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military talk, and [ asked him whether
he had long Dbeen wearing the Queen's
uniform.

“Yes, gir,”” he answered, “1've  been
serving cver since I was a kid so high,”
with his hand just above his knee, “ My
father was a soldier and I was born in
barracks, and when old enough became
o drummer boy,” '

“And was it a pleasant life?  Werg
you kindly tredated ?”

“Oh! yes, sir: kindly ecuough. I was
rather a favourite with the men; then
there were other lads of my age or there-
abouts, and we had many jolly sprees. It
was the schoolmaster who was our troub-
le ; he did not like us much.”

“Ah! I sce; rather too free with the
birch, ch 2

“ Well, he did use it sometimes; but 1
wot one good hirching that I shan’t for-
wet in & hurry.  That was from the pro-
~Nostasergeant, though, mnot from the
schoolmaster.” :

“ Whknat dreadinl military crime had you
yuuugsters been up to?” I queried,laugh-
ing at the wry face made by my six-foot
companion.

“ 1t was desertion, I think, eir, or ra-
ther absemee without lenve. Aud  sore
ecnough we were after it, too. Yes, sir,
I'll tell you all ahout it, if you care to
know,”

We were leaning over the steamer’s side,
watching the animated scene as we swift-
ly made our way down stream. The ser-
weant passed o bronzed hand across his
forehead, pushed back his cap, and settle
down to his yarn.

‘““ Among the youngsters in the regiment
there gvere two—Jim Bates, - Curley
Head,” we used to call him, and Arthur
Brown, *‘ the Tough-un’’~who were my
particular chums. The echoolmaxter raid
we were the plague of his life, but we got
on all right with the drum major and in-
structors, for we really liked soldicring,
and thought no “‘small-beer” of our-
selves, 1 can tell you. The other boys
in the barracks used to tease us abit,
which only made us closer chums, We were
then stationed at Dover. Curley, the
Tough-un and | were reguinrly eracked
on fishing, and Wwe got into many a scrape
to onr giving way to it.  But
Tough-un wasn't quite sutisflied with the
fishivg we could get off the xhore, and
vo one day when we had got a good long
nfteinoon before us, he dragged us off to
the harbour, and showed us four or five
rhillings he had in his pocket.

* My captein gave me that for saving
his dog {iom being run over,” said Tough-
un, *“ and I tell you what it is, boys, we'll
just hire a boat. and have & good row and
fishing.”

owing

- Gurloy didn’t quite like the idea, for

he thought we might get into a mess of
some sort,  But the Tough-un only laugh-
ed at him, and ns<Iliked the id-a we soon
agreed to chansce it.  We knew most of
the boatmen, and as the Tough-un could
fork out three or four hob as a deposit,
we had no trouble in getting what we
wanted.  Taking off tumies, Curley and
I took to the oars, young Brown taking
the indder.  After a steady pull my back
hegan  to ache, #0o we lay-to abit, and

Tough-un thiew out come lines.  But wo

didn’t have much luck. We pulled outa
goodish bhit further, and then set to fish.
ing in real carnest. It was in Mid-Aug-
ust, I must tell you, and the sun was jolly
hot. Well, at last [ felt s0 warm that 1
could hardly stand it any longer.

** Here, Curley,” eaid I, “I'm going to
have a swim ; come along with me, while
old Tough looks after the boat.” We
had soon stripped and took a header into
decp water. Curley and I were good
swimmets, and cnjoyed our spree immense-
1y ; we had short races ; the Tough-uur
pulling after us. Then we would seramble
on hoard again and take fresh headers.
At last Tough-un wanted to have a dip,
too, so Curley got into the boat, and Ar-
thur was soon by my side. He was fresh,
and challenged to race, and of course beat
me; and so we tried our luck over and
over again; until Curley called out that
we had better com:» out, ns we were far
away from shore and it was getting late.
The Tough-un, however, ‘had not had
enough of it by long way,and so he would
mot get in the boat, but just to make
Curley waxy swam out faster thaa ever,

“Bob.)” eried Curley, "I wjsh you
would got out.' It is getting late, and

there are no cnd of clouds out there.”

*“ We'll soon row in, Curley, never fear,”
i:aid I, clinging to the gunwale. *“ I'll have
just one race more with old Tough, and
then we can turn back.”

‘*“ Bob—look, Bob, we're an awful way
from Dover,” and Curley pointed over his
wxhoulders.

* You're right, Curley! it's a longish
bit away. Here, Tough, come back ; why
we're right hali-way across the Chapnel.

