Arrir, 29th, 1892,)

raging billow were appropriate to the present nautical cir-
cumstances. After much persuasion The Crew was induced
to add to the harmony of the cvening. His voice was
strong, but, like many strong things, under imperfect con-
trol ; his tune was nowhere, and his intended pathetic
unction was simply maudlin. Coristine could recall but
little of the long ballad to which he listened, the story of
& niggardly and irate father, who followed and fought
with the young knight that had carried off his daughter.
Two verses, however, could not escape his memory, on
account of the disinterested and filial light in which they
made the young lady appear :—
“ O stay your hand,” the old man cried,
A-lying on the ground,
*“ And you shall have my daughter,
And twenty thousand pound.”

““Don't let him up, dear sweetheart,
The portion is too small.”

*“O stay your hand,” the old man said,
*“ And you shall have it all.”

The lawyer was loud in his admiration of this classical
piece, and what he afterwards found was The Crew’s ori-
ginal and only tune. *That was the kind of wife for a
poor man,” remarked Sylvanus, meditatively ; ¢ but she
was mighty hard on her old dad.”

*They’re a poor lot, the whole pack of them,” said the
lawyer, savagely, thinking of the quandary in which he and
his friend were placed.

“ Who is 1” asked The Crew.

“ Why, the women, to be sure.”

“ Look here, Mister, my name may be Sylvanus, but
T'know I'm pretty rough, for all that. Bat, rough as 1
am, [ don’t sit quiet and let any man, no, not as good
friends as you and me has been, say a word agin the wim-
men. When T think o’ these yere gals as was in this
blessed schooner last summer, I feel it my jaty, bein’ 'm
one o’ them as helped to sail her then, to stand up fer all
wimmen kind, and, no offence meant. I guess your own
mother’s one o’ the good sort, now wasn’t she 1"

“I should say she is,” replied Coristine ; “there are
splendid women in the world, but they’re all married.”

““ That don’t stand to reason, nohow,” said The Crew,
with gravity, “’cos there was a time wonst when they
wasn't married, and if they was good arter they was good
afore. And, moreover, what was, is, and ever shall be,
Amen!”

‘“ All right, Sylvanus, we won’t quarrel over them, and
to show I bear no malice, I'll sing a song about the sex,”
whereupon he trolled out: * Here's to the Maiden of
Bashful Fifteen.” Wilkinson came running aft when he
heard the strain, and cried : ¢ Good heavens ! Coristine,
whatever has got into you, are you mad or intoxicated ?”

“ I'll bet you your boots and your bottom dollar that
he ain’t that, Mister,” interposed The Crew, fer you
couldn’t scare up liquor enough on this yere Susan Thomas
to turn the head of a canary.”

“ We are exchanging musical treats,” said Coristine in
defonce, « Sylvanus here favoured me with an old ballad,
not in the Percy collection, and I have been giving him
one of the songs from the dramatists.”

‘“ But about women ! " protested the dominie,

* There ain’t no songs that ain’t got somethin’ about
women in 'em that's wuth a cent,” indignantly replied The
Crew, and Wilkinson sullenly retired to the bow.

When the captain emerged from the hold he was
hardly recognizable. Instead of his common sleeved waist-
coat and overalls, he was attired in a dark blue suit of
broadcloth, tha vest and frock coat of which were resplen-
dent with gilt buttons. These clothes, with a befitting
peaked cap and a pair of polished boots, had evidently
come out of the large bundle he had brought from Belle
Ewart, where the garments had probably done Sunday
duty, for a smaller bundle, which he now threw upon the
deck, contained his discarded working dress. Wilkinson
was confirmed, by the spectacle presented, in his dire sus-
picion that the captain’s niece would appear at Barrie,
and, then and there, begin an acquaintance with him that
wight have the most disastrous consequences. But hope
springs eternal in the human breast, as the poet says, so
the schoolmaster tackled the commander, congratulated
him on his fine appearance, and began to pump him as to
the whereabouts of Miss Carmichael. The old gentleman,
for such he looked now, was somewhat vain in an off-hand
sort of way, and felt that he was quite the dominie's equal.
He was cheerful, even jovial, in spite of the contrary asser-
tions of The Crew, as he replied to Wilkinson’s interroga-
tions.

