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wore on his, and spoke short and rasping. He took
note of this as a thing to be cultivated by soldiers,
but by way of a fashion, not surely so vindictive as
1t looked, telling more what might be of fierceness
rather than of what constantly was. Imagine one
always looking so! He had no idea that if one of
these men smiled at his work, or dropped that
mask a moment, the others would leap straightway
upon him and rend him limb from limb—with no
change of expression.

At the quay they alighted and, the horse being
led into the yard, sat down on the bench before the
door of “The Ship” to grow acclimatised to the
town before proceeding to business.

Now it chanced that two girls had been seated
there, had but newly risen, were still indeed in
view, swinging along, heads in air stiffly, but eyes
glinting side-wise across to the expectorating
mariners. Down then clapped father, and John also
subsided, gaze roving over the shipping. Upcott
called for a refresher (a humble beginning for the
fray) of bread and cheese and ale. Then up he
jumped suddenly. Here is an incident I do not care
to tell ; but it has to be told, as it gives you, once
and for all and done with it, an idea of the kind of
father John had.

““God, John,” said he, “there’s warmth i’ they
maids,” and nudged fifteen-year-old in the ribs and
then sat with eyes twinkling over the only pleasantry
he had ever passed with his son, waiting for the
ale. And fifteen-year-old, rightly or wrongly,
had a sense of the unfitness of the jest between
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