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Another cautious whistle from below broug-ht

them to a realization of their surroundings. They
continued liieir downward journey and presently

found George Wick. George was in a bad humor.
He was cold, and he grumbled in cautious growls.

"So ye come for a girl, did ye? Well, there

bes another girl in this harbor I'd like to be fetchin'

away wid me! Aye, here she bes now, wid the
bully."

Mary sprang ashore.

" Here ye be. Git yer gear aboard quick, an'

away wid ye," she wfhispered, "an' don't forget

yer promise."

" I'll be comin' back for ye, one o' these days,"

said George Wick.

" Then ye needn't, for ye hain't wanted," replied

Mary.

John and Flora scarcely heard her; but George
gave ear until the last swish and rustle of her ascent

through the brush died away. Then he fell to load-

ing the bully. Five minutes later they took their

places aboard, pushed out of the little cove, stepped

the mast and spread the red sail.

Flora sat in the stern-sheets. John managed the
tiller with his left hand. The light breeze wafted