““ Ah, you sly young dog,” he said, “ I see what you're
at now. You'd like to hear that the pair of them are
waiting for us at Barrie ; but they’re not. They've gone
to stay with my brother-in-law, Carruthers, in the County
of Grey, where I’ll go and see their pretty faces myself in
a few days,”

Wilkinson swallowed the ‘sly young dog” for the
sake of the consolation, and, hurriedly making his way aft,
commuanicated the joyful news to Coristine. That gentle-
man much amused The Crew by throwing an arm round
the schoolmaster’s waist and waltzing his unwilling partner
over the deck. All went merry as a marriage bell till the
waltzers struck a rope coil, when, owing to the dominie’s
struggles, they went down together. Recovering them-
selves, they sat on deck glaring at each other.

“You're a perfect idiot, Coristine.”

“ You're a regular old muff, Wilkinson.”

The Crew, thinking this was a special pantomime got
up impromptu for his benefit, roared with laughter, and
applauded on the tiller. He was about to execute & hoe-
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down within tiller limits to testify his sympathy with the
fun, when the captain appeared in all his Sunday finery.

‘¢ Let her away, you laughing hyena,” he yelled to the
unlucky Sylvanus, who regained his mental balance and
laid his back to the tiller the other way.

“Borry I've no chairs for you gentlemen,” he remarked
to the seated travellers ; “ but I guess the deck’s as soft
as the wooden kind.”

“ Don’t mention it, my dear captain,” said Coristine,
as he sprang to his feet ; “ we were only taking the latitude
and longitude, but it’s hard work on the bones.”

“You allow yourself too much latitude, sir, both in
your actions and in your unjustifiable remarks,” muttered
the pedagogue, more slowly assuming the perpendicular.

“ Now, captain,” cried the lawyer, “1 leave it you,
sir, as a judge of language, good and bad. What is the
worst thing to call 8 man, a muff or an idiot!”

The captain toyed with the lanyar1 of his tortoise-shell
rimmed glasses, then put them deliberately across his nose,
coughed judiciously, and gave his opinion :---

“ An ijit is a man that’s born without sense and can’t
keep himself, d’ye see ? But a muff is that stupid, like
Sylvanus here, that he can’t use the sense he’s got. That
being the case, a muff is worse than an ijit.”

“Mr. Wilkinson, I bow, as in duty bound, to the
verdict of the court, and humbly apologize for having
called you something worse than an idiot. In my poor
opinion, sir, you are not worse than the unfortunate
creature thus described.”

Wilkinson was about to retort, when The Crew called
out that the schooner was in the Bay, and that the lights
of Barrie could be seen in the distance.

“ Keep to your helm, Sylvanus,” growled the captain ;
‘““there’s three pair of eyes here as good as yourn, and I
hope with more sense abaft ’em.”

Sylvanus relapsed into silence of a modified kind,
merely whistling in a soft way his original copyright tune.
As the travellers had never seen Kempenfeldt Bay before,
they admired it very much, and forgot their little mis-
understanding, while arm in arm they leaned over the
bulwarks, and quoted little snatches of poetry in one
another’s ears. The twinkling lights of the town up on the
cliffs suggested many a pleasing passage, so that Wilkin-
son told his dear Corry he was more than repaid for the
trouble incident on their expedition by the sweet satisfac-
tion of gazing on such a scene in company with a kindred
spirit of poesy. To this his comrade replied, ¢ Wilks,
my dear boy, next to my mother you're the best friend
T ever hope to have.”

“T,et us cherish these sentiments for one another,
kind friend, and the cloud on the horizon of our tour will
never rise to darken its happy future,” after which the
learned dominie recited the words of Ducis:—

“ Noble et tendre amitié, je te chante en mes vers.”

