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eyed frienci, now burning briglit and
clear, weil on the port quarter. Even as
I looked, it seemed to change once again
into the dragon's eye, ecdi moment ris-
ing higlier anci bigler andi drawing
nearer. Involuntarity, I shrieked out the
xvords "IViarmion!-the Mar-
miion !'

Next moment, sleep was dasbied com-
pletely f rom my eyes by a cuif f rom the
mate and a sniggering, biaif suppresseci
laugh from the man at the wheel. But
the xîame of our foc biad already reaclied
Mvatson's ears;, before I had recovered
f ronm the mate's blow, lie was on the
poop. He stood in -a haif drcssed state,
as if expecting a caîl, neyer deigning to,
notice the mate nor myseif, neither clid
lie take bis eyes from the green light,
but, from the squaring of bis shoulders
and the intensity of bis gaze, I kncw
there hiad been fact as welt as fiction in
rny drowsy brain-junîble---the schooner
liad clisappearcd the Marmion was
close on our heels. The riddle was im-
miediatety solved by the exhilaration of
cold air, the first fitful breath of the
breeze that had brouglit the Marmiion.

I turned in, the richer by two, briglit-
golden sovereigns, but lay awake, won-
dering if I were hionestiy entitled to,
thcmi ; listening to the glad sound of the
nuing sails to the freshening- breeze:
with the soft, slippcre(l footf ail of
Matson on the poop above. He
was wvatching the green liglit now

-wtcin i creep) Ut) coser and
dloser, until, about (laybrcak, our shilp
suddenly rolled to windward, witli the
sails haliging limp and uscless from the
yards. I ran out, and alono the break
of the poop, to look for the cause, and
found the Marmnion in ail the bcauty of
lier white-wingcd poer close up, on
our wveather beami; every sait curved
and filleci with. the wincl-our share as
well as lier own-heeling over and cut-
ting the seas, whicb dlripped from lier
bow andi side like drops of lic1uid gold,
in the beamis of the rising suri. On lier
poop wvas Captain Style s, and at his
side, the taîl, slender figure of luis wife,
clad in a soft, clinging eiderdown robe:.
with tlueir two years olci baby waving
little, fat hands f rom the snug safety
of lier mother's arms.

Matson was iii bis favourite position,
leaning against the weather pooP rail; a
good hum-oureci smile on bis fuit, red
lips andi eyes which clivicted their atten-
tion between Winifred Styles and quick,
greecly giances astern, where niglit had
mielteci into a batik of dense, black clouds.
No w'ords were exchanged between the
rival crews, just looks, but the looks
spoke volumes, especially the dainty
smiles f rom the lady of the Marmion-
pretty glances of triuimphi, meilowed by
lier beauty - Slue stands before me
to-day as plain as on that morning, s0
does Matson and his parting look, shot
at the Marmiion as she f orged aliead-
the smiile hiad disappeared, in spite of
the tan bis face was ashen pale, bis keen,
gray eyes were filled with uinutterable
but suppresseci tonging, changing into
sudclen alarm when the pink and white
face on the other ship, swayed for a
moment as the owner reeled against lier
busband; and I knew the rose-tints on
lier checks bad been veiled by deathly
pallor-I lad seen it happen before, in
Sydney.

The Marmion passed on-not in a mo-
nient, but very gradually, inchi by inch,
slie crept away from. us-it wvas lier
breeze to a fine point, every threaci of
warp and weft in every sait pulled to
its utmost tension: from the buge main-
sait to the tiny skysail. The Whitkirk
did well, but we were canvassed ini the
modern style, for easy liandling in roughi
weather; withotit the tasseis of stun'-
sails, sky-sail, and balloon-jib. By eiglit
belîs the IVarmion showed us the sterti
ports in lier half-rouind; at noon, lier
courses were flush with the horizon-but
I anticipate.

We got no more watch below that day,
for no sooner hiad thue Marmion passe(l
ahead than Matson got busy. He sent
for the sailmaker, and, to our astonislh-
ment, the whoie crowcl were set to work
unbending ail our fine weatber canvas,
rel)lacing it, sait by saîl, with the best
Suit and ail stormi- sails. The port watch
took the fore and main, the starboard
watch the mizzen and staysails, we lads,
the jigger-mast; with Matson bossing
us around and niaking us climb like
squirrels-I learnt more sailorizing thiat


