THHR

~ Acme Silver Company

TORONTO.

MANLU. ACTURERS OF<THE FINEST

QUADRUPLE

PLATED WARE,

G. RODGHRS?

KNIVES, SPOONS & FORKS

Ask your Jeweller to show you Goods of onr
make and guarantee.




THE SINGER MANUFACTURING ComPANY  H. E..

(THE SEwING MAcHINE MAKERS OF THE WORLD)

After Making and Selling Over 8,000,000 Machines

HAVE JUST PRODUCED

it

g RN

THREE ENTIRELY DIFFERENT

NEW FAMILY SEWING MACHINES |~
The Osci

(Single Thread)

ator, The Vibrator, The Automatic, 13
1

-

THE

lb"
BEST ONE |
FAMILY or
SEWING THESE
MACHINE LATES1
.[fu[[ LIGHT
ALL RUNNING

PURPOSES ;% :':: SINGFERS

lx) El@gzrﬂ, @@m?egieg[ QIDQl ﬂriis“c Galbir)ef WQF%
With our NEW:- (Patented) Stand,

And all the LATEST ATTACHMENTS and MODERN IMPROVEMENTS.

‘ . { h .
PRINCIPAL CANADIAN OFF/CE,\‘ Bab KG

BRﬁlch?r':'(E)sin Canada 66 Klng S{' weSt P“'
and the World. TOHONTO, ONT
Toilet Bagq:




WY H. E. CLARKE & CC.

\Z [ 3 r Qtroan Y ac
hines 109 King Street West, Tommo.
i
3

INES

natic,

1gle Thread)
q

VE

SE
'ES1
HT
ING

RS
o,

HAVE FULL LINES IN
NTS.

Basket-Trunks, = Ocean-Trunks

ONT PICNIC BISKETS, DRESSING CHASES

;; Toilet Bags, Purses, Collar & Cuff Boxes, &c., &ec.

we X




James HARRIS & Co.

99 YONGE STREET,

y AN
TORONTO,

HANUFZCTUBERS

] ’\/'//() -

- furs. "

We make a specialty
of Ladies’ Fine Gar-
ments and guaranteea
perfect fit at moderate
prices. Intending pur-
T § chasers wouldbeamply

b R : | repaid by sending for
one of our large, handsoiie Illustrated Catalogues,

showing over one hundred different styles of Furs
manufactured by us.

JAMES HARRIS & CQ.

29 Yonge Street, - eromnte.

P.S. —Importers of Tadics” Sillk Riding Hats and Velvet Hunting Caps.
{HE



AN OCEAN TRAGEDY

BY

W. CLARK RUSSELL

AUTHOR OF "THE FROZEN PIRATE' ‘THE WRECK OF THE GROSVENOR'

‘A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK' ' ‘A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE' ETC,

FoPonta:
THE NATIONAL PUBLISHING COMPANY.




-

Entered according to the Act of the Parliament of Canada in the Office
of the Minister of Agriculture by the NaTioNAL PuBLISHING COMPANY,
Toronto, in the year one thousand eight hundred and ninety.

lately

cannot
books

winnin
of ¢ ’]'!
produc
Englis)
Jurther

genius,



To HERMAN MELVILLE, Esq.

My pEar HERMAN MELVILLE,

In words of beauty and of kindness you
lately wished me health and content. Health, alas! you
cannot give me; but content you have Jilled me with. My
books have done more than ever I had dared dream, by
winning for me the Jriendship and approval of the Author
of ‘Typee, * Omoo,’ * Moby-Dick,” * Redburn,’ and other
productions which top the list of sea Uliterature in the
English tongue. 1 beg you to accept this dedication as a

Jurther public avowal of my hearty admiration of your

g(’li tus.

In all Jaithfulness yours,

W. CLARK RUSSELL.
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AN OCEAN TRAGEDY.

OHAPTER 1,

MY COUSIN,
*Sir WiLrrip Monson, sir,’ exclaimed my man.

It was half-past ten o’clock at night, and I was in my lodgings
in Bury Street, St. James, slippers on feet, a pipe of tobacco in my
hand, seltzer and brandy at my elbow, and on nty knees the ‘ Sun’
newspaper, the chief evening sheet of the times.

‘Sir Wilfrid Monson, sir.’

My cousin ! thought I, starting, and looking round at my man
with a fancy in me for a moment that he had got the wrong name.
‘Show him in,’

Sir Wilfrid entered in a sort of swift headlong way, full of
nervousness and passion, as was to be seen easily enough ; and
then he came to a dead stop with a wild look round the room, as if
te make sure that 1 was alone, and a frowning stare at my servant,
who was lingering a moment on the threshold as though suddenly
surprised out of %m- habits of prompt sleek attendance by a fit of
astonishment.

He stood about six feet high ; he had a slight stoop, and was
something awkward in arms and legs ; yet you were sensible of the
imh-linuhfv quality of breeding in him the moment your eye took
in his form and face, uncommon as both were. I{u was forty-
four years of age at this time, and looked fifty. His hair was long
and plentiful, but of an iron grey streaked with soft white. He
had a protruding under-lip, and a nose which might have been
broken for the irregularity of its outline, with unusually high-cut
nostrils. His eyes were large, short-sighted, and grey, luminous
and earnest, but with a tremulous lid that seemed to put a quiver
ing into their expression that was a hint in its way of cunning and
mental weakncss. He had a broad, intellectual forehead, bril
liantly white teeth, high cheek bones, a large heavy chin, rounding
into a most delicately moulded throat. He was a man, indeed, at
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2 AN OCEAN TRAGEDY

whom, as a stranger, one might catch one’s self staring as at
something sufticiently puzzling to be well worth resolving. Ill-
looking he was not, and yet one seemed to seck in vain for
qualities of body or mind to neutralise to the sight what was
assuredly a combination of much that was uncomely, and indeed,
in one or two directions, absolutely grotesque. But then I had the
secret.

The long and short of it was, my cousin, Sir Wilfrid Monson,
was not entirely straight-headed. Everything was made clear to
the mind, after a glance at his strange, weak, yet striking profile,
with the hint that there had been madness in his mother's family.
He was the eighth baronet, and on his father’s side (and that was
my side, I am thankful to say) all had been sound as a bell ; but
my uncle had fallen in love with the daughter of a Scotch peer
whose family were tainted with insanity —no matter her real name :
the Lady Elizabeth will suftice. He was frankly warned by the
old Earl, who was not too mad to be candid, but the lovesick
creature grinned in his lordship’s face with a wild shake of the
head at the disclosure, as though he saw no more in it than a dis-
position to end the engagement. Then the honest old madman
carried him to a great window that overlooked a spacious sweep of
lawn, and pointed with a bitter smile and a despairful heave of the
shoulders to three women walking, two of whom were soberly clad
in big bonnets and veils down their back, whilst the third, who was
between them, and whose arms were locked in the others’, glided
forwards as though her feet travelled on clockwork rollers, whilst
she kept her head fixedly bent, her chin upon her breast, and her
gaze rooted upon the ground ; and as the amorous baronet watched

the Earl meanwhile preserving his miserable smile as he held his
gouty forefinger levelled—he saw the down-looking woman make
an effort to break away from her companions, but without ever
lifting her head.

‘That’s Lady Alice,’ said the Earl, ‘speechlgss and brainless !
Guid preserve us ! And the Lady Elizabeth is her seester.’

“ Ay, that may be,” answers the other; ‘but take two roses
growing side by side : because some venomous worm is eating into
the heart of one and withering up its beauty, is the other that is
radiant and flawless to be left uncherished ?’

¢Guid forbid !’ answered the Earl, and then turned away with
a weak hech ! hech! that should have proved more terrifying to
one’s matrimonial yearnings than even the desolate picture of the
three figures stalking the emerald-green sward.

These were dim memories, yet they flashed into my head with
the swiftness of thought, along with the workings of the eager
conjecture and lively wonder raised in me by Wilfrid’s visit, and
by his peculiar aspect, too, during the few moments’ interval of

ause that followed his entrance. My, servant shut the door;
Vilfrid looked to see that it was closed, then approached me with
a sort of lifting of his face as of a man half choked with a hurry
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and passion of sentences which he wants to be quit of all at onge
in a breath, stagrering as he moved, his right arm outstrdtched
with a rapid vibration of the hand at the wrist ; and, without
delivering himself of a syllable, he fell into a chair near the tahle,
dashing his hat to the floor as he did so, buried his face in his
arms, and 8o lay sobbing in respirations of hysteric fierceness.

This extraordinary behaviour amazed and territied me. 1 will
not deny that I at first suspected the madness that lurked as a
poison in his blood had suddenly obtained a strong hold, and that
he had come to see me whilst seized with a heavy fit. I put down
my pipe and adopted a steadier posture, so to speak, in my chair,
secretly hoping that the surprise his manner or appearance h: ul
excited in my valet would render the fellow curious enough to
hang about outside to listen to what might pass at the start. 1
kept my eyes tixed upon my cousin, but without offering to speak,
for, whatever might be the cause of the agitation that was con-
vulsing his pumxful form with deep sobbing breathings, the
emotion was too overwhelming to be broken in upon by speech.
Presently he looked up ; his eyes were tearless, but his face was
both dusky and haggard with the anguish that worked in him.

‘In the name of Heaven, Wilfrid,” I crfed, Witnessing intelli-
gence enough in his gaze to instantly relieve me¥rom the dread
that had possessed me, ‘ what is wrong with youlf what has hap-
pened 1’

He drew a long tremulous breath and essayed to speak, but was
unintelligible in the broken syllable or two he m: wnaged to utter.
[ poured what sailors term a ‘two-finger nip’ of brandy into a
tumbler, and added a little seltzer water to the dram. He seized
the glass with a hand that shook like a drunkard’s, and emptied it.
But the draught steadied him, and a moment uftux he said in @
low voice, while he clas ped his hands upon the table with such a
grip of each utlnr that the veins stood out like whipcord : ‘ My
wife has left me. ’

I stared at him stupidly. The disclosure was so lnw\putwl
so wildly remote from any conclusion my fears had arrived ¢
that I could only look at him like a fool.

¢ Left you !’ [ falte red, ‘ what d’ye mean, Wilfrid? Refused to
live you ¥’

‘No !’ he exclaimed with a face darkening yet to the effort it
cost him to subdue his voice, ‘she has eloped —left me — left her
baby for—for—’ he stopped, bringing his fist to the table with a
crash that was like to have demolished everything upon it.

