
''TITE LADY OF1 TH-E IMARIIION' 8

This thouglit hiad barely speci, when I
saw the red ensign flutter f romn the MVar-
mion's poop, pause midway between
boom and gaif, then roll out to the full
cxtent-telling of a death on boardi.

Next moment, another flag wvas un-
furled, tiiis, from the mizzen-mast, mid-
way between truck anci deck. It wvas the
stars and stripes, andi instantly, Miatson
exclaimied:-

-My God! - it's the skipper's
ýNvife."

I rememibered: Styles biad woed and
wvon blis wife in 'Frisco. The gossip of
the water-front came back to me-the
love of tbe young girl for the middle-
aged skipper, of lier pride in bis do-
ings, and bier leaving the borne of re-
fined luxury to wed hier biero, and with

imi tbe ship; for tbe IMarmion wvas ever
to bier a part of lier husband's life. Tien,
1 tbougbit of the beautiful face with tbe
1rigbit eyes and delicate complexion, on
wbhich the blush-roses chased each other;
and( a lump came into my throat, as, boy-
like, I tried to smile, to bide the tears;
for, Winiifred Styles haci been gooci to
ai the sailor-boys, wbenever the M\'ar-
miion touched port.

Matson did not speak, - sniall
necd. wen I saw the convulsive sbak-
inig of bis broad sboulders and noted the
(lrawn, biaggard face; as lie wvent to lis
room11-t1e death of the lady of tlue i\'Iar-
mion biad removed a swTeet presence f romi
bis life. Years afterwards, I sav bier
l)icture in lis locket,- the clasp
wvas worn-out w ith miudl open ing.

We stood 'on an' off' tbrougl tbe
night. Next morning the skipper sent
for me, to lis roorn. On entering, I
was astonisheci at tue change; for ail
the fiowers, on the plants lie tended with
such care, biad been shorn off. But 1my3
eyes quickly travelleci to the table, to a
small cross, xvrought out of maiclen-hair
fern, with a spray of orange blossomi at
the foot anci a buinchi of white geraniurn
in tbe center, on1 wbich nlestled a soli-
tarv reci rose.; round about the cross
were Iing, ail the other bloonis.

"WVilson, I amn sending a boat to the
Marmion with a létter of symipathy to
Captain Styles, and to tell him, tbe race
is off.-not mucl sport racing with

cril)1les, is tbere ?-I wxant you to take
these flowvers and - well, you know
wbiat to do with themn " conclud-
eci Matson abruptly, as lie bent over the
table; ostensibly to pack the flowers, in
reality, to bide his twitching face.

TIe day wvas fine, withi just tbe rem-
nants of yesterday's seas undulating the
wrater-~a sbort pull put us on board the
Marmnion. I gave Matson's letter to the
mate and asked permission to place the
flowers on tbe body-there wvas no need
to asic if tbe captain's wvife were clead;
tbe sorrow stricken faces told me that
IMatson liad read tbe deatb signal ariglit.

The mate left mie for a few moments,
taking the letter in to Captain Styles;
thien, hie beckoned to me from the saloon
door. I biesitated- for thougli
I biac seen shipmates struck down to
deati-I liad neyer yet looked on the
face of a dead woman; and she, one
%Vho lad been kind to me.

Thiere wvas no need for fear-bier body
wvas lying peacefully on the settee in the
captaili's room, just as if sbe were asicel)
-the oilskin coat was unbuttoned and
open, the sou'Nvester bad been untied
and thrown back; disclosing- the beau-
tifuil, ebilcîlike face, looking more beau-
tiftul and moire childlike stili, in (leatb.
The tell-tale pallor and suciden spasni
of acute suffering, which I knew must
biave bcen there, liad passed with tbe
dleath struggle-tbe rose tints biad come
1ack-the stilleci cyelashies symbolized
sieci). IUnder the oilskin coat, I saw
the edge of tbe unsexvn, canvas sbroucl;
so, I placed MVatson's cross on bier breast
andl strewed bis flowvers by bier side, and
made wvay for otbers, wvbo were coniing
to take a last lookc at tbeir captain's wife
-ever, a briglbt, brave-bearted slip-
mate!

Captain Styles sbook miy biand as I
wvent ott-it wvas the gril) of a broken-
dowvn, sorrow-ladened man. IHe told me:
tbe disniasting of tbe Marmion lad
broken bis wvife's lueart-hîs way of put-
ting it-)ut, I reniembereci, thc frequent
wvaves of pallor on bier face and the pain-
quiver crossing the wînsome lips.

At noon, they buriec iber in a sailor's
grave-in fulfilmient of ber oft expressed
wish-the WhVitkirk standing by, with
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