forts-two ponnders, the
handiest ael post munderous eraft that ever
went to sen s and look at the sloops and the iit-
Qe three gun hrigantines, [ had ene under my
eommand once.  And ther is the Celumdine,

The Captain begin to sing--

-

Che Trincedi may do her besg,
Aud the dlert so flpet, uir,
Alerg she ix, bt then she's unt
Alert enonglh to beat. sir,

Y T + - x “ -

e Aewrn andd the Satellite,
Thelr efort tow, WAy try: sir,

Bnt i thay beat the Colwmbane,
CUWhy, tash ft E—they st v, wir

© Pheyowill build o more sueh ships ; sew
munnxhip means poking the fire.. Loek at-these
thingsmow! o ! .

e pointed with great contempt to the war
ateatirse Those of 185% wonld be thought
heridess things enongh now, Twa or thyee had
weresws, bt most-hid the old padddles. The fnde
af Wellington of 180 guny earried a sérew § so
il the Menheim, the Lecker, and the Ensoualer,

ull of which were lyiig in the harlonr. But the

Oilin, the Hasitisk, and the Siden were splendii
paddile ‘stenmeirs, Ao them lay the Wegera,

Lwe et

& troop ship, afterwards wrocked on St, Paul's
Island 5 the Queen’s steam yvacht, the Fuiry, as
pretty a eraft as ever floated, in which Her Ma-
Jesty ased to rwm o and fro between Oshorne
and the {mrl i the Fietorio ond 4 lhert, the lar-
ger Roval Yaelit 5 and the pretty little fiee, the
smallest steamer aflont, befors thev fnvented the
noisy little steam lannches to kill the fish, to
tear down the Lanks of the rivers, and ta take
the bread out of the mouths of the old wherry-
men inour hinrhour., )
We were dimwing near the lust of the big
ships. :

*There, Celig, look at that eraft,”” eried the
Captain, Do you see anything remarkahle
abwut her 17 ’ i v

“Nagauly she ds yellow.”
o That i< becnnse she is receiving hulk,” he
iformed h-~r,'\\'ilh the cahinness that comes of a
whole voacrvoir of knowledge behind, 1t isin
hercat that Dinew. Dan't vou remark the eut
of her atery, the lines of her bows 77

She shonk her hewd, wnd Tanghed.

0Lt theigmoranee of womankind,” suid the
Captain, My dear,<he’s Freneh. Now yousen, ™

Apin Celia shook her head. ’

Wl e sighed, “© suppose it's no nse
teving to makeaw voung Jady understand such a
simple thing, 171t had been a big of lace now,
or any otleer fal-laland lap-doodle- never mind,
my prefty, vou're wise cuough upon your own
hmes That is the Soade, my dear, and she is
ane of the very List of the ol prizes Weft. When
sl i broken ups, P don't know where | ~ould oo
o look for anothier of the old French prizes. My
father, who was a master in the uavy, n:n‘ig;\[u:l
her dnto this very port. She stiuek ber tag off
Frest. k
HOleis A page of history, children,” he went on,
this obd harbour. They anght to keep all the
shaps juat ws they aveand wever break up one
I she drops o piecess The brave old ships
FUoscems & shame, too, to taen then into el
hulis wnd conviet halke. 1 wonld paint them
every visar, and keep then for the hoys awel girls
tosees ¢ Thewe are the eraft af the old tighring
balldos " Fowenbd el them.  * You've got to
fleht vor v battles inoa different sort of wav,

el b batldogs, fows

VRr VoIl gy iuto aethm,
amd vou'l )'HH throngl just as vour fathers did,”

b wsight swhen bowas a boy” the Cape
it went on,  chat you'lb ever seoe again unless
the Lowds of the Mwimbty take sy advice and
give over beaking ag shipss 1o the fast of
the oblest ship du the servive, She was the
Foondd (50 ae, of eighty guns. This JLip wis
bt for Charles the Secomd, sailed for Jatnes
the second, and tought off and on for a hundeed
atdd forey vears.  Theu they broke her upein
1812 - besinae, | osuppose, they were tined of
lovking at ber,  She onght ta be siloat saw, for
sotiader tmber you tever suw,”

“Shailwe downsails and out seulls™ | asked.

The Captatn amswered by a pesturs, and w.-
kepr om our conrse. The tele waus runing ous
rapiaiv,

SFve gmimites wors, Lieddy) ke said.
SOV tie fo go as faroas dack the Painter's
Point, and then we'll vome down vasy and con-
fortabile with the hast of the elib.”’