‘It is an abominable business,’ said I soothingly ; ‘but it is
not to be ln-tt red by letting feeling overmaster you. Come, take
your time ; give yourself a chance. You are here, of course, to
tell me the story, Let me have it quietly. It is }mt to ]ot your-
self be torn to pieces to suffer your passion to jockey your reason.

‘She has left me !” he shrieked, rising bolt upright from his
chair, and lifting his arms with his hands “cle nched to the ceiling.

B 2
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‘Devil and beast ! faithless mother ! faithless wife! May
God —~

I raised my hand, looking him full in the face. ‘Pray sit,
Wilfrid. Lady Monson has left you, you say. With or for
whom ?’

‘ Hope-Kennedy,” he answered, ¢Colonel Hope-Kennedy,’
bringing out the words as though they were rooted in his throat.
‘My good friend Hope-Kennedy, Charles ; the man I have enter-
tained, have hunted with, assisted at a time when help was precious
to him. Ay, Colonel Hope-Kennedy. That is the man she has
left me for, the fellow that she has abandoned her baby for. 1t is
a dream—it is a dream ! [ loved her so. 1 could have kissed her
breast, where her heart lay, as a Bible for truth, sincerity, and all
beautiful thought.’

He passed his hand over his forehead and seated himself again,
or rather dropped into his chair, resting his chin upon the palm of
his hand with the nails of his fincvers at his teeth, whilst he watched
we with a gaze that was rendered indescribably pathetic by the soft
near-sighted look of his grey eyes under the shadow of his forehead,
that had a wrinkled, twisted, even distorted aspect with the pain
his soul was ing There was but one way of giving him relief, and
that was by plfing him with questions to enable him to let loose
his thoughts. fHe extended his hand for the brandy and mixed
himself a bumper. There was little in spirits to hurt him at such
a time as this§ Indeed I believe he could have carried a whole
bottle in his hkad without exhibiting himself as in the least degree
oversparred. This second dose distinctly rallied him, and now he
lay back in his chair with his arms folded upon his breast.

¢ When did your wife lsave you, Wilfrid ?’

¢ A week to-day.’

“You know, of course, without doubt, that ”Hpc l\'tmllw]y 18
the man she has gone off with 1’

He nodded savagely, with a smile like a scowl passing over his
face.

*But how do you know for certain?’ I cried, determined to
make him talk.

He pulled a number of letters from his side-pocket, overhauled
them, found one, glanced at 1t, and handed 1t to me with a posture
of the arm that might have made one think it was some venomous
snake he held.

*This was found in my wife's bedroom,’” said he, ‘read it to
yourself. Every line of 1t seems to be written in fire here.” He
struck his breast with his fist.

What I am telling happened a long time ago, as you will notice
presently. The letter my cousin handed to me 1 read once and
never saw again, and 8o, as you may suppose, I am ufiable to give
it as it was written. But the substance of it was this: It was
addressed to Lady Monson. The writer called her, I recollect, ‘ my
darling,” ‘my adorable Henrietta.” 1t was all about the proposed
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elopement, a complete sketch of the plan of it, and the one docu-
nent Sir Wilfrid could have prayed to get hold of, had he any
desire to know what had become of his wife, and on what kind of
rambles she and her paramour had started. The letter was signed,
boldly enough, ¢ Frank Hope-Kennedy,” and was filled with careful
instructions to her how and when to leave her house. Railroads
were few and far between in those days. Sir Wilfrid Monson’s
estate was in Cumberland, and it was a long journey by coach and
chaise to the town that was connected with the metropolis by steam.
But the Colonel had made every arrangement for her ladyship,
and it was apparent from his instructions that she had manaved
her flight first by driving to an adjacent village, where she dis-
missed the carriage with orders for it to return for her at such and
such an hour: then, when her coachiman was out of sight, she
entered a postchaise that was in readiness and galloped along to a
town through which the stage coach passed. By this coach she
would travel some twenty or thirty miles, then post it to the ter
minus of the line that conveyed her to London. But all this,
though it ran into a tedious bit of description, was but a part of the
gallant Colonel’s programme. Her ladyship would arrive in London
at such and such an hour, and the Colonel would be waiting at the
station to receive her. They would then drive to a hotel out of
3ond Street, and next morning proceed to Southampton, where
the ‘Shark’lay ready for them. It was manifest that Colonel
Hope-Kennedy intended to sail away with Lady Monson in a vessel
named the *Shark.” He devoted a page of small writing to a
description of this craft, which, I might take it —though not much
in that way was to be gathered from a landsman’s statement—was
a large schooner yacht owned by Lord Winterton, from whom the
C'olonel had apparently hired it for an indetinite period.  He assured
his adorable Henrietta that he had sparcd neither money nor pains
to render the vessel ‘as luxurious in cussine, cabin fittings, and the
like as was practicable in a sea-going fabric in those days. He
added that what his daving required for the voyage must be hastily
purchased at Southampton. She must be ratistied with a very
slender wardrobe ; time was pressing ; the madman to whom the
clergyman who married them hal shackled her would be oft in wild
pursuit, helter-skelter, lying moonwards mayhap in his delirium
on the mstant of discovering that she was cone. Time therefore
pressed, and when once the anchor of the * Shark’ was lifted off
the ground he had no intention of letting 1t fall again until they
had measured six thousand milts of salt water.

[ delivered a prolonged whistle on reading this.  Six thousand
miles of ocean, methought, sgounded intolerably real as a condition
of an elopement. My consin never removed his eyes from my face
while I read. I gave him the letter, which he folded and returned
to his pocket. He was now looking somewhat collected, thoneh
the surging of the passion and grief in him would show 1n a momen
tary sparkle of the eye, in a spasmodic grin and twist of the lips,
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m a quick clenching of his hands as though he would drive his
finger-nails into his palms. 1 hardly knew what to say, for the
letter was as full a revelation of the vile story as he could have
given me in an hour's delivery, and the injury and misery of the
thing wexe too recent to admit of soothing words. Yet 1 guessed
that 1t would do him good to talk.

‘ Have they saled yet, do you know 1’ T inquired.

‘Yes,” he answered, letting out his breath in a sigh as though
some thought in him had arrested his respiration for a bit.

* How do you know 1’

‘1 arrived an hour ago from Southampton,” he replied, ¢ and
have got all the information I require.’

*There cannot be much to add to what the letter contins,’ said
1, ‘It 18 the completest iimaginable story of the devilish business.’

He looked at me oddly, and then said, ¢ Ay, it tells what has
happened. But that did not satisfy me. I have gone beyond that,
and know the place they are making for.’

¢ It will be six thousand miles distant, anyhow,’ said I.

‘Quite. The villain reasoned with a pair of compasses in his
hand. It is Cape Town-—the other side of the world ; when ’tis
ice and northern blasts with us, it is the fragrance of the moon-lily
and a warm heaven of quiet stars with them.’

He struck the table, smothering some wild curse or other behind
his set tecth, next leaped from his chair and fell to pacing the
room, now and avain muttering to himself with an occasional
flourish of his arm. I watched him in silence. Presently he re-
turned to the table and mixed another glass of liquor. He sat lost
in thought fora little, then, with a slow lifting of his eyes; till his
gaze lay steadfast on me, he said : ‘Charlie, I am going to follow
them to Cape Town.’

‘In some South African trader?’

“In my yacht. You know her?’

‘T have never seen her, but I have heard of her as a very fine
vessel.’

¢ She sails two feet to the ‘“ Shark’s” one,’” he exclaimed, with
a queer gleam of satisfaction glistening in the earnest stare he kept
fastened on me. ‘I gave her square yards last year—you will
know what a great hoist of topsail, and a big squaresail under it,
and a large topgallantsail should do for such a model as the
“Bride.” The ‘* Shark ” is fore and aft only.” He fetched his leg
a smack that sounded like the report of a pistol. ¢ We’ll have
‘em !’ he exclaimed, and his face turned pale as he spoke the
words. 3

‘Let me understand you,’ said I'; ‘you propose to sail in pur-
suit of the Colonel and your wife 1’

He nodded whilst he clasped his hands upon the table and
leaned forward.

¢ What proof have you that they have started for Cape Town ’

He instantly answered : ‘ The captain of the ‘‘ Shark” is a man
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named Fidler. My captain’s name is Finn. His wife and Mrs.
Fidler are neighbours at Southampton, and good friends. Mrs.
Fidler told my captain’s wife that her husband was suj erintending
the equipment of Lord Winterton’s yacht for a voyage round the
world, and that the first port of call would be Table Bay. She
knew that the *“Shark ” had been let by Winterton to a gentleman,
but at the time of her speaking to Mrs. Finn she did not know his
name.’

“You said just now,’ T exclaimed, ‘that you had assisted this
fellow, Hope-Kennedy, when help was precious to him, - I suppose
you mean that you lent him money? How can he support the
expense of a yacht, for, if I remember rightly, the ¢ Shark’s”
burthen is over two hundred tons 1’

¢I lent him money before I was married ; within the last three
yeais he has come into a fortune of between eighty and a hundred
thousand pounds.’

I paused a moment and then said, * Have you thoroughly con
sidered this project of chasing the fugitives?’

His eyes brightened to a sudden rage, but he checked the
utterance of what rose to his lips and said with a violent effort to
subdus himself : ‘1 start the day after to-morrow.’

¢ Alone?’

‘ No, my sister-in-law will accompany me ;’ then, after a breath
or two, ‘and you.’

‘I

“Oh,’” he cried, ‘it would be ridiculous in me to expect you to
say at once that you will come ; but before I leave this room I shall
have your promise.” And as he said this he stretched his arms
across the table and took my hand in both his and fondled it,
meanwhile eyeing me in the most passionate, wistful manner that
can be imagined.

¢ Wilfrid,” said I softly, touched by his air and a sort of beauty
as | seemed to think that came into his strange face with the
pleading of it, ‘ whatever I can do that may be serviceable to you
in this time of bitter trial, 1 will do. But let me reason with you
a little.’

¢ Ay, reason,’ he responded, relinquishing my hand and folding
his arms, and leaninz back in his chair.

‘I have been a sailor in my time, as you know,’ said I, ‘and
have some acquaintance with the sea, even though my experience
goes no further than a brief spell of Kast African and West Indian
stations ; and, therefore, forgive me for inquiring your expecta
tions.  What do you suppose! The ‘“ Shark ” will have had three
days’ start of you.’

