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*' Stooard/' said the ship's cook in reply, as he

raised his eyes from the conteinplatioii of his

bubbling coppers, " take my word for it, that there

babby wliat has just bin launched ain't agoin' to

shovel off his mortal coil—as the play-actor said

—without makin' his mark some'ow an' some-

w'eres."

"What makes you think so, Johnson?" asked

the steward.

"What makes me think so, stooard?" replied

the cook, who was a huge good-natured young

man. " Well, I '11 tell 'ee. I was standin' close to

the fore hatch at the time, a-talkin' to Jim Brag,

an' the father o' the babby, poor feller, he was

standin* by the foretops'l halyards lioldin' on to

a belayin'-pin, an' lookin' as white as a sheet

—

for I got a glance at 'im two or three times

doorin' the flashes o' lightnin'. Well, stooard, there

was lightnin' playin' round the mizzen truck, an'

the main truck, an' the fore truck, an' at the end o'

the flyin' jib-boom, an' the spanker boom ; then

there came a flash that seemed to set afire the

entire univarse ; then a burst o' thunder like fifty

great guns gone off all at once in a hurry. At that

identical moment, stooard, there came up from the

fore-cabin a yell that beat—well, I can't rightly say

what it beat, but it minded me o' that unfortnit

pig as got his tail jammed in the capstan off Cape


