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2 A Strange Manuscript

asleep, others smoking, others playing cards. At the
stern 'were Qxenden, the intimate friend of Feather-
stone, and Dr. Congreve, who had come in the double
capacity of friend and mgdical attendant. These two,
like the creéw, were in a state of dull and langnid repose.
Suspenrded between the two masts, in an Indian ham-
mock, lay Featherstone, gith a cigar in his mouth and
a novel in his hand, which he was pretending to read.
The fourth member of the party, Melick, was seated
near the mainmast, folding some papers in a peculiar
way. His occupation at length attracted the roving
eyes of Featherstone, who poked forth his head from
his hammock, and said, in a sleepy voice :

“I say, Melick, you’re the most energetic fellah I
ever saw. By Jove! you’re the only one aboard that’s
busy. What are you doing ?”

“Paper boats,” said Melick, in a business-like tone.

“Paper boats! By Jove!” said Featherstone. “ What
for?”

“I’m going to have a regatta,” said Melick. * Any-
thing to kill time, you know.”

“By Jove!” exclaimed Featherstone again, raising
himself higher in his hammock, ¢ that’s not a bad idea.
A wegatta! By Jove! glowious! glowious! I say,
Oxenden, did you hear that?”

“What do you mean by a regatta ?” asked Oxenden, :
lazily.

“Oh, I mean a race with these paper boats. We can
bet on them, you know.”

At this Featherstone sat upright, with his legs dang-
ling out of the hammock.

“By Jove !” he exclaimed again. “Betting! So we
can. Do you know, Melick, old chap, I think that’s a

wegular piece of inspiration. A wegatta! and we can
bet on the best boat.”