Wi had Ieft the lines of ships and hulks he-
Bind us now, and were sailing over the broaa
sitrface of the upper harbour, where 1tis wise,
even at high tide, to keep to the ereeks, the fines
of which are tndivated by posts. In these there
ay, soold that shey Lad long sinee been forgot-
ten, sotnie halfoaedozen black hulls) vach tenanted
by asinghe exovamant officer with his family.
Fyen the Usplain, who kuew most ships, could
not tell the hiistory of these mysterious vessels.
What its, D used to think as a boy, could com-
pare with that of being the only man on board
ane of these okl shipa ¥ Faney being left in
cliarge aof saeli a vessely vourseld all alone, or
perhaps with Leonard moored alongside also in
charge of one.  Rubjuson Crusoe in bis most
solitary womeuts voubd not have felt happier.
Then to wander and explore the great empty
ship: to open the cabin and look in the ohl
Joekers : to roans about in the dim silences of the
Tower devk, the twilight of the orlopy the mys.
terious shades of the eockpit, and to gaze down
the impenetrihle Hrobus of the hold.. To this
thay 1 ean never go on bourd a great ship with-
out a feeling of mysterious treasures and strange
serrets furking in the depths below me. - And
what a place for ghosts ! Think, if you coull
constrain the ghos's of these old ships to speak,
what tales they conld 1ell of privateering, of pi-
rting, of perils on the Spanish Muin, of adven-
ture, of pillage, and of glory.  There may be a
ghost or two in old inns, deserted houses, ruined
exatles, amd country churehyvards.  But they arve
nothiug, they van be nothing, compared with
the ghosts on an old ship lying forgotten up the
harbour. - Cis shadders, ind thinks she cun get
on very well without ghosts, and that when she
wants their soctety she would rather meet them
ashore, N .

ST hat ships maybe” hawuted,” said the Cape
tain, gravely, *is true beyond s doubt. Fvery
satlor will tell you that. . Did - you never hear
hiow we were haounted whoand the Frarrought by
the ghost of the purser’s elerk 7

1 have always regrettod; for Celia’s suke, that
we did not hear that story. - The Uaptain stop-
ped Leeanse we were close on Jack the Painter's
Point, and we had 1o attend to the boat,

The DPoint was a low-lving narrow tongue of §

Tand, with one solitary tree upon i, rusning out
into the harbonr. [t hid an edging or beach of
dingy sand, behind which the turf began, in
knots of long conrse. grass, hetween which, at
Ligh tide, the ground was soft and marshy ; when
the water was out it was dificalt to tell where

i
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the mul ended and the land hegan. Now, when
the tide was at ity highest, the little point, lap-
ped by the waves, aud backed hy its single tree,
wide a pretty picture. It was a lonely and de-
serted spot, far away from auy house or inhab-
ited place ; there was not even  road near it ;
behind waus a barren field of poor grass where
grese picked up a living with anxiety and con-
tinued effort ; and it wag haunted by the gloom-
lest associations, because here the ghost of Jack
the Painter walked.

Jt was nota fact open to doubt, like some
stories of haunted places ; Jack had been seen by
% «'rqwd of witnesses, respectable mnariners, whose
testimony was free from any tinge of doubt. - It
walked after nightfall —-it walked backwards and
forwirds, up and down the narrow tougue of
land. 1t walked with 1ts hands ¢ wsped hehind
1ts neck, and it’s head bent forward as if in pain.
Anybody might be in pain after hanging for
years inchains.  Imitate that action, and con-
jure up, if vou can, the horror of such an atti-
tude when assuned by a ghost.

