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Bit of a rat you be, when your blood’s up. That 
ain’t English, they said ! Damn England, say I. 
What’s English way ? I know your breed. If you 
don’t go in over the bulwarks amidships you’ll 
wriggle through by the anchor chains. You’d scuttle 
your boats, you would, afore you went in over one 
of them fortified galleons, scuttle your boats, you 
would, so as when you got in amidships you’d ha’ no 
place to go back to and you just ’ud have to get in 
on ’em either in the forecastle or the sterncastle. I 
know you. You’re English enough for me. I see 
your future on the high seas, lad. Never you go to 
Bristol into no business man’s house. Pack o’ 
pimps, them Bristol merchants. I know.” And 
then at the thought of Bristol merchants he fell into 
the most blasphemous language that Upcott had 
everheard. The horror of it prompted flight beyond 
earshot. And the man’s keen preoccupation with 
his thoughts (he staring ahead with contorted face, 
seeing some memory-created Bristol merchant, it 
would appear, on whom he breathed his brimstone) 
gave Upcott the opportunity. The lad took two 
tentative steps away, and then, the mariner still 
swearing, a third ; then his steps quickened and he 
whisked around the corner and ran from the echo 
of that voice.

But he was to see the mariner of the crimson 
speech again and hear the tale of Bristol merchants 
told coherently. At the moment came other 
matters, for now he met his father rolling and 
spluttering inn-ward and fell in step with him.

“ Supper,” growled Upcott at the inn ; and so