‘ Five days,’ he interrupted.

‘ Five days, then. Do you expect to overhaul her at sea, or is
it your intention to crowd on to the Cape, await her arrival there,
or, if you tind that she has already sailed, to follow her to the next
port, providing you ¢an learn it 1
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‘You have named the programme,’ he answered. 1 shall chase
her. If T miss her I shall wait for her at Table Bay.’

‘ She may get there before you,” I said, ‘and be under way for
another destination whilst you are still miles to the nor’ard.’

“No,” he cried hotly, ¢ we shall be there first ; but we shall not
need to go so far. Her course must be our course, and we shall
overhaul her ; don’t doubt that.’

‘ But put it,” said I, ‘first of all, that you don’t overhaul her.
You may pass her close on a dark night with never a guess at her
presence  She may be within twenty miles of you ona clear, bright
day, and not a creature on board suspect that a shift of helm by so
much as half a point would bring what all hands are dying to over
haul within eyeshot i half an hour.’

He listened with a face clouded and frowning with impatience ;
but I was resolved to weaken if T could what scemed to me an in-
sane resolution.

¢ Count upon missing her at sea, for I tell you the chances of your
picking her up are all against you. Well, now, you arrive at Table
Bay and find that the *“Shark” sailed a day or two before forsome
port of which nobody knows anything.  What will you do then?
How will you steer your *“ Bride ” ! For all you can tell, this man
Hope-Kennedy may make for the Pacific Islands by way of Cape
Horn, or he may head north-east for the Mozambique and the
Indian waters, or south-east for the Australias. 1t is but to let fly
an arrow in the dark to embark on such a quest.’

He lay back looking at me a little without speaking, and then
said, in a more collected manner than his face might promise, ‘1
may miss this man upon the high seas; I may tind his yacht has
arrived and gone again when I reach Table Bay ; and I may not
know, as you say, in what direction to seck her if there be no one
in Cape Town able to tell me what port she has started for ; but’
he drew a deep breath—¢the pursuit gives me a chance. You will
admit that 7’

“Yes, a chance, as you say.’

“A chance,” he continucd, ‘that nced not keep me waiting long
for it to happen. D’ye think T could rest with the knowledge that
that scoundrel and the woman he has rendered faithless to me are
close yonder 1’ he exclaimed, pointing as though there had come a
vision of the Atlantic before his mind’s eye, and he saw the yacht
afloat upon it. ¢ Who's to tell me that before the month is out our
friend the Colonel will not be drifting somewhere fathoms deep
with a shot through his heart !’

“If you catch him you will shoot him ¢’

¢ Oh yes.’

¢ And Lady Monson (s

He looked down upon his hands without answering.

‘T am a sinele man,” said I, “and an, therefore, no doubt dis-
qualitied from passing an opinion.  Bnt T vow to heaven, Wilfrid,
if my wife chose to leave me for another man, I would not lift a
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finger either to regain her or to avenge myself. A divorce would
fully appease me.  Who woulld not feel gay to be rid of a woman
whose every heart-throb is a dishonour!?  What more unendurable
than an association rendered an incomparable insult, and the basest
lie under heaven, by one’s wife's secret abhorrence and her desire
for another !’

On a sudden he sprang to his feet as though stabbed. *Cease,
for Christ’s sake !’ he shouted. ‘The more truthful your words
are, the more they madden me. If I could tear her from me,’
clutching at his breast in a wild, tragical way —“if I could cleanse
iy heart of her as you would purify a vessel of what has lain foul
and poisonous in it ; if disgnst would but fall cool on my resent
ment and leave me loathing her merely ; if —if if ! But it 1s if
that makes the difference betwixt hell and heaven in this bad world
of unexpected things.” He sat afresh, passing the buck of his hand
over his brow, and sighing heavily. ¢ There i8 no if for me,” said
he. ‘I love her passionately yet, and so hate her hesides that 2
He checked himself with a shake of the head. *No, no, perhaps
not when it came to it,” he muttered as though thinking aloud.
“We are wasting time,” lie cried, pulling out his watch. ‘ Charlie,
you will accompany me?’

‘ But you say you start the day after to-morrow ¢’

‘Yes.’

¢ From Southampton 1’

‘Yes.’

¢ And, should you find the *Shark” gone when you arrive at
the Cape -

‘Well

“Ay,” said I, ‘that’s just it. We should be like Adam and
Eve, with all the world before us where to choose.’

¢ Charlie, will you come ? I counted upon you from the moment
of forming my resolution You have been a sailor.  You are the
one man of them all that I should turn to in such a time as this.
Say you will come  Laura Jennings, my wife’s—my - my sister-in-
law I mean—will accompany us. Did T tell you this? Yes; I
recollect. She is a stout-hearted little woman, as brave as she is
beautiful, and so shocked, so shocked!” He clasped his hands
upon his brow, lifting his eyes. ‘She would pass through a furnace
to rescue her sister from this infamy. Come !’

‘*You give me no time.’

‘Time ! You have all to-morrow. You may easily be on board
by four o’clock in the afternoon cn the following day. Time! A
sailor knows nothing of tnine. 1 must have you by my side, Charlie.
We shall meet them. and 1 shall need a friend. The support and
help of your company, too )

* Will your yacht be ready for sea by the day after to-morrow 1’

‘She is ready now.’

‘Your people will have worked expeditiously,” said 1,
fencing a little, for he was leaning towards me and devcuring me
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with his eyes, and I found it impossible to say yes or no right
off.

¢ Will you come 7’

*How many form your party?’

‘There is myself, there is Laura, then you, then a maid for my
sister-in-law, and my man, and yours if you choose to bring him.’
‘In short, there will be three of us,” said I ; ‘no do tor !’

‘We cannot be too few.. What would be the good of a doctor ?
Will you come ¥’

‘Do you sleep in town to-night 1’

“Yes,” he replied, naming a hotel near Charing Cross.

¢ Well, then, Wilfrid,” said I, ‘you must give me to-night to
think the thing over. What are your plaus for to-morrow !’

‘I leave for Southampton at ten. Laura arrives there at six in
the evening.’

‘Then,” said I, ‘you shall have my answer by nine o’clock to-
morrow morning. Will that do /?

‘It must do, T suppose,” said he wearily, moving as if to rise,
and casting a dull, absent sort of look at his watch.

A quarter of an hour later I was alone.

CHAPTLR IL
THE ‘BRIDE.’

TiMe was when I had been much thrown with my cousin. T had
served in the Royal Navy for a few years, as I have said, but
abandoned it on my inheriting a very comfortable little fortune
from my father, who survived my mother a few months only. Isay
I quitted the sea then, partly because I was now become an inde-
pendent man, partly because I was comparatively without influence
and so found the vocation unpromising, and partly because my
frizzling equatorial spells of service had fairly sickened me of the
life.

It was then that Wilfrid, who was a bachelor, and my senior by
some ten years or thereabouts, invited me down to Cumberland,
where I hunted and shot with him and passed some merry weeks.
He took a great liking to me, and I was often with him, and we
were much together in London. There came a time, however,
when he took it into his head to travel. He thought he would go
abroad and see the world ; not Paris, Brussels, and Rome, but
America and the Indies and Australia— a considerable undertaking
in those ambling days of the tea waggon and the cotton kettle-
bottom, when the passage from the Thames to Bombay occupied
four months, and when a man who had made a voyage round the
world believed he had a right to give himself airs.

Well, my cousin sailed ; I went down to Gravesend with him
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and bade him good-bye there. His tirst start was for New York,
and then he talked of proceeding to the West Indies and afterwards
to the Cape, thence to India or Au-tralia, and so on. He was
away 80 long that the very memory of him grew dim in me, till one
day T heard some men ina club that I belonged to speaking about the
beautiful Lady Monson. [ pricked up my ears at this, for Monson
is my name and the word caught me instantly, and, gathering from
the talk that one of the group, a young baronet with whom [ was
well acquainted, could satisfy my curiosity about the lady, I waited
till he was alone and then uestioned him.

He told me that Lady Monson was my cousin’s wife ; Sir Wilfrid
had met her at Melbourne and married her there. She was the
daughter of a squatter, a man of small beginnirgs, who had done
amazingly well. She was exceedingly beautiful, my young friend
assured me. He had met her twice at county balls; and had never
seen her like for dignity, grace, and loveliness of form and face.
He told me that she was very fond of the sea, o some friends or
acquaintances of hers had informed him, and that, to gratify her
taste in this way, Sir Wilfrid sold his cutter—a vessel of twenty
tons, aboard which I had made one or two excursions with him
and replaced her by a handsome schooner which he had rechristened
the ‘Bride.” I understood from the young baronet that my cousin
and his wife were then away cruising in the Mediterranean.

I had not before heard of Wilfrid’s marriage, and, though for
the moment I was a little surprised, and perhaps vexed, that he had
never communicated so interesting a piece of news as this to e,
who, as a blood relation and an intimate friend, had a claim upon
his candour and kindness, yet on reflection I judged that his memory
had been weakened by separation as mine had ; and then I con-
sidered that he was so much engrossed by his wife as to be able to
think of little besides, whilst, though he had then been married
many months, he had apparently spent with Lady Monson a good
deal of his time out of England.

About six weeks before the opening of this story I met him in
Bond Street. I was passing him, for time and travel had wonder
fully changed him, and in his long hair and smooth face I must
certainly have failed, in the hurry of the pavement, to have recog
nised the cropped and bewhiskered young fellow whom 1 had taken
leaveof at Gravesend, but for his startingand hispeculiar way of peer
ing at me. My rooms were conveniently near ; I carried him to them,
and a couple of hours passed whilst he told me of his adventures. 1
noticed that he said much less about his wife than I should have
expected to hear from him. He referred to her, indeed ; praised
her beauty, her accomplishments, with an almost passionate admi-
ration in his way of speaking, yet I remarked a sort of uneasiness
in his face too, a kind of shadowing as though the having to speak
of his wife raised thoughts which eclipsed or dimmed the brightness
of the holiday memories he was full of. Still 1 was so Jittle sure
that when 1 canre to think it over I was convinced it was mere fancy
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on my part, or at the worst I Yook 1t that, thoursh he was worth
ten thousand a year, she micht be making hnn uncasy by extrava-
gance, or there micht have been a tift between them before leaving
his homne to come London, the memory of which would WOrTy
aman of his temperament, a creature of nerves, and tainted besides,
as you know. He told me he was in London for a couple of days
on a matter of business, and that he had asked Lady Monson to
accompany him, but she had said 1t vexed her to leave her baby
for even a day, and that it was out of the question to subject the
bairn to the jolting, risks, and fativue of along journey. He looked
curiously as he said this, but the expression tled too nimbly from
his face to be determinable.

