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be feit the same, and. turaing to
Sam. to!d him he'd be the death
of hlm if ha wasn't more careful.

"'If you don't run away;" said
Mr. Brown, harshly. as hie turned
to the boy, III shall give you a hid-
ing."f

-Where amn 1 to run to?" whim-
pezred Master Jones, dodging off
and on.

"Run 'orne," said Samn.
"That's where I'ni going," said

Master Jones, following.
"Better, try and give 'in the

slip, Samn," said Mr. Legge, in a
confidential whîsper ; -"thougli it
seems an unnatural thing to do."

4Unnatural ? What d'ye mean?"
demanded bis unfort'inate friend.
"Wot d'ye mean by unnatural?"

-Oh. if you're going to talk like
that. Sam." said Mr. Legge,
shortly, "It's no good giving you
advice. As you've made your bcd
you must lay on it."1

'How long is it since you saW
'lin last, matey ?" inquired Mr.
Green.

" I dunno ; flot ver>' long," re-
plied the boy. cautiously.

"'Has hae altered at ail since you
me 'un last?" inquircd the counsel
for the defence, motioning the fer-
imentinç Mr. Brown to kecp still.

"'No," said BiIly, firmly; "'not a
bit."

"Wot's your name?"
"'Billy," vas the repi>'.
"Billy wot?"
"'Billy Joues."
Mr. Grccn's face cleared, and h.

turncd to bis friends 'with a sinile
of joyous triumph. Sam's face
reflcctcd bis own. but Charlie
Legge's was stili overcast.

*4It ain't likely," lie uîid, im-
pressively; "6it ain't likel>' as Samn
would go and get mariried twice lu
tbe saine naine. la it ? Put it to
yoursclf, ,Arry-would you?"

"Look 'ere." exclaimcd the
iunfwiated Mfr. Brown, o'dou't yott
inte<rfère in rny business. Yon're
a crocodile, tbat',s wbat you are.
As for you, you littie varmint, you
run off, d¶ye hast

He mov.d on sw,!ftly, accons-
panied b>' the othet two, and st

an exampte of looking straight
abead of hlm, wbich was, however,
lost upon his friends.

" 'E*s ittill followîng of you,
Satu,"6 said the crocodile, in by ne
mneans disappointed toues.

"Sticking like a leech, 4 confirm-
cd Mr. Green. '4 *E's a pretjy lit-
tic chap, rather."-

* 'Tak.es ar!er Ils mother,"1 said
the vengelul Mr. Legge.

The iunfortunate Sam said noth-
inbut strode a bauntcd man

down Nightingale Lana into WVap-
Uiug Higli street, and so to the

ethNancy Bell, wbich was lyingç
at Shrimpctt's wharf. He steppa
on) board without a word, and oni>'
when he turned to descend the
forecastle-ladder did bis gaze rouit
for a moment on the sinai, forloiu
piece o! humanity' standing oý the
wbarf,

14Halloa, boy, what do you
want ?"I cried the skipper, catch-

igsght of him.
g4 Siant ny fatber, air-Sain,"

replicd the youth, who had kept
bis cars open.

The skipper got up fron bis meut
and eyed hlmi curiously ; Mesas.
Leggeand Green. drawiDg DmY,
explained the situation. Mow the
skipper was a worldly man; and
Samnuel Brown. A.B., wben at
borne, played a brasa instrument
lu the Salvation Amy band. H.
ragarded lhe boy kinly and apoke
hlm fair.

"Don't run away,"I besaid, ax-
louai>'

..Y.n not going to, air,"4 ami
Master Joncs, ebamad with bis
nianDer, and hae watcbed braath-
les.I as the skipper stepp.d for-
wuardand,perimg dowu the fore-
castie, calle loudly for Samn.

'Yes, sir,"4 said a worried voico.
"Your boys as king after you,"4I

said the skipper, grinning mad11>.
"4He's mot my boy, air,"$ replied

Mr. Brown, tbrough bis clenched
teeth.

"Well, you4d botter con. lup
and se hlm," said the. othar.
"4Axe you sure ho lsu't Sam?"

Mfr. Brown made no reply, but
coming on dock met Master J ores'


