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the sailing-master in transmitting his orders. One was
that they might be removed somewhat from native
curiosity. The other was, they might be near the
Carstairs residence, which was up this way somewhere.
So, between the yacht and the town lay hill and wood
intervening. The Cypriani, so to say, had anchored
in the country. Only a light glimmering here and
there through the trees indicated the nearness of man’s
abode.

A soporific quality lurked in the quiet solitude, and
Varney, sunk in a deck-chair, yawned. They had de-
cided at dinner that they would do nothing that night
but go to bed, for it seemed plain that there was noth-
ing else to do: little girls did not ramble abroad alone
after dark. Up the companion-way and over the
glistening after-deck strolled Peter, an eye-catching
figure in the flooding moonlight. For, retiring to his
stateroom from the table, he had divested himself of
much raiment and encased his figure in a great purple
bathrobe. He was a man who loved to be comfort-
able, was Peter. Topping the robe, he wore his new
Panama. Varney looked around at the sound of foot-
steps, and was considerably struck by his friend’s
appearance.

“ Feeling well, old man?” he asked with solici-
tude.

“ Certainly.”

“Not seasick at all? You won't let me fetch you
the hot-water bottle? ”

“No, ass.”

Peter sank down in an upholstered wicker chair