What was I doineg ! When would it suit me to visit him? 1f I
had no better engagement would T return with him? But,
thouch I had missed nothing of t]n‘ old cordiality in his greeting
and 1n his convgrsation that had reference to our bygone Jml\x unl
to his travels, “his invitation if invitation it could be called
was lifeless.  So much so, indeed, that it was as good or bad as his
telling me he did not want me then, however welcome 1 miight be
by-and-by.  We parted, and I did not see or hear of him again
until he came, as I have related, to tell me that his wife had eloped
with Colonel Hope-Kennedy.

[ had now to decide how to act, and I was never more puzzled
or irresolute in the whole cotirse of my life.  Had he proposed an
ocean cruise as a mere yaghting trip, I should have ;u'w;»twl the
offer right out of hand.

The sea, as a vocation, I did not love : but very different from
the discipline of a man-of-war’s quarter-deck, and the fever-breed
ing tedinm of starnant and broilige stations, was the business of
navigating the blue brine in a (‘u”«- nwrl\ equipped yacht, of
chasing the sun as one chose, of storing one’s mind with memories
of the glittering pageantry of noble and shmmg rivers, and green
and sparkling scenes of countryradiant and aromatic with the vege-
tation of tropic heights and distant sea-board cities, past the gleam
of the coral strand with a scent of sandalwood in the offshore breeze,
and boats of strange form and rig, gay as aquatic parrots, sliding
along the turquoise surface to the strains of a chant as Asiatic as
the smell of the hubble-bubble. No man ever loved travel more
than I ; only, unfortunately, in my time, when I had the right soyt of
health and spirit for adventure, journeys by land and by sea were
tedious and fatiguing. Very few steamers were afloat : one might
have sought in vain for a propeller to thrash one to the world’s end
with the velocity of a gale of wind. 1 had often a mind, after
Wilfrid had started on his voyage to various parts of the world, to
follow his example ; but 1 would shake my head when I came to
think of the passenger ship, the «lmnu of being locked up for
months with a score or two of people, half of whom might prove
disagreeable, not to mention indifferent food and a vile ship’s cook,
with weeks of equatorial deadness, and everything to be gone

o

P

~

through agai
wmp.mlonlu
But a yac
have accepte
even if I had
traordinary 1
clear percep
everything tl
He seemed
mid-ocean, v
g0 infinitesn
of seriously
Then, suppo
of arriving
gwifter vesse
run might o
and, though
yet, even if
of the unex|
great a peri
able breezes
for the purst
upon the
that, as ther
my cousin f
without leav
tion !
Moreove
Monson wot
Mediterrane
between the
our globe 18
lost to the e
hind herthe
then 1t wou
programine,
dream of fol
But thes
Should I ac
passion and
for the poor
might be th
would sicke
then perhaj
enough ove
steer us hor
fall in with
men and bo
&Ild }i(‘f(l]’(‘



118
I)U
n

l‘(l

re
ht
lil
er
'()
to
or
XC)

ne

, THHE ¢BRIDE® 13

through again as one went from place to place by sea, and myself
companionless the while.

But a yachtine cruise was another matter, and T say 1 should
have ;u'vvi»twl Wilfred’s proposal without an instant’s reflection,
even if I had had to be on board by noon next day, but for the ex-
traordinary motive of the trip. It was very plain that he had no
clear perception of his own programme. He talked as though
everything that happened would correspond with his anticipations.
He seemed cocksure, for instance, of overhauling the ¢ Shark ’ in
mid-ocean, when in reality the possibility of such an encounter was
so infinitesimally small that no man in his senses would dream
of seriously entering it as an item in his catalogue of chances.
Then, Hll]!}‘) sing him to miss the ¢Shark,” he was equally cocksure
of arriving at Table-Bay before her. The ¢ Bride’ might be the
swifter vessel, but the course was six thousand miles and more : the
run might occupy two and perhaps three, ay, and even four months,
and, though I did not make much of the ¢Shark’s’ five days’ start,
yet, even if the * Bride’ outsailed her by four feet to one, so much
of the unexpected must enter as conditions of so long a run and so
great a period of time calms. headwinds, disaster, strong favourt
able breezes for the chased, sneaking and baftlling draughts of air
for the pursuer—that it was mere madness to reckon with confidence
upon the ‘ Bride’s’ arrival at Cape Town before the ‘ Shark.” So
that, as there was no certainty at all about it, what was to follow if
my cousin found that the runaways had sailed from Cape Town
without leaving the faintest hint behind them as to their destina-
tion !

Moreover, how could one be sure that the Colonel and Lady
Monson would not change their minds and make for American or
Mediterranean ports ! Their determination to put the whole world
between them and England was not very intelligible, seeing that
our globe 18 a big one, and that scoundrelsneed not travel far to be
lost to the eye. If Lady Monson discovered that she had left be-
hind hertheremarkable letter which Wilfrid had given to me to read,
then it would be stranve if she and the Colonel did not change their
programme, unless, indeed, they supposed that Wilfrid would never
dream of following them upon the high scas.

But these wereidlespeculations ;they made nopart of mybusiness.
Should I accompany my cousin on as mad an undertaking as ever
passionand distraction could hurry himinto ? T washeartilygrieved
for the poor fellow, and I sincerely desired to be of use to him. Tt
might be that after we had been chasing for a few weeks his heart
would sicken to the sight hour after hour of the bare sea-line, and
then perhaps, if 1 were with him, I might come to have influence
enough over his moods to divert him from his resolution, and so
stecr us home again ; for I would think to myseclf, grant that we
fall in with the ‘* Shark,” what can Wilfred do? Would he arm his
men and board her? Yachtsmen are a peaceful body of sea-farers,
and before it could come to a boarding match and a hand-to-hand
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We were now rapidly approaching the ‘ Bride,” and as there was
little to be learnt from the waterman, I ceased to question him,
whilst I inspected the yacht as a fabric that was to make me a
home for I knew not how long. Then it was, perhaps, that the
full perception of my undertaking and of my cousin’s undertaking,
too, for the matter of that, broke in upon me with the picture of
the fine vessel straining lightly at her cable, whilst past her ran the
liquid slope into airy distance, where, in the delicate blue blending
of azure radiance floating down and mingling with the dim cerulean
light lifting off the face of the quiet waters, you witnessed a faint
vision of dashes of pale green and gleaming foreshore, with blobs
and films of land beyond, swimming, as it seemed, in thv autumn
haze and distorted by refraction. It was the lslo of Wight, and
the shore on either hand went yawning to it till it looked a day’s
sail away ; and I suppose it was the sense of distance that came to
me with the scene of the horizon past the yacht, touched with hues
illusive enough to look remote, that rendered realisation of Wil-
frid’s wild programme sharp in me as I directed a critical gaze at
the beautiful fabric we were nearing.

And beautiful she was—such a gallant toy as an impassioned
sweetheart would love to present to the woman he adored. In
those days the memory of the superb Baltimore clippers and of the
moulded perfections of the schooners which traded to the Western
Islands and to the Mediterrancan for the season’s fruits, was still a
vital inspiration among the shipwrights and yacht-builders of the
country. 1 had never before seen the ¢ Bride,” but I had nosooner
obtained a fair view of her, first broadside on, then sternwise, as
my boatman made for the starboard gangway, than I fell in love
with her. She had the beam and scantling of a revenue cutter,
with high bulwarks, and an elliptical stern, and a bow with the
sheer of a smack, but elegant beyond expression with its domi-
nating flair at the catheads, where it fell sharpening to a knife-
like cutwater, thence rounding amidships with just enough swell
of the sides tu delight a sailor’s eye.

The merest landsman must instantly have recognised in her the
fabric and body of a sea-going craft of the true pattern. This was
delightful to observe. The voyage might prove a long one, with
many passages of storm in it, and the prospect of traversing the
great oceans of the world ; and one would naturally want to make
sure in one's floating home of every quality of staunchness and
stability. A vessel, however, of over two hundred tons burthen
in those times was no mean ship. Crafts of the ‘Bride’s’ dimen-
sions were regularly trading as cargo amd passenger boats to
foreign parts; so that little in my day would have been made
of any number of voyages round the world in such a structure
as Sir Wilfrid’s yacht. It is different now. Our ideas have
enlarged with the growth of the huge mail boat, and a voyage in a
yacht driven by steam and of a burthen considerably in excess of
many West Indiamen, which half a century ago were regarded as
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fine large ships, is considered a performance remark: able enough to
justify the publication of a book about it, no matter how destitute
of interest and incident the trip may have proved. The fashion of
the age favoured gilt, and forward and about her quarters and stern
the ¢ Bride’ floated upon the smooth waters all ablaze with the
glory of the westering sun striking upon the embellishments of
golden devices writhing to t]wﬂhmmw form of the semi-nude beauty
that, with arms clasped Madonna-wise, sought with an incomparable
air of coyness to conceal the graces of her form under the powerful
projecting spar of the bowsprit ; whilst aft the giltwork, in scrolls,
flowers, and the like, with a central wreath as a frame for the virgin-
white letters of the yacht’s name, smote the satin surface under the
counter with the sheen of a sunbeam. All this brightness and
richness was increased by her sheathing of new copper that rose
high upon the glossy bends, and sank with ruddy clearness under
the water, where it flickered like a light there, preserving yet, even
in its tremulous waning, something of the fair proportions of the
submerged parts.

The bulwarks were so tall that it was not until I was close
aboard I could distinguish signs of life on the yacht. I then spied
a head over the rail aft watching me, and on a sudden there sprang
up alongside of it a white parasol edged with black, and the gleam
as it looked of a fair girlish face in the pearly twilight of the white
shelter. Then, as I drew close, the man’s head, uprose and I dis-
tinguished the odd physiognomy of my cousin under a large straw
hat. He saluted me with a gloomy gesture of the hand, with some-
thing, moreover, in his posture to suggest that he was apprehensive
of bomg observed by people aboard adjacent vessels, though I would
not swear at this distance of time that there was an\tlung lying
nearer to us than half a mile. You would have thought some one
of consequence had died on board, all was so quiet. I lifted my
hat solemnly in response to Wilfrid’s melancholy flourish, as though
I was visiting the craft to attend a funeral ; the boat then sheered
alongside, and, paying the waterman his charges, I stepped up the
short ladder and jumped on deck.