The story of Painter Jack was an episode in
the last eentury. He belonged to the }mtf:rnil}‘
of m?eumkem, a special Guild in this port, the
metnbers of which enjoyed the privilege, when-
ever the Soversign paid the place a visit, of
marching in procession, clad in white jackets,
nankeenu trousers, aud blue sashes, in front of
the Royal carriagge.  The possession of his share
in this privilege ought to have wade Juck. as it
sdoubtless made the rest of his hrethren, virtuons
and happy. Tt Al not : Juack became moody,
aml nursed thoughts of greatnwess.  Unfortun-
ately, his ambition led hiw in the same direction
as that of the illustrious Eratostratus, He
achieved grreatuess by setting fire to the rope.
walk, They found out who had done it, after the
fire was over and a vast amoeunt of damage had
bern perpetrated, and they tried the unlurky
dack for the offence. He confessed, made an
edifving endd, and was hanged in chaius on that
very point which now bears his name. It wusin
1776, and twenty years ago there were still peo.
ple who remembered the horrid gibbet and the
black body, tarred, shapeless, hanging in chains,
and swinging stridently to and fro in the brecze.
Uther pentlemen who  were gibbeted in the
conrse of the same century had friends to come
secretly wnd take them down.  Mr. Brvan, for
instanee, was one. He for a brief space kept
company with Puinter Juck, hanging beside him,
clad hamisomely in black velver, new shoes, and
a Jaced shirt, He was seeretly removed by bis
relations. Willtams the Marine was another
Lie was popular in the foree, aml his comrades
took hitg down. Sa that poor Jack was left
guite aloue iu that dreary place, and partly out
of habit, partly because it hsd no more pleasant
places of resart, the ghost continued to roam
abmit the spot where the body had hung so long.

“Down sail, out sealls,” said - the Captain,
* Hard a port, Celiie. We'll drop down easy and
comlortable with the tide. How fast it runs
out "1 was too late to think of tucking home
with the wined dead agadust ug, and the tide was
strong in ovr favaur, 1 teok the seulls and bLe-
gat mechanieally to row, looking ot Celia.  She
was more silent now.  Perhaps she was think-
ing of her persistent lover, for the lines of her
[moutl were set hard., 1 do not know what the
i Uaptain was thinking of ¢ perhaps of Leounard.
However that may be, we were a boat's erew
without & coxswain for a fow minutes,

*Laddy ' cried the Captain, starting up,
where have we got to 37 )

FTheld up and looked round. The tide was
running out faster thad T had ever known it
We were in the middle of one of the great banks
of mud, and there was, | felt at onee, but a sin-
gle inch between the keel and the mud. 1 grasp-
el the sculls agadn, and pulled ashard as U knew;
but it was all of ne use.  The next moment we
touched : then a sdesperate struggle to pull her
through the mud ; then we stuck fast, and, like
the water tlowing out of'a cup, the tide ran away
from the mud-bank, leaving us high and drey,
fast prisoners for six hours, '

We fooked at each other in dismay.

Then the Captain langhed,

** Not the first boat's crew that has had to
mass the night an the mud,"” he said cheerfully.
“*Lucky we've got the wraps.  Celin, my dear,
do you think you shall mind it very much?
We will put vou to sleep in the stern while
Laddy and 1 keep wateh and~ wateh. No
supper, though, Poor little maid ! Poor Celia I

She only laughed,  She liked the adventure,

There was no help for it, not the slightest.
Like it or not, we hiul to pass the night where
we were unless we conld wade, waist deep, for 2
‘mile through black wiud to Jack the Painter’s
Paiut.

The tide whieh had left us on the bank had
retreated frome tho whole upper part of the har.
bour.  But the surlace of the mud was still wet,
aud the splendour of the setting sun made it
look like a vast expuase of molten gold. . Oue
might have heen'on the broad ocean, with no-
thing to break the boundless view but u single
solitary islet witly a tvee on it for so'seemed the
Point of Painter Jack. - The sky was clowmllssg,
save in tho west, where the lightUmists 6f evens
ing were gathered together, tike the vonrties at
thie concher du roi, to take favewell of the sun,
clad in their gorgeous. dresses of pearl-grey,
yvellow, crimson, and. emerald.  Athwart the
face of the setting sun, w purple cleftin light
and clowd, stood up the solitary poplar on the
Point. . Bathed and surrounded by the western
glory, it seemed to have lost all testraiuts of dis-
tance, and to form, in the et splendour,
part and pareel of the sapphire-tinted west,

As wo looked, the sun sauk with a plunge,

the evening gun from the Duke of York's bas-
tion over the north of the harbour saluted
the departure of the day. The courtier clonds
did not immediately disperse, but slowly began
putting off their bright apparel. :

In a quarter of an hour the outside clouds
were grey 3 in half an hour all were grey 5 and
resently we bLegan fo see the stars elear and
right in the cloudlesys sky.

