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18 SHANDYGAFF

To his amazement the reviewer recognized the

dark beard and soulful eyes of the poet.

Mr. Verne clutched in rigid arms, not a roll of

manuscripts, but a wriggling French poodle, whose

tufted tail waved under the poet's chin. The
lady behind him, evidently his wife, as she clung

steadfastly to the skirt of his ulster, held tightly

in the other hand a large glass jar in which two
agitated goldfish were swinmiing, while the four

children watched their parents with anxious eyes

for the safety of their pets. "Daddy, look out

for Ink!** shrilled one of them, as the struggles of

the poodle very nearly sent him into the water

under the ship's side. Two smiling stewards with

mountainous portmanteaux followed the party.

"Mother, are Castor and Pollux all right?" cried

the smallest child, aiid ^nomptly fell on his nose

on the gangway, disrupting the file.

Stockton, with characteristic delicacy, refrained

from making himself known until the Vemes had
recovered from the embarrassments of leaving the

ship. He followed them at a distance to the "V"
section where they waited for the customs ex-

amination. With mingled feelings he saw that

Finsbury Verne was no cloud-walking deity, but

one even as himself, indifferently clad, shy and

perplexed of eye, worried with the comic cares of a

family man. All his heart warmed toward the