CHAPTER III.
LAURA JENNINGS,

SR WILFRID was coming to the gangway as I entered, leaving his
companion, whom I at once understood to be Miss Laura Jen-
nings, standing near the whecl. He grasped my hand, gazing at
me earnestly a moment or two without speaking, and then ex-
claimed in a low faltering voice, ‘ You are the dearest fellow to
come ! you are the dearest fcllow to come! Indeed it is good,
true, and noble of you.’

He then turned to a man dressed irr a suit of pilot-cloth, with
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hrass huttona on s warsteoat and a vound hat of old sailor fashion
on his head, who stood at a vespectful distance looking on, and
motioned to him. - He approached

“Charles; this is Captaimn Finn, the mastor of the yacht. My
cousin, Mr. Monson*

Finn lifted his hat with a short sevape of his right leg abaft.

“Glad to seo vou aboard, air, glad to see yon aboard,” said he,
in a leather Tunged note that one felt he had whll'\w\ll(_\' in subdfing
\ melancholy ereand, Mr. Monson, sir, God deliver us | But
wo're jockeying a veal aweetheart, yonr honour, and if we ain'
roon aticking tioht to Captain l“nllrl’u aliirta T don't think it'll be
for not heing able to guess his conrs

He ahook s head and sighed Hnl there lay a jolly expression
in his Tavge profrading Tobster Tike eve that twinkled there like the
flame of a taper enough of it to make me anapect that his mute
like air and Embor-week {one of voree was a mere piece of aympa
thetie acting, and that he was a merry dog wnwnu\ll when Wilfrid
war ont of aieht

See Mo Monson's Tuggage aboard, eaptain,’ said my courin,
“and stowed in his cabin, and then get your anchor.  There's
nothing to keep ns now

“Ay, ay, s’

“Step this way, Charlie, that T may introduce you to my sister

in law

He passed his arm through mine and we walked aft, but |
noticed 1 him a cortaim manner of cowering, 8o to speak, as of one
who fears that he g home watehed and talked about  an involun
tary allusteation of profound sensitiveness, no doubt, for, as T havo
sad, the yacht lay lonely, and he was hardly likely to dread the
gerutimy of g own men, :

e gl he introducdd me to seemed about nineteen or twenty
years old Lady Monadn hiad been deseribed to me as tall, ﬂ1:|1w1)_
slow 1 movement, and of a reposeful expression of face that would
have heen decmed spivitlpas in a person wanting the eloguence of
hevvich and tropie chapms @ ro at least my club friend the young
aranet had as good agAold me ; and it was natural perhaps that |
shonld expect to ind her sister something after her style in height
and form,1f not /i colonr

Instead, she fras a woman rather under than above the average
stature, fair in a sort of golden way, by which 1 wish to convey a
complexion of exguisite softness and purity, very faintly frec ‘kled
as though a little gyld dust had been artfully sh: aken over it —a huoe
of conntenance, o Yo speak~hat blended most admirably with a
great quantity of hair of a dark gold, whereof there lay upon her
brew many little natural eurls and whort tresses which her white
forehead, shining through them, refined into a kind of amber colour.
Her eyes were of violet with a merry gpirit in them, which defied
the neutralising imtluence of the sorrow lul expression of her mouth
By some she m'\_\v‘,.t have beerf held a thquglit too stout, but for my
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part 1 could ree nothing that was not perfeetly graceful in the curves
and lines of her figure. T will not pretend to desceribe how she was
dresaed ; in mourning I thought she waaat firat when she stood at n
distance.  Rhe was sombrely clad, to keep Wilfrid's melancholy in
cduntenance perhaps, and | dare sny she looked the awoeter and fairer
for heing thus n]\p:nullml. gince there is no wear fitter than dark
clothes for retting off such skin and hair as hers. Indeed, herstyleo
of dress and the farhion of her coiflure were the anticipation of a
taste of a much Inter date. In those days women hrushed their han
intoaplaster like amoothness down the cheeks, then coiled it hehind
the ear, and stowed what remained inan ungainly lump at the back
of the head, into which was satuck a big comh. The dress, aunin, was
loose about the hody, as though the felimt revelation of the higure
wore an act of immodesty, and the sleevey were what they called
gigots ; all detaila, in short, combining to so\ ugly a resnlt as to set
me wondering now sometimes that love waling did not comne to a
dead stand, Miss Laura Jennings's dress was cut to show her' figure

The sleeves were tight, and | recollect that she wore gauntlet

shaped gloves that clothed her arm midway to the elbow

This which T am writing was my impression, at the instant, of
the girl with whom I was to he associated for a long while upon the
ocean, and with whom I waa toshare in one adventure, at all events,
which T do not doubt you will nccept as amongst the most singular
that over befell a voyager.  She curtsied with a pretty old-world
grace to Wilfrid's introduction, sending at the same time a spark
ling glance full of spirvited eriticiam through the fringe of her lida,
whick drooped with a demureness that was almost coquettish, 1
thought.  Then she brightened into a frank manner, whilst she
extended her hand

“Tam very pleased to meet you, Mr. Monson ; glad indeed to
feel sure noiwe that you will be of our party.  Sir Wilfrid has talked
of you much of late. You have acted far more kindly than you can
nagine in joining us.’

“We have a fine vessel under us, at all events, Miss Jennings,’
sald I, with a look at the unsheltered decks which stretched under
the declining sun white as freshly peeled almofids.  “She seems
to have been born with the right kind of soul, Wilfrid ; and [ think
if your skipper will tell her quietly what is expected of her she will
flliﬁ] your utmost expectations.’

He forced a melancholy smile which swiftly faded, and then, with
a start and a stare over the rail on either hand, he exclaimed, ¢ It
makes me uneasy to be on deck, d’ye know. I feel —though tis
stupid enough as if there were eyes yonder and yonder on the
watch.  This restlessness will pass when we get to sen. Let us go
below, dinner will be ready by half-past five,” pulling out his wntr?n,
‘and it is now a little after four.’

He took his sister-in-law’s hand in a brotherly, boyish way, and
the three of us descended

The cabin was as shining and sumptuous an interior as ever |

o2
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was in, or could imagine, indeed, of a yacht’s internal accommoda
tion. Mirrors, hand-painted bulkheads, combinations of gilt and
cream, thick carpets, handsome lamps, silver swinging-trays, and
twenty more clegancies which I will not bore you with, made you
feel, as you stood at the foot of the companion steps, as though you
had entered some delicious, sparkling, fragrant little drawing-room
The bedrooms were at each extremity. The berth allotted to me
was a roomy, airy apartment forward, with a stout bulkhead at the
end of the short passage that effectually closed this part of the craft,
from whatever might be amidships and beyond. There was a stand
of arms fixed lere, and my thoughts instantly went to Colonel
Hope-Kennedy and Lady Monson, and the crew of the ¢ Shark,’ as
I counted twenty fowling-pieces with long polished barrels and
bright stocks, with hooks alongside from which hung a number of
cutlasses and pistols of the sort you then found in the small-arms
chests aboard men-of-war. The pattern of these weapons persuaded
me that they had been collected in a hurry, purchased out of hand
off some Southampton or Gosport dealer in such ware. They can
signify but one sort of business, thought 1; but, bless my heart !
does he serionsly entertain notions of boarding if we fall in with the
craft? And do his men suspect his intentions? And has he pro-
vided for all thinzs by shipping a fighting crew ?

[ peered into my berth, saw that it would make me as comfort
able a sca bedroom as it was possible to desire, and returned to the
cabin, where Wilfrid and Miss Jennings were sitting, he at a small
table right aft, sprawling upon it with his elbow, his chin in his
hand, his face gloomy with melancholy and anger, and his eyes
fixed upon a porthole through which he might just get a glimpse of
green slhore with a tremble of water yellow under the western light
steeping to it ; she near him on a short sofa, with her back agains
the vessel’s side, toying with her hat which lay in her lap, so that |
was now able to see that she was indeed a very sweet woman to tl
topmost curl of gold that gleamed upon her head. Indeed, yo
scemed to witness her charms as in a light of her own making
There was something positively phosphoric in the irradiation on h
face and hair, as though in sober truth they were self-luminous.
couple of fellows were bringing my luggage down the hatch, b
very quietly. T knew they were getting the anchor on deck by t!
dim chank chink of the windlass pawls, but I could hear no othe
sounds, no singing out of orders, nothing save the pulsing of tl
windlass barrel to indicate that we were about to start. There wa
an element of solemnity in this our first step, at all events, alo
the prodigious liquid highway we were about to enter that was not
little irksome to me.
away, and whom I was starting in pursuit of, and, though I keen!
sympathised with my cousin, it was impossible that I could feel
look as though I was broken down by grief.

‘We are not a numerous party,’ said I, in a hearty way, seatin
myself, ‘one less, indeed, than we bargained for, Wilfrid, for | 4
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without a servant. My fellow funked the very name of salt water,
and there was 10 time to replace him.’

* Thers are two stewards to wait upon you, and my own valet
vesides,” sald Wilfrid, bringing his eyes with an effort from the
porthole, through which he was staring, to my face. ‘Trust me to
see that you are made perfectly comfortable.’

‘ My dear follow —comfortable !  Why this is palatial !” 1 cried,
with a compreheasive sweep of my hand round the cabin ; ¢ much
too luxurious, in my humble opinion ; don’t you think so, Miss
Jennings ! Only figure all these fine things going down to swell
the navies that lie green on the Atlantic ooze.’

“The *“ Bride” is a lovely boat,” she answered, ‘and very swift,
Wilfrid says.’

¢Swift enough to serve my turn, I expect,” said he, with what
the Scotch call a raiscd look coming into his face.

¢ But why not come on deck !’ said I ; ‘ no fear of being noticed,
Wilfrid.  Who 18 there to see us, and who 18 there to care it any
body should see us !’

He drew his tall, awkward figure together with a shake of the
head.

“(xet you on deck by all means, Charles, and take Laura with
you if she will go. 1 have occupation to last me until the dinner-
{»cll in my cabin.’

