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on her left in his black tail-coat and
round hat, and the other man on her
right— well, he was a sailor-man in wet
oilskins. I could see the moonlight
shining on the water that ran down him,
and on the little puddle that had settled
where the flap of his sou'wester was
turned up behind : and one of his wet,
shiny arms was round Mamie's waist'
just above Jack's. I was fast to the
sp9t where I stood, and for a minute I
thought I was crazy. We'd had nothing
but some cider for dinner, and tea in
the evening, otherwise I'd have thought
something had got into my head, though
I was never drunk in my life. It was
more like a bad dream after that.

I was glad Mrs. Brewster had gone
in. As for me, I couldn't help following
the three, in a sort of wonder to see what
would happen, to see whether the sailor-
man in his wet togs would just melt away
into the moonshine. But he didn't.

I moved slowly, and I remembered
afterwards that I walked on the grass,
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