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150 THE MAID OF SKER.
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goes another ! Gwenny, if I don’t smack 
you ! ”

All these people, and all their doings, I 
loft with a sort of contempt, perhaps 
such as breaks out on me now and then, 
at any very great littleness. And 1 know 
that nothing w'orth wet of the knees 
could be found with the ebb-tide run­
ning, and ere the hold of the ship broke 
up.

So I went toward the great house, whose 
sorrows and whose desolation they took 
little heed of. And nothing made me 
feel more sad—strange, as it may seem, 
and was—than to think of poor black 
Evan, thus unable to stand up and fight 
for his unrighteous rights.

In the great hall were six bodies, five of 
strong young men laid quiet, each in his 
several coffin ; and the other of a little 
child in a simple dress of white, stretched 
upon a piece of board. Death I have 
seen in all his manners, since I was a 
cabin-boy, and I took my hat off to the 
bodies, as I had seen them do abroad ; but 
when I saw the small dead child, a thrill 
and pang of cold went through me. I made 
sure of nothing else, except that it was 
dear Bardie. That little darling whom I 
loved, for her gifts direct from God, and 
her ways, so out of the way to all other 
children—it struck my heart with a power 
of death, that here this lively soul was 
dead.

When a man makes a fool of himself, 
anybody may laugh at him ; and this 
does him good perhaps, and hardens him 
against more trouble. But bad as I am, 
and sharp as I am, in other people’s 
opinion (and proud sometimes to think 
of it), I could not help a good gulp of a 
tear, over what I believed to be the body 
of poor little Bardie. For that child had 
such nice ways, and took such upper 
hand of me ; that, expect ig to find a 
Captain always, especially among wo­
men—

“ Old Davy, I ’ants ’a. Old Davy ’hen 
is a coming ? ”

By the union-jack, it was as good as a 
dozen kegs of rum to me. There was no 
mistaking the sweetest and clearest voice 
ever heard outside of a flute. And pre­
sently began pit-pat of the prettiest feet 
ever put in a shoe, down the great oak 
staircase. She held on by the rails, and

showed no fear at all about it, though the 
least slip might have killed her. Then 
she saw the sad I, k sight after she turn­
ed the corner, and . -ondered at the mean­
ing of it, and her little heart stood still. 
As she turned to me in awe, and held 
out both hands quivering, I caught her 
up, and spread my gray beard over her 
young frightened eyes, and took her out 
of sight of all those cold and very dread­
ful things.

I had never been up the stairs before in 
that dark and ancient house : and the 
length, and the width, and the dreariness, 
and the creaking noises, frightened me ; 
not so much for my own sake (being 
never required to sleep there), but for the 
tender little creature, full already of timid 
fancies, who must spend the dark nights 
there. And now the house left empty of 
its noise, and strength, and boastfulness, 
had only five more ghosts to wander si­
lent through the silent places. And this 
they began the very night after their 
bodies were in a churchyard.

The Coroner came on an old white 
pony, nearly four hours after the time for 
which his clerk had ordered us. Being 
used, for my part, to royal discipline, and 
everything done to the minute fixed, with I 
the captain’s voice like the crack of a gun, I 
I was vexed and surprised ; but expect I 
ed him to give us some reason, good or I 
bad. Instead of that he roared out to I 
us, with his feet still in both stirrups, “ Is I 
there none of you Taffies with manners I 
enough to come and hold a gentlemans I 
horse ? Here you, Davy Jones, you arc I 
long enough, and lazy enough ; put your I 
hand to the bridle, will you ? ”

This was to me, who was standing by, I 
in the very height of innocence, having I 
never yet seen any man appointed to sit I 
upon dead bodies, and desiring to know I 
how he could help them. I did for his I 
Honour all I could, although his manner I 
of speech was not in any way to my liking. I 
But my rule has always been that of the I 
Royal Navy, than which there is no wiser. I 
If my equal insults me, I knock him down; I 
if my superior does it, I knock under.

Meanwhile, our people were muttering I 
“ Sassenach, Sassenach ! ” And from | 
their faces it was plain, that they did not 
like an Englishman to sit upon Cwmric 
bodies. However, it was the old, old
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