¢ Will you accompany me, Miss Jennings /7 said 1.

‘Indeed I will,” she exclaimed with an alacrity that exhibited
her as little disposed as myself to rest passive in the shadow of my
pousin’s heavy, resentful melancholy

He seized my hand in both his as I rose to escort the girl on
deck. ‘God bless you once again, my dear boy, for joining us.
Presently I shall feel the stronger and perhaps the brichter for
bhaving you by my side.” He looked wistfully, still holding my
hand, at Miss Jennings, as though he would address a word to her
goo, but on a sudden broke away with a sigh like a sob, and walked
lm~tl]y to the after passage, where his cabin was.

, In silence, and much aftected, I handed the girl up the com-
panion steps. Gay and glittering as was the cabin, its imspirations
ere but as those of a charnel-house compared with the sense of
e and the quickness of spirit you got by mounting on deck and
gntering the shining atinosphere of the autumn afternoon, with the
Egh blue sky filled with the soft and reddening light of the waning
ninary, whilst already the land on either side was gathering to
green and gold and brown the tender dyes of the evening. The
tance had been claritied by a small easterly air that had sprung

R|p since I first stepped on board, and the Isle of Wight hung in a
fft pure mass of many dyes upon the white gleam of the water

t brimmed to it. There was a large frigate, as | imagined her,

wing slowly up past Gosport way, heading westwards, and the

e fastened upon her with a sort of wonder; for, thongh she
ked to be hull down, and the merest toy, and indistinguishable
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by the careless glance as a sail, yet she was too defined to pass for
a cloud ecither, whilst the silver brightne<s seemed 1mpossible in
canvas, and you watched her with a fancy in you of a large bland
star that would be presently afloat in the blue, and sparkling there
on the brow of the rvising night. There were a few vessels of
different kinds anchored off Southampton, and the scene in that
direction looked wondeffully fair and peaceful, with the spars of
the craft gilt with sunshine, and a flash in their hulls where paint
or glass caught the declining beam, and past them the higher
reaches of the light blue water with the twinkling of little sails that
carried the gaze shorewards to the town.

All this my sight took in quickly. The men had quitted the

windlass, and were making sail upon the yacht nimbly, but so
quietly, even with a quality of stealth in their manner of pulling
and hauling, that we could not have been a stiller ship had we been
a privateersman getting under way on a dark night with a design
of surprising a rich fabric or of escaping a heavily-armed enemy.
They looked a stout crew of men, attired without the uniformity
that is usual in yachting companies in these days, though the diver
ity of dress was not sufliciently marked to offend. 1 gathered that
the vessel carried a mate as well as a captain, and detected him in
the figure of a sturdy little fellow, with a cast in his eye and a mat
of red hair under his chin, who stood betwixt the knightheads for-
ward, staring aloft at a hand on the topsail yard. Captain Finn
saluted the girl and me with a flourish of a hairy paw to his hat,
but was too full of business to give us further heed.

*We shall be under way very soon now, Miss Jennings,” said
1, ‘it 1s a strange voyage that we are undertaking.’

¢ A sad one too,' she answered.

“You show a deal of courage in accompanying Wilfrid,” I
exclaimed.

“ | hesitated at tirst,’ said she, *but he seemed so sure of over-
taking the “*Shark,” and pressed me so carnestly to join him,
believing that the sight of me, or that by my pleading to—to g
She faltered, flushing to the eyes, and half turned from me with
such a tremulous parting of her lips to the gush of the mild breeze,
which sct a hundred golden fibres of her hair dancing about her
ears, that 1 expected to sce a tear upon her cheek when she looked
at me afresh. 1 pretended to be interested in nothing but the
movements of the men who were hoisting the mainsail.

“What do you think of the voyage, Mr. Monson 1’ she exclaimed
after a little pause, though she held her face averted as if waiting
for the flush to fade out of her checks.

“1t bothers me considerably,” I answered ; ‘ there is nothing to
make heads or tails of in it that I can see.’

‘But why 7’ and now she stole a sidelong look at me.

“Well, first of all,’ I exclaimed, ‘1 cannot imagine that there
is the faintest probability of our picking up the ‘“ Shark.” She may
be below the horizon, and we may be sailing three or four leagues
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apart for days at a stretch, and neither ship with the faintest
suspicion of the other being close. The ocean is too big for a hunt
of this sort.’

‘ But suppose we should pick her up, to use your term, Mr.
Monson 1’

“ Suppose it, Miss Jennings, and add this suppositfon : that the
gallant Colonel’—she frowned at his name, with a sweet curl of
horror on her lip as she looked down—*who will long before have
‘wigged us, declines to heave-to or have anything whatever to do
with us ; what then?’

‘1 suggested this to your cousin,” she answered quickly ; ‘it is
v most natural objection to make. Ile answered that if the

*Shark " refused to stop when he hailed her —that 18 the proper
term, I know —he would compel her to come to a stand by con-
sinuing to fire at her, even if 1t came to his sinking her, though
his object would be to knock her mast down to prevent her from
sailing.’

I checked a smile at the expression ‘knock her mast down,’
and then caught myself running my glance round in rearch of any
hint of ordnance of a persuasive kind ; and now it was that I
noticed for the first time, secured amidships of the forecastle, and
comfortably housed and tarpaulined. something that my naval
mstincts were bound to promptly interpret into a Long Tom, and
of formidable calibre too, if the right sort of hint of it was to be
obtained out of its swathing. 1 also observed another feature
that had escaped me : I mean a bow-port on either side the bow-
sprit—a detail of equipment so uncommon in a pleasure craft as to
force e to the conclusion that the apertures had been quite newly
cut and fitted.

I uttered a low whistle, whilst I found my companion’s gaze
rooted upon me with the same critieal attention in the spirited blue
gleam of 1t 1 had before noticed.

“Well ! "said 1, takingza bit of a breath, ¢ upon my word, though,
I should not have thought he had it in him ! Yes, yonder’s a
remedy,’” 1 continued, nodding in the direction of the forecastle,
“to correspond with Wilfrid's'intentions if he’s fortunite enough
to fall in with the ** Shark.” Will she be armed, 1 wonder? It
would then make the oddest of all peppering matches.’

‘If the yacht escapes us, weare certain to meet with her at the
Cape,” said Miss Jennings.

[t was idle to argue on matters of seamanship with the pretty
creature.

* Wilfrid has said little on the subject to me,” I remarked.
‘He was dreadfully overcome when he called to ask me to accom-
pany him.  But it 18 good and brave of you to enter upon this wild
experient with a womanly and a sisterly hope of courting the
fugitive back to her right and only resting-place. My cousin wal
receive her, then ?’

‘He means to come between her and the consequences of her
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of her folly,” said she, colouring again with a flash in her eye
and a steady confrontment of me, ‘let the course he may after-
wards make up his mind to pursue be what it will.’

I saw both distress and a little hint of temper in her face, and
changed the subject.

¢ Have you been long in England !’

“1 arrived three months ago at Sherburne Abbey’ (my cousin’s
seat in the North). “You know I am an Australian 1’

“Yes, but not through Wilfrid, of whose marriage I should
have learned nothing but for hearing it talked about one day in a
club. A young baronet who had met Lady Monson was loud in
her praises. He described her as a wonderfully beautiful woman,
but dark, with fiery Spanish eyes and raven tresses ' ; and here 1
peeped at her own soft violet stars and sunny hair.

“ Yes, she is beautiful, Mr. Monson,’ she answered sadly, ¢ too
beautiful indeed. Her face has proved a fatal gift to her. What
madness |’ she exclaimed, whispering her words almost. ¢ Aud

never was there a more devoted husband than Wilfrid.  And her
baby—the little lamb ! Oh, how could she do1t! how could she
doit!’

¢ With whom has the child been placed ?’ said I.
¢ With a cousin—Mrs. Trevor.’

“On, I know, a dear good creature ; the bairn will be in excel-
lent hands.’

¢Sir Wilfrid was too affectionate, Mr. Monson. You know,’
she continued, looking at me sideways, her face very grave, ‘if
you have ceased to love or to like a person, your aversion will
grow in proportion as he grows fond of you. It is not true, Mr.
Monson, that love begets love. No; if 1t were truey my sister
would be the happiest of women.’

‘ Have you met Colonel Hope-Kennedy !’

“Oh yes, often and often.  He was a very constant visitor at
Sherburne Abbey.’

' PH'H)' j_[mnl looking !’

‘ Tall, very gentlemanly, not by any means handsome to my
taste, but I have no doubt many women would think him so.’

“The name 18 familiar to me, but I never met the man. Did
he live in the North ¢’

‘No; whenever he came to Sherburne Abbey he was your
cousin’s guest.’

Phew ! thought I. ¢ And, of course,” I said, willing to pursue
the subject afresh, since it did not seem now to embarrass her to
refer to it, whilst I was curious to learn as much of the story as
could be got, ‘my cousin had no suspicion of the scoundrelisin of
the man he was entertaining.’ {

*No, nor is he to be blamed.
sen, and, like all fine, generous, amiable natures very, very slow to
distrust persons whom he has honoured with his friendship.  When
he came to me with the news that Henrietta had left hun I believed
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he had gone wutterly mad, knowing him to be just a little’-gshe
hesitated, and ran her eyes over my face as though positively she
halted merely to the notion that perhaps I was a trifle goné too ;
and then, clasping her hands before her, and hanging her head so
as to look as if she was speaking with her eyes closed, she went
on : ‘I was much with Henrietta, and often when Colonel Hope
Kennedy was present. 1 had ridden with them, had watched
them whilst they played billiards —a game my sister was very fond
of—observed them at the piano when she was singing and he turn
ing the music, or when she accompanied him in a song; he sang
well.  But—it might be, it is true, bggcause I was as unsuspicious
as Wilfrid —-yet 1 declare, Mr. Monson, that I never witnessed
even 8o mulh as a look exchanged between them of a kind to excite
a moment’sfuneasiness. No! Wilfrid cannot be charged with
blindness ; the acting was as exquisite as the object was detestable.’
And she flushed up again, half turning from me with a stride
towards the rail and a wandering look at the green country, which
I accepted as a hint that she wished the subject to drop.