* Murder ! ” cried Coristine, *‘ Do you know that that
Miss Jewplesshy, or Do Please, or whatever her name is,
is French 1”

“Q, Corry, Corry, how could you break in upon a
scene of purest friendship and nature worship like this
with your wretched misses?! O, Corry, be a man!”

“ The anchor’s agoin’ out,” remarked The Crew, as he
passed by ; so the travellers rushed to the capstan and
got hold of the spikes. Out went the cable, as Coristine
sang :—

Do ! my Johnny Boker,

I'm & poo-er sailor,

Do ! my Johnny Boker,
Dot!!

The ship made fast, the captain said, *Sylvanus will
take you gentlemen ashore in the dingy. It only holds
three, so I'll wait till he comes back.” The pedestrians
protested, but in vain. Sylvanus should take them ashore
tirst. So they bade the captain good-bye with many
thanks and good wishes, and tumbled down into the dingy,
which The Crew brought round. The captain shouted
from the bulwarks in an insinuating way, “ I'll keep my
eye on you, Mr. Wilkinson, trying to steal an old man’s
niece away from him,” at which the victim shuddered,
Away went the dingy some fifty yards or more, when
Coristine called out, “ Have you got the knapsacks, Fargu-
har, my dear?”

“ Why, bless we, no,” he answered. * 1 thought you
had them.” ‘“Row back for your life, Sylvanus, to get
the blessed knapsacks ;” and Sylvanus, patient creature,
did as he was told. The captain threw them over the side
with another farewell speech, and then the dingy made for
the bank, while Coristine sang in a rich voice :—

Pull for the shore, sailor,
Pull for the shore,

They landed, and, much against The Crew’s will,
he was compelled to receive a dollar from each of hie
passengers.

“T'll see you again,” he said, as he rowed back for the
captain, ¢ I'll see you again up in Grey, along of the old
man and the gals, mark my word if I don’t.”

“(llad to see you, Sylvy, old fresh (he was going to
say ‘old salt,’ but corrected himself in time), glad to see
you anywhere,” bawled the lawyer, “ but we’ve made a vow
to dispense with female society in our travels. Ta, ta!”

CHAPTER 11,

Barrie--Next of Kin—Nightmare—On the Road—Strawberries and
Botany—-Poetry and Sentiment—The Virago—Luncheon and
Wordsworth—Waterplants, Leeches and Verse—CuttingSticks—
Rain, Muggins and Rawdon.

THE travellers carried their knapsacks in their hands

by the straps, to the nearest hotel, where, after brief
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delay, a special supper was set for them. Having dis-
cugssed the frugal meal, they repaired to the combined
reading and smoking room, separate from the roughish
crowd at the bar. Wilkinson glanced over a Toronto
paper, while his companion, professing an interest in local
news, picked up an organ of the town and read it through,
advertisements and all, in which painstaking effort he was
helped by his pipe. Suddenly he grasped the paper, and,
holding it away from his face, exclaimed, *Is it possible
that they are the same?”

“Who, who?” ejaculated Wilkinson ; “ do not tell
me that the captain was mistaken, that they are really
here.”

“ Do you know old Carmichael’s initials, the doctor’s,
that was member for Vaughan 1” his friend asked, paying
no attention to the schoolmaster’s question.

“James D.,” replied that authority ; “ I remember,
because I once made the boys get up the members’ names
along with their constituencies, so as to give the latter a
living interest.”

“ Now, listen to this: ¢ Next of kin ; information
wanted concerning the whereabouts of James Douglas
Carmichael, or his heirs at law. He left the University
of Edinburgh, where he was in attendance on the Faculty
of Medicine, in the spring of 1848, being at the time
twenty-one years of age. The only trace of his farther
life is a fragment of a letter written by him to a friend
two years later, when he was serving as a soldier in the
military station of Barrief, Upper Canada. Reward offered
for the same by P. R. MacSmaill, W.8,, 19 Clavers Row,
Edinburgh.’ If James Douglas Carmichael, ex-medical
student, wasn’t the member and the father of that girl of
yours, 'm a Dutchman.”

“Mr. Coristine, [ insist, sir, before another word
passes between us, that you withdraw and apologize for
the deeply offensive expression, which must surely have
escaped your lips unperceived, *that girl of yours.””

“Oh, there, now, I'm always putting my foot in it. I
meant the girl you are interested in—no, it isn’t that
other—the girl that’s interested in you——oh, wirra wisha !
it’s not that at all—it’s the girl the captain was joking
you about.”

“ A joke from a comparatively illiterate man like the
captain of the schooner, to whom we were under travel-
ling obligations, and a joke from my equal, a scholar and a
gentleman, are two distinct things, I wish the expression,
¢ that girl of yours,” absolutely and forever withdrawn.”

* Well, well, I consent to withdraw it absolutely and
apologize for saying it, but that ¢ forever’ clause goes
against my legal judgment., If the late Dr. Carmichael’s
heiress comes in for a fortune, we might repent that ¢ for-
ever.’ "’

“ What has that to do with me, sir, fortune or no for-
tune? Your insinuations are even more insulting than
your open charges of infidelity to our solemn compact.”

It wag Coristine’s turn to be angry. He rose from
the table at which he had been sitting, with the paper
still in his hand, and said : “ You make mountains out of
molehills, Wilkinson. I've made you a fair and full
apology, and shall do no more, if you sulk your head off.”
So saying, he stalked out of the room, and Wilkinson wag
too much angered to try to stop him.

The lawyer asked the landlord if he would spare him
the newspaper for an hour and supply him with pen and
ink and a few sheets of paper. Then he took his lamp
and retired to his room. ¢ Poor old Farquhar,” he solilo-
quized, as he arranged his writing materials ; “he’ll feel
mighty bad at being left all alone, but it’s good for his
health, and business is business. Let me see, now. Bar-
rie was never a military station, besides the letter had
Barrief on it, a name that doesn’t exist. But the letter
was torn there, or the corner worn away in a man’s pocket.
By the powers, it's Barriefield at Kingston, and there’s the
military station for you. [Ill write our correspondent
there, and 1'll set one of the juniors to work up Dr. Car-
michael’s record in Vaughan County, and I’ll notify Mac-
Smaill, W.8,, that I am on the track, and—shall I write
the girl, there's the rub?” The three letters were writ-
ten with great care and circumspection, but not the fourth.
When carefully sealed, directed and stamped, he carried
them to the post-office and personally deposited them in
the slit for drop-letters. Returning to the hotel, he
restored the newspaper to the table of the reading-room,
minus the clipped advertisement to the next of kin,
which he stowed away in his pocketbook. This late work
filled the lawyer with a satisfaction that crowned the
pleasures of the day, and he longed to communicate some of
it to his friend, but that gentleman, the landlord said, had
retired for the night, looking a bit put out—he hoped sup-
per had been to his liking. ~Coristine said the supper was
good. * What was the number of Mr. Wilkinson’s room ?”

Mine host replied that it was No, 32, the next to his
own. Before retiring, Coristine looked at the fanlight
over the door of No. 32; it was dark. Nevertheless he
knocked, but failed to evoke a response. * Farquhar,
my dear,” he whispered in an audible tone, but still there
was no answer. So he heaved a sigh, and, returning to
his apartment, read a few words out of his pocket prayer-
book, and went to bed. There he had an awful dream,
of the old captain leading Wilkinson by the collar and
tail of his coat up to the altar, where Miss Carmichael
stood, resplendent in pearls and diamonds, betokenin
untold wealth ; of an attempt at rescue by himself and The
Crew, which was nipped in the bud by the advent of the
veteran, his daughter and Miss Jewplesshy. The daugh-
ter laid violent hands upon The Crew and waltzed him