Come back or we'll be no end late.” But

old Tough only kicked up his heels, and
put his fingers to his turnedp-up no-e,and
dared me to come and cateh him. Curley
was getting funky, however, s0 1ecramb-
led into the boat, and got into my
clothes in double quick time. Tough then
wouldn’t come, &0 I told Curley we'd row
off and catch the beggar. He was away
ahead of us by this time, and the more
we jowed the faster he'd swim away from
us, {

*Oh! this, Bob,” gasped poor
Curley, mopping his golden-haired pat..
“I am about done up.”

We called to the Tough-un and as he
wouldn't listen we turned the boat’s head
round, and began to pull back. It was
rather hnd rowing, but I didn't think
tnuch of that till Arthur yelled out for
us to stop.

stop

This w» did, vesting on oumr
oars watching the poor chap struggling
after us. He seemed rather exhausted., ro
I pulled towards him.

* Hallo, Curley, it's casier to row this
way."”

* Yes,” said he, “ the tide is coming out.
Il be an awful job to row back: it is
sure to be a double case of row.”

*¢ Cheer up, Curley, 'we'll do it all right.”
Poor Curley had lost his dad and had a
bit of a Turk for step-fnther, xo he hnd
more to fear than the rest of u«. Wb
now came up to the Touzh-un, { who
caught hold of the bhout, but couldntt
come in, he was go tired. Curley and !}
Yad to help him over the «id> nad then
he lay down ‘in the Lo:t. puffing and
ounting Tike an old Lidy ' pet pug.

*“You're a mice sort, running away like
a couple of cowards,” were the first
angry words of Brown as he glared at us.

“It serves you right, for mot coming
when we called, Now, none of your cheek,
Arty Brown; get iuto your togs and help
to pull back,” and by way of making him
harry up I just got hold of my cane. The
Tough-un thought he had better get into
his clothes Defore he argued the point,
and so he tugged them on. But by that
time it was getting quite dark, and wo
soon found that we had drifted into a fog-
or the fog had come upon us, We all
three did our best to get back, but we
had to row against a strong tide, and
the fog swiftly overtook us and then shut
out all view of Old England. Well, by
that time it waen’t only Curley who was
in a funk. Tired out though we were we
1owed away like mad towards Dover, as
we thought, but we must have got wrong
somechow, I fancy. Anyway, at last we
had to give up the struggle and rest.
What made our position all the more un-
pleasant was ‘the heavy swell we began
to notice. We had no time to be ill,
though, for presently the wind Dbegan to
rise. It drove the fog away, but that
dido’t help us, for it was pitch dark, and
the sea begnu to look ugly., Lot me tell
you, sir, a rough sea in a big steamer i:
a different thing to a rough sea in &
little boat. We’had to take to the oar:
again to prevent our being gwamped by
the huge waves. Perhaps they may not
have Dbeen guite so big as old Greenwich
Ilospital that we see over there, «ir, but
to us, boys in that boat they lovked eve.y
bit as big as great mountains, threaten-
ing to tumble down on us. We tosed
up into the clouds and sunk right out of
sight, with the green water like moving
walls on all gides of us. Now and again
our boat got into the wrong position,
and then it was shaken all over with the
blow of the green water, which came
spiashing over us and into the bont. 'To
make things worse for us frighten:d lads,
lightning flashed and thunder rolled ovar
fit to blind and deafen anyone. All this
time the Tough-un and 1 had bLeen stick-
ing to our oars as hest we could, while
Cu.ley tried to keep the boat going with
the waves. But the sea was so rough
that we could stand it no longer. 1t wax
a dreadful job to get in our oarx, and
then things scemed to get worse, with
the waves breaking over us, and the
lightning and thunder. We got off the
seats and crouched down in the bottom
of the boat, elinging on to cach other and
the boat for fear of being washed off.
I thought it was all over with us, and
~omehow, now that nothing could he .
done, felt awfully sick at dying right away
from home in the cruel sea, Well, we'd
been elinging to each other like this for
o bit. when it began to rain just like buck-
cts of water. I thought it wae the waves
coming to ewallow us up, but Curley, who
was the coolest of us threo, said, “ No, it
is rain,” and luckily it was rain. For
thix seem=d  to calm down the sea and pre-
wently Curley got up and staggered to
the stern. trying to make out whoere we
were.  However, we had another gjood
hour of rain and storm bhefore it began
tovlear, Wesaw the sun rise, and, at no