The yacht was now under way. They had catted, and were
fishing the anchor forwards; I noticed that the man I had taken
to be the mate had arrived aft and was at the wheel. The vessel’s
head was pointing fair for the Solent, and already you heard a faint
crackling sound like a delicate rending of satin rising from under
the bows, though there was so little weight in the draught of air
that the ‘ Bride' floated without the least perceptible list or in
clination, spite of all plain sail being upon her with the exception
of the top-gallant sail.

¢ Fairly started at last, Miss Jennings,’ said I

She glanced roundhastily as though disturbed in an absorbing
reverie, smiled, and then looked sad enough to weep, all in a
breath.

Well, 1t was a solemn moment for her, I must say. She had
her maid with her, it is true ; bt she was the only lady on board.
There was none of her own quality with whom she could talk apart

no other woman to keep her in countenance, so to speak, with
the sympathy of presence and sex ; she was bound on a trip of
which no mortal man could have dated the termination —an adven
ture that might carry her all about the world for aught she knew,
for, since she was fully conscious of the very variable weather of
my cousin’s mind, to use the old phrase, she would needs be too
shrewd not to conjecture that many wild and surprising things
were quite likely to happen whilst the power of directing the
movewents of the yacht remained his.

And then, again, she was in quest of her sister, without a higher
hope to support her than a fancy —that was the merest dream to
my mind, when [ thought of the little baby the woman had left
behind her, to say nothing of her husband  that her passionate
entreaties backing Wilfrid’s appeals might coax her ladyship to quit
the side of the gallant figure she had run away with.
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Just then the merry silver tinkling of a bell smartly rung
sounded through the open skylight, and at the same moment the
form of a neat and comely young woman arose in the companion
hatch.

* What is it, Graham 7’ inquired Miss Jennings.

‘The first dinner-bell, Miss. The second will ring at the half-
hour.’

The girl pulled out a watch of the size of a thumbnail and
exclaimed, * It is already five o’clock, Mr. Monson. It cannot be
a whole hour since you arrived! I hope the time will pass as
quickly when we are at sea.’

She lingered a moment gazing shorewards, sheltering her eyes
sailor-fashion with an ungloved hand of milk-white softness, on which
sparkled a gem or two ; then, giving me a slight bow, she went to
tue companion and stepped down the ladder with the grace and
ease of a creature floating on wings. Ho, ho! thought I, she will
have her sea-legs anyhow ; no need, therefore, Master Charles, to
be too officious with your hand and arm when the hour of tumblefi-
cation comes. But that she was likely to prove a good sailor was a
reasonable conjecture, geeing that she was comparatively fresh
from probably a four months’ passage from Melbourne.

I followed her after a short interval, and then to the summons
of the second dinner-bell entered the cabin. The equipment of the
table rendered festal the sumptuous furniture of this interior with
the sparkle of silver and crystal, and the dyes of wines blending
with the central show of rich flowers. The western sunshine lay
upon the skylicht, and the atmosphere was ruddy with it. One is
apt to be curious when in novel sitnations, and I must confess that
yachting in such a craft as this was something very new to me, not
to speak of the uncommon character one’s experiences at the onset
would take from the motive and conditions of the voyage ; and
this will prove my apology for saying that, whilst I stood waiting
for Wilfrid and his sister-in-law Yo arrive, I bestowed more atten
tion, furtive as it micht be, upon the two stewards and my cousin’s
man than I should have thought of obliging them with ashore.
The ste vards were commonplace enough, a pair of trim-built fel
lows, the head one’s face hard with that habitual air of solicitude
which comes at sea to a man whose duties lie amongst crockery and
bills of fare, and whose leisure is often devoted to dark and myste
rious altercations with the cook ; the second steward was noticeable
for notliing but a large strawberry-mark on his left cheek ; but
Wilfrid’s man was worth a stare. I had no recollection of him,
and consequently he must have been taken into my cousin’s ser
vice since I was last at the Abbey, as we used to call it. He had
the appearance of a man who had been bred to the business of a
mute, a lanthorn-jawed, yellow, hollow-eyed person whose ag:
might have been five-and-twenty or five-und-forty ; hair as black
as coal, glossy as grease, brushed flat to the tenacity of sticking-
plaster, and fitting his egg-shaped skull like a wig. He was
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dressed in black, his trousers a little short and somewhat tight at
the ankles, where they revealed a pair of white socks bulging with
a ht of gout over the sides of a pair of pumps. He stood behind
the chair that Wilfrid would take with his hands reverentially
clasped upon his waistcoat, his whole posture indicative of humility
and resignation. Nothing could be more in harmofiy with the
melancholy nature of our expedition than this fellow’s countenance.

' Miss Jennings arrived and took her place ; she was followed by
mly cousin, who wallied to the table with the gait of a person fol-
lowing a cothn. This sort of thing, thouzht I, must be suftered for
a day or two, but afterwairds, if the air 18 not to be cleared by a
rousing langh, it won’t be for lack of any effort on my part to tune

up my pipes.

CIIAPTER 1V,

IN THE SOLENT,

THE dinner was exquisitely cooked, and as perfectly ordered a
repast as the most fastidious could devise or desire ; but very little
was sald, mainly, 1 suspect, because our thoughts were filled with
the one subject we could not refer to whilst the attendants hung
about us. What fell was the merest commonyplace, but I noticed
that whilst Wilfrid ate little he offered 1o objection to the frequent
replenishing of his glass with champagne by the melancholy chap
who stood behind him.

By-and-by we found ourselves alone.

‘That is very honest port
Charles,’ said my cousin.

‘1 believe I could lvad
¢but beyond that——’

‘Have you seen the gun on the forecastle 7’

‘Just the outline of a cannon,’ I answered, ‘under a smother
of tarpaulin.  What is called a Long Tom, I think.’

‘ You will have guessed the object of my mounting it ?’ said he,
with a frown darkening his face to one ot those angry moods which
would sweep athwart his mind like the deep but flitting shadows

of squall clouds over a gloomy sky sullen with the complexion of
storm.

; you need not be afraid of it
‘Do you understand gunnery {’

a piece and point 1t said I, .umiling.;.
|

’

‘Yes ; Miss Jennings explained,” I answered, glancing at her
and meeting her eye, in which 1 scemed to find the faintest hint
of rebuke. as though she teired I might be lauzhing in my sleeve.
¢What's the calibre, Wilfrid ¢

¢ Eighteen pounds,’ he answered.

‘An eightecn-pounder, ¢h !

That should bring the *“ Shark’s ?
spars about their ears, though. Let me think : the range of an

elghiteen-pounder will be, at an elevation of five degrees, a little
over a mile.’
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“If,’ cried my cousin —lifting his hand as though to smite the
table, then bringing his clenched tist softly down, manifestly
checked in some hot impetuous impulse by the sense of the pre-
rence of the girl, who regarded him with a face as serious as though
she were listening to a favourite preacher —‘if,” he repeated, sober-
ing his voice with the drooping of his arm, ‘we succeed in over-
hauling the ‘“ Shark,” and they refuss to heave her to, my purpose
18 to wieck her aloft, and then, should they show fight, to continue
firing at her until I sink her.’

There was a vicious expression in his eyes as he raid this, to
which the pecuiiar indescribable trembling or quivering of the lids
imparted a singular air of cunning.

“Is the “* Shark " armed, do_you know !’ said I.

¢ She carries a couple of small brass pieces, 1 believe, for pur-
poses of signalling. Pop-gpns,’ said he, contemptuously. “ But I
fancy she has an armoury A f her own. Lord Winterton was con-
stantly cruising north on $hooting excursions, and it is quite likely
that he let the weapons which belong to him with the yacht.’

“If Colonel Hope-Kennedy’s programme,’ said I, ‘includes
ramble amongst the South Sea Islands, you may reckon upon his
having equipped himself with small arms and powder enough, if
only with an eye to man-eating rogues. Jut to revert to your
Long Tom, Wiltiid. It should not be hard to sivk a yacht with
but you are not for murdering your wife, my dear

a

such a piece ;

fellow 1’
‘No, no,’ said he slowly, and speaking to me, though he kept
his eyes fixed upon his sister-in-law. ‘ have no fear of that. It 18 1
wan.” He pressed bis hand to his heart.

that am the murdgred
* Rather put it th that when they find their vessel hulled and

sinking they will get their boats over and be very willing to be

picked up by us.’
‘But your round shot may knock their boats into staves,’ said

[, “and what then 1’

“Our own boats will be at hand to rescue them,’ said he, now
looking at me full with an expression ot relish ot the argument,

‘ But, my dear Wilfr.d," said I, ‘don’t you kuow that when a
craft founders she has a trick of drowuning most of the people
aboard her, and amongst the few survivors, d’ye see, who contrived
to support themselves by whatever lay floating might not be Lady
Mouson !’

He took a deep breath, and said, so slowly that he seemed to
articulate with ditliculty, ‘Be it 8o. I have made up my mind.
If we overhaul the ¢ Shark ”’ and she declines to heave to, I shall
fire into her. The blood of whatever follows will be upon thet
heads. This has been forced upon me ; it is none of my seéking.
I do not mean that Colonel Hope-Kennedy shall possess my wife,
and I will take her from him alive if possible ; but rest assured I
am not to be hindered from separating them though her death

should be the Cunm-lllu-ncu.’
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Miss Jennings clasped ber fingers upon her forehead and sat
motionless, looking down. For a hittl: I was both startled and
bewildered : one moment he tiked as though his wish was that his
wife should not be harmed, and the next, in some concealed con-
vulsion of wrath, he betrayed a far blicker resolution than ever I
could have imagined him capable of.  Yet in the brief silence that
followed I had time to rid myself of my little fit of cons ernation
by considering, tirst of all, that he was now talking just as, accord-
ing to my notion, he was acting —1nsanely ; next, that 1t was a
thousand to one avainst our falling in with the yacht ; and agam,
supposing we came up with her, it was not very probable that the
crew of the * Bride ’ could be tempted, even by heavy biibes, into a
measure that might put them in jeopardy of their necks or their
lll»('lf).

It was now dark, and the cabin lamps had been for some time
lichted. The evening looked black agiinst the portholes and the
skylight, but the cheerfulness and beauty of the cabin were greatly
heightened by the sparkling of the oil-lames in the mirrors; the
swing-trays, the glass-like surface of the bulkheads, and so on.

