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not conceive; but since he did want her, have her
he should. Tilting back his office chair and running
his hand through his hair, Varney longed to spank
her.

This thought came to him, definitely and for about
the seventh time, at half-past one o’clock on the third
day, Monday. At the same moment, his telephone-bell
rang sharply. It was the sailing-master to say that his
good spouse had come aboard and that everything on
the Cypriani was in readiness for the start.

“I’ll be on board inside of an hour,” said Varney.

He telephoned to Uncle Elbert, telephoned to Peter,
and locked up his desk. To his office he casually gave
out that pressing business matters were calling him
out of town for a day or two.

The two young men had been as furtive as possible
about their proposed journey. They had not met
since the night Varney had dangled the hope of jail
and disgrace into Peter’s lightening face, and so, or
otherwise, cajoled him into going along. Both of
them had kept carefully away from the Cypriani
Now they proceeded to her by different routes, and
reached her at different times, Peter first. Their lug-
gage had gone aboard before them, and there was
no longer a thing to wait for. At three o’clock, on
Varney's signal, the ship’s bell sounded, her whistle
shrieked, and she slid off through the waters of the
bay.

About the start there was nothing in the least dra-
matic: they had merely begun moving through the
water and that was all. The Cypriani, for all her odd
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