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round searchingly for any sigus of
Samn.

The skipper locked up the cabin
and then calliug on one of the
shore-bands to keep an eye on the
forecastle, left it op-n for the cou-
venience of the ernail passenger.
Harry, Charlie and the cook step-

his..attention to the desolate little
figure sitting on the batch.

"Il suppose be'll be all right,"'
said the skipper, uneasily; "lthere's
food and a bed down the, fo'c's'le.
You migbt j ust look round to-nigbt
and see be's safe. I expect we'll
bave to take bim*back to London
with us."'

Tbey turned up a srnall road in
the direction of borne aud walked
on in siIetice, until tbe mate, glan-
ciug bebiud at au acquaintance
wbo bad just passed, uttered a
sharp exclamation. The skipper
turned, and a sniall figure which
badl just sbot round the cornier
stopped in niid-career and eyed
theni warrnly. Tbe men exchang-
ed uneasy giances.

"4Father," cried a small voice.
t"He-be's adopted you now,"

said'tbe skipper, buskiiy.
"O0r you,' saîd the mate. "I1

,lever took inucli notice of birn."
He Iooked around agaîn. Mas-

terjones following,brisklyabout io

yards in the rear, and twenty yards
beind hlm came the crew, who.

having seen hlmi quit the shîp. had
followecl witb the evident inten-
tion of being lu at the death.

".Fatiier," cried the boy again,
"4wait for me,"

Oue or two passers-by stared in
astonislinient. and tbe mate began
to be uneasy as to the company bie
was keeping.

" 1Let's separate," be growled,
'and see wvho lies calliug aft.er"*
The skipper cauglit him by the

arrn, shout out to hlm to go
back," he cried.

-lt's you be's after, I tell you,"
said the mate. "eWho did you
waut. BilIy?

"1 want my father,"' cried tbe

youtb, arid,to prevent any mistake
indicated the raging skipper with
hie finger.

"Who do you want ?" bellowed
the latter. in a frigbtful voice.

4«Want you, father,"I cbirruppcd
Mlaster Jones.

Wrath and dismay struggled for

supremnacy in the skippcr's face,
and bie paused to decide whetber
it would be better to wipe Master
Jones off the face of the earth or
to pursue bis way ini ail the
strength of conscious innocence.
He chose the latter course, and, a
abade more erect than usual, walk-
ed on until he carne in sight of bis
house and bis wife, who was stand-
ing at the door.

"*You corne along o' me. Jem,
and explain," hie whispered to the
mate. Then lie turned about and
bailed the crew. The crew, flat-
tered at being offered front sieats
in the affair,carne forward eagerly.

,4What's the matter ?"4 inquired
Mrs. Hunt, eyeing the crowd in
aniazemlent as it grouped itself in
anticipation.

",Nothing,." said ber husband,
off-haudedly.

"'Who's that boy?" cried the in-
nocent woman.

"It's a poor littie niad boy," be-
gan the skipper; bie carne aboard-

"l'ai not mad father," interrupt-
ed Master joues.

..A poor little niad boy." con-
tinued the skipper, hastily, "Iwbo
came aboard in London and said
poor old Sain Brown was bis
father."

4No-you, father," cried the
boy, sbrilly.

"He calis everybody bis father,"
said the skipçer, with a smile of
anguish;, "that's the forin bis rnad-
ness takes. He called jeni nere
hic father."

"'No. bie didn't,"* said the mate
bluntly.

"*And tben he tbougbt Charlie
was% bis father."'

"«No, sir." said Mr. Legge, with
respectful firmness.

4Well. he said Samn Brown
was,"1 said, the skipper.


