236 “THERE IS SORROW ON THE SEA"

“Sure enough, he wasn’t dead. Lancy stood there
i watchin’ us while we fetched Faddo back, and I tell
W | you, that was a narrow squeak for him. When he got
! his senses again, and was sittin’ there lookin’ as if he'd
been hung and brought back to life, Lancy says to
him: ‘There, Jim Faddo, aw’ve done wi’ you as a man,
and at twelve o’clock aw’'ll begin wi’ you as King's
officer.” And at that, with a good-night to my uncle
I ! and all of us, he turns on his heels and leaves the Book-
in-Hand.

“I tell you, Cousin Fanny, though I'd been ripe for
quarrel wi’ Lancy Doane myself that night, I could ha’
took his hand like a brother, for I never saw a man deal
fairer wi’ a scoundrel than he did wi’ Jim Faddo. You
see, it wasn’t what Faddo said about himself that made
Lancy wild, but that about his brother Tom; and a
man doesn’t like his brother spoken ill of by dirt like
Faddo, be it true or false. And of Lancy’s brother I'm
goin’ to write further on in this letter, for I doubt that
you know all I know about him, and the rest of what
happened that night and afterwards.

“DeAr CousiN FAnNy,—I canna write all I set'out to,
for word come to me, just as I wrote the las. sentence
‘ above, that the ship was to leave port three days sooner
| than was fixed for when I began. I have been rare and
busy since then, and I have no time to write more.
And so ’twill be another year before you get a word
‘ from me; but I hope that when this letter comes you’ll
[ f write one back to me by the ship that sails next sum-
mer from London. The summer’s short and the win-
ter’s long here, Cousin Fanny, and there’s more snow
than grass; and there’s more flowers in a week in
Mablethorpe than in a whole year here. But, lass, the
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