““The day is gone,” murmured Celix, '*morn
is breaking somewlhere beyond the Atlantic.
We ought not to let the thoughts of cur own
selfish cares spoil the evening, but when the
sun sank, my heart sauk too.” =

“* Faith and Hope, muy prety,” said the Cap-

tain.  *Come, it is nearly nine o’clock. Let
us have evening prayers and torn in.”™
This was our godly customn before supper,

The Captain read a chapter~—he wes not parti-
cular what——regarding «ll chapters as so wany
articles or rules of the ship, containing well-
defined (duties, on the proper perfermance of
which rested the hope of future promotion. O
this occusion we had no chapter, naturaliy.
But we all stood up while the Captain tosk off

his hat and recited one or two pravers. Then
Celin and 1 sang the Evening Hymuo., Owur

voices sounded strange in the immensity of the
heavens abave us,—strange and small.

And then we sat down, wnnd the Captain began
to wrap Celis round in the waterpronts.  She
refused to have more than our, and we finally
persuaded him to take one for himseif--they
were good-sized serviecable things, fortanatddy
—and to leave us the other.  We all thiee sut
down in the stern of the boat, the Crptain on
the boards with his elbow on the seat, and.Celia
and 1, side by side, the mg wrapped round us,
close together.

Ashore the bells of the old chiunh were play-
ing their hymn tune, followed by the curiew,

““The bells sound sweetly across the water,”
murmursd Celia, ¢ Listen, Laddy, what do
they say 17

“1 know what the hig bell savs,™ 1 replied.
‘1t has written upoen it what it says:

We gond people all

To prayers do eall,

We honour to king,

And brides joy do bring,
Gaood tiding+ we 1al))

Aud ring the dead’s Xnell.

CfGood tidings we tell,'"" she
“What cond tidings for us, Laddy 27

“ 1 will zell vou presently,” b said, *“ when 1
have made them ont.”

The bells cease, and silenee falls upon ns. Jx
has growa darker, but there is no real darkness
during this sumuer night, ouly u twilight which
mukes the shadows black. As we look down
the harbour, where the ships He, it is 2 seene of
enchantment.  For the man-o'-war’s ligiits, not
regular, but scattered here and there over the
dark waters, light up tite harbour, and produce
an effect stranger than any theatrical scene.

Said the Captain, thinking still of the ships,

“ A ship’s Iife is like a man’s life.  She is
put in commission after years of work to it her
up—that’s our education. She sails away on
the business of the country, she has storms and
valims—so have the landlubbers ashore ;" she has
good captains and bad captains ; she has times
of good behaviour and times of bad ; sometimes
she’s wrecked . well, therg’s many a good
frllow thrown away so; sometimes she goes
down in action, nothing tiner than that—and
sometimes she spends the rest of her life up in
harbour.  Well for her if she isn"t mnade s con-
viet hudk.  Celia, my dear, you are comfort-
able, and not too cold’?”’

‘“Not a bit ecold, Captain,
rather hungry.”

There was no help for that, and the Captain,
announcing his intention to turn in, enjoined
me to wake him at twelve, so that we two could
keep wateh and wateh about, covered his head
with the rug, and in five minutes wus fast
asleep. :

Then Celia and 1 had the night all to onr-
selves,

We wero sitting close. togethier, . with the
waterproof round our shoulders.  Presently,
getting a little cramped, Celia slipped down
from the seat, and curled herself close up to the
sleeping Captain, resting her head upon. my
knees, while I laid my arm round her neck.

Was it treachery when 1 had striven to beat’

down and congquer a passion which was not by
any means fraternal for me to feel as if there
hitd never been a perfect night siuce the world
for me begun till this one 1T wished it would
last for ever. When betore had I had my queen
all to myself in the long, sweet silences of
summer night! And none to hear what we
said, )
«xThere was no -word of love, bécause that was
all one side, but there was talk.,, We did not
sleep that night. - The sir was soft and warm,
though sometimes came o cold touch of wind
which made us pull the wraps tighter, and nes-
tle close to each other. . But we tulked in low
whispers, partly bee: the uight s a suensd
iz, and partly beecanse we wote careful not o
witke the Captain, g

whispirs,

thank you, only

(To b coanlimugid )
R E A D ER ’ If yor o SUFFERING from Nig.
M VOUS PROSTEATION, oy baidth
is endangerad by huartal inSoeaces <ol s sanhenlify
oecupations, sedeatary prurestiis, gl e whieh weces.
sitite nndune physical or senilstritn, nsea RELTABLYL
MEDICINE like ’ )

PLEHIOSITOZONIC!
and, though you may ave triedsatlier. rommdios s huns -
¥

dred “tinies Lufore witiont mbvhbeoeds v wi
the mement you remd this aml asid PHOSPOZONE:




