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bear to seem to set a¢ nought legality,
And these men were sure
crown, to place the facts before the pub
licin an honest manner.  So [ let them
row away for the very lives
the salvage of the nation hung upon their
thumbs and elhows ; only
shirt as soon as | found them getting
cager. - And I thought that they might as
well hail me first, and slope “off disap-
pointment,

“Hoy there! Bogat ahoy ! What, olq
Davy Llewellyn 1»

What man" had , right to call me
“old”? There | was, as fresh as ever
And I felt it the more that the man who
did it was grey on the cheeks with a very
large family, “and himself that vile old
Sandy ! Nevertheless | preserved good
manners,

“Ship your starboard oars, you lub-
bers. Do you want to run me down ?
What the devil brings you here, at this
time of the morning ?” Hereupon these
worthy fellows dropped their oars, from
wonder ; unti] | showed them their mis-
take, and begged them to sheer off a little,
For if T had accepted rope, such as they
wished to throw me, they might haye put
in adverse claims, and made me pay for
my own boat !

“When a poor man has been at work
all night,” said I, to break off their offi-
ciousness ; “while all you lazy galley-
rakers were abeq and snoring, can't he
put his shirt to dry, without you wanting
to plunder him ?”

To temper off what might appear a
little rude, though wholesome, I now per-
mitted (liem to Se¢ a stoneware gallon
full of heer, or at least 1 had only had
two pints out, Finding this to be the
case,and being hot with rowing so rapidly
10 my rescue, they were well content to
ave some beer, and drop all further
claims, And, as T never can bear to be
mean, T gave them the two and sixpence
also,

Sandy Macraw took all this money
and I only hope that he shared it duly ;

I dowsed my
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» upon half-a-

of them, as if
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and then, as he never seemed at
understand my contempt of him
in that dry draw] of his
droned to drive me into very dreadfy]
words, and then to keep his distance.

“1 am hc.vrlily glad, ma mon, to see
the loock ye haye cncoontered. Never
shall ye say agin that I haye the advan-
tage of ye.  The boit stuq me in mickle
siller ; hut ye have grappit a boit for
nort.”

all to
» he spoke
» Which he always

I cannot write down his outlandish
manner of pronouncing English ; nor will
I say much more about it ; because he
concealed his jealousy so, that [ had no
enjoyment of it, except when | reasoned
with myself,  Anq | need have expected
nothing better from sycl a .sclrimntmlling

rogue.  But when we came to Porthcawl
Point—yhere some shelter is from wind,

and two public-hoyses, and one private—*
the whole affajr Was so straightforward,
and the distance of my boat from shore,
at time of capture, so established and so
witnessed, that no steward of any manor
durst even cast sheep's-eyes at her, A
paper was drawn up and signed ; and the
two public-houses, at my expense, chris-
tened her “Qlq Davy.”” And indeed, for
a little spell, I had enough to do with
people, who came at all hours of the day,
to drink the health of my boat and me ;
many of whom seemed to faj] to remem-
ber really who was the one to pay. And
being still in cash a little, and so generous
always, I found a whole basket of whiting,
and three large congers, and a lobster,
disappear against chalk-marks, whereof [
had no warning, and far worse, no flavour,
But what T used to laugh at was, that
when we explained to one another how
the law lay on this question, and how the
craft became legally mine, as a derelict
from the Andalusia, drifting at more than
a league from land,—q) our folk being
shortand shallow in the English language,
took up the word, and called my boat, all
over the parish, my “RELICT” as if, in
spite of the Creator’s wisdom, I were dead
and my wite alive !

CHAPTER XX.‘CONF[DENTIAL INTERCOURSE.

But everybody must be tired of all this
It shows what

trouble about that boat.

a state of things we live in, and what a
meddlesome lot we are, that a good man