Miss Laura's golden loveliness—-do not laugh at my poor nautical
attempts to put this amber-coloured, violet-ecyed woman before
you - showed, as one may well suppose of such a complexion and
tints, incomparably perfect, I thousht, in the soft though rich
radiance diffused by the burning sperm. 1 wondered that she
should lListen so passively to Wilfrid's confession of h s intentions
should we overhaul the *Shark.” My gaze went to her as le con-
cluded that little speech I have just set down ; but I witnes ed no
alteration in as much of her face as was visible, nor any stir as of
one startled or shocked in her posture. Possibly she did not
master all the signiticance of his words; for how should a girl
realise the full meaning of plumping round shot out of an eight« en-
pounder into a vessel till she was made a sieve of ¢ Or 1t might be
that she was of my mind in regarding the expedition as a lunatic
undertaking, and 1n suspecting that a few weeks of this ocean hunt
would sicken Wilfrid of his determination to chase the ‘Shark’
round the world. Or mingled with these fancies, besides, there
might be enough of violent resentment against her sister, of grief,
pain, shame, to enable her to listen with an unmoved countenance
to fiercer and wilder menaces than Wilfrid had as yet delivered
himself of. ’

These thoughts occupied my mind during the short spell of
silence that followed my cousin’s speech.  He suddenly rang a little
handbell, and his melancholy servant came sliding up to him out of
the after cabin.

‘Tell Captain Fiun I wish to see him - that is, if he can leave
the deck.’

The fellow mounted the steps.

‘What is the name of that gloomy-looking man of yours,
Wilfrid ¢
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‘ Muftin,’” he answerell.

‘Have I not seen somebody wonderfully like him,” said I,
‘holding en with drunken gravity to the top of a hearse trotting
home from the last public-house along the road from the grave-
yard ?’

Miss Laura lauched ; and there was a girlish freshness and arch
cordiality in her laughter that must have put me into a good
limmour, I think, had it been my wife instead of Wilfrid's that
Colonel Hope-Kennedy was sailing away with.

¢ Maybe, Charles, niaybe,” he answered, with a dull smile ; ‘he
may have been an undertaker’s man for all I know ; though 1 doubt
it, because I had huh from Lord —— with a five years’ character,
every word of which has proved true. 3ut I knew you would have
your joke. The fellowfits my temper to a hair; he has a hearse
like face, I adinit ; but thery’he is the quietest man in the world —a
very ghost ; summon/him, pnd if he shaped himself out of thin air
he couldn’t appear at your albow more noiselessly. That’s his main
recommendation to me. Any kind of noise now I find distracting ;
even music — Laura will tell yéu that I'll run a mile to escape the
sound of a piano.’

At this moment a pair of pilot breeches showed themselves in
the companion-way, and down came Captain Finn. As he stood,
hat in hand, soberly clothed, with nothing more gimcrack in the
way of tinery upon him than a row of brass waistcoat-buttons, 1
thought he looked a very proper, sailorly sort of man. There was
no lack of intelligence in his eyes, which protruded, as from a long
habit of staring too eagerly to windward, and trying to see into the
inside of gules of wind. He was remarkable, however, for a face
that was out of all proportion too long, not for the width of his
head only, but for his body ; whilst his legs, on the other hand,
were as much too short, so that he submitted himself as a person
whose capacity of growth had been experimentally d stributed, in-
somnch that his legs appeared to have come to a full stop when he
was still a youth, whilst in his face the active principle of elonga-
tion had continued laborious until long after the term when Nature
should have made an end.

“ A glass of wine, captain !’ said Sir Wilfrid

‘Thank your honour. Need makes the old wife trot, they say,
and I feel a-dry —1 feel a-dry.’

‘Put your hat down and sit, Finn.
cousin, Mr. Monson, your views respecting this
first, where are we 7’

“ Why,” answered the captain, balancing the wine-glass awk-
wardly betwixt a thumb and a forefinger that resembled nothing
80 much as a brace of stumpy carrots, whilst he directed a nervous
look from Wilfrid to me and on to Miss Laura, as though he would
have us observe that he addressed us generally ; ‘ there’s Yarmouth
lights opening down over the port bow, and I reckon to be clear of
the Solent by about three bells - half-past nine o'clock.’
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‘The navieation hereahouts,” said 1, ¢ needs a bright look-out.
The captain may not thank us for calline him below.’

‘l,til'll ]w\w.‘u-, Mr. Monson, sir,” he answered, ‘the mate,
Jacob Crimp, him with the one eye slewed—if 8o be as you've
noticed the man, sir-—he’s at the helm, and 1I'd trust him for any
inshore navication. from the Good'ens to the Start, blindfolded.
Why, he knows his soundinzs by the smell of the mud.’

‘How is the weather ! imaquired my cousin.

‘ Fine, clear night, sir; the stars plenti ul and the moon arising ;
the wind’s drawod a bit norradly, and’s briskening at that ; yet 1t
keeps a dranght, with nothing noticeable in the shape of weight in
it.  Well, your honour, and you, Mr. Monson, sir, and you, my
lady, all 'm sure I can say, 13, here’s luck,” and down went the
wine.

¢ Captain,’ said Sir Wilfrid, ‘ oblice me by giving Mr. Monson
your views of the chase we have started upon ’

‘Finn put down the wine-glass and dried his lljxx on a pocket
handkerclief of the size of a small ension.

“Well,” he bezan, with a nervous uneasy twisting about of his
legs and feet, “iny view’s this : Fidler isn’t likely to take any other
road to the Cape thau the one that's followed by the Indiemen.
Now,” said he, laying a forefinger in the palm of his big hand,
yellow still with ancient stains of tar, whilst Wilfrid watched him
in his near-sichted way, leaning forward in the posture of one
absorbed by what 1s said, ‘ you may take that there road as skirt-
ing the Bay o’ Biscay and striking the latitude of forty at about
fifteen degrees east; then a south by west halt west course for the
Canaries ; the Equator to be cut at twenty-five degrees west, and a
straight course for Trinidad to follow with a clean brace up to the
South-east trades. What d’ye think, sir?’

¢ Oh, ’tis about the road, no doubt,’ said I, for whatever might
have been my thoughts, I had no intention to drop a discouraging
syllable then before Finn in my cousin’s hearing.

¢

i

“if s0 be as we should have the luck tofall into that there *“ Shark’s
wake, you know, we shan’t need to trouble ourselves with the
course to the Cape south of the Equator.’

“Of course not,” exclaimed Sir Wilfrid.

‘By which I mean to say,” continued the captain, giving his
back hair a pull as though it weres some bell-rope with which he
desired to ring up the invention or imagination that lay drowsy in
his brain, ¢ that if we aren’t on to the ** Shark ' this side the Line
it’ll be better for us to tarn to and make up our mind to crack on all
for Table Bay to be there afore her, without further troubling our-
setves about her heaving in sight, thouch, of course, the same
l)l'i!llt look out 1l be 1\|‘llt_y

‘Good,” said Wilfrid with a heavy emphatic nod ; that’s not
to be bettered, I think, Charles.’

‘I suppose,’ said I, addressing Finn, ¢ that, though your hope

Jut,” said the captain, eyeine me nervously and anxiously,

1
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1
will be to pick up the ““Shark ™ any day after a given period, and
thongh yvon'll follow the scent of hier as closely as your conjecture
of Fidlev’s navigation will adint, you will satill go on sweating
pray pardon this word in its sea sense, Miss Jennimgs — your eraft
ar thongh the one bhusiness of the expedition was to make th
sawittest possible passage to the Cape of Good Hope 1

“ Ay, never sparmg a cloth, siv; and she's something to jockey,
My, Moncon. You don't know her yet, sir.’

“The ““ Shark " s a fore and-aft schooner?”?

! \l“i.. '\" ANRW Hwi

“She carrivs a square sail, no doubt 1

CAv, a g un, but good only for running, and we ain't with
out that canvas, too, vou must know." he added with the twinkl
of humour m s gaze that T had observed in him when Wilfy
had first made him known to me. ¢ Enough of at, Mr. Monson,
hold wind to gerve a Dutechman for a week, not to mention a torps
and a t'gallants’l fit for a hine-o™ battle ship to ratch under.’

This was vague talk, but it pleased Wilfrid

“Nquare yards are very well;” said |
allow a vessel to look up to it as though her canvas was fore an
aft only ?
were hmited to square rigs.’

“There's nothen to prevent the ““ Bride ™ from looking up to
“The yards 'll lie for
There ain't no spread, sir, lil

a8 close as the **Shark,” " answered Finn.,
and aft : what's to hinder them!
what you get in ships with your futtock rigging and backstays a
shronds in the road of the slings elbowing their way to chann

big enough for a ball-room.  Besides,’ he added, * suppose it sho

be a matter of a quarter of a pint's difference, we need but stow

the square cloths, and then we am't no worse off than th

“Shark.”™’

I'rue.’ said 1, thinking more of Miss Jennings than of wl
Finn was saving © 8o perfect a picture of gnlish beauty did
happen to be at that instant as she leaned on her elbow, supporti
her chin with a small white hand, her form 1n a posture that |
side of her face in shadow, whilst the other side lay brigl

O«
She was st

golden, and soft in the lamphght over the table
g with charming gravity, and a countenance of x.\'mp:\th.\' wh
tenderness was unimpaired by an appearance of attention that
could not doubt was just a httle forced, since our sailor talk ¢«

not but be Greek to her Resides, at intervals, there was a Lift
hid, a gleam of the violet eye, which was like assu

”\«‘ white
one that thought was kept in the dircetion of our conversat
only by constiant

I was becinning to feel the want of a cigar, and T had b

sitting long enough now to make me pine for a few turns on d

but 1 durst not be abrupt m the face of my cousin’s devou
stare at his skipper and the pathetic spectacle of the conten
in lam as he hearkened, now nodding, now glom

l\RSSlHHH
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smiling, now lying back on a sudden with a frown which he made
as if to Amooth out by pressing his hand to hisybrow

CPhe CShark.” T rmd 1, has five days’ st u\ of us.  Ghive her a
hyndred miles a day, for the mere sake of argument ; she should
bevat that, well in the heart of the Pay

‘Ty Heaven ! within arm's length of us, when you put it so !’
criad Wilfrid, extending his hand in a wild, darting, irrelevant
gesture, and closing his fingers with a snap as though upon some
phantom throat he had seen and tl ought to cluteh

“Kive hundred miles,” exclaimed FKinng, apparently giving no
heed to the baronet's action “Wall, sir, as a bit of BUPPOBING,

there's no harm i at. It might be more [ should allow less
There's been no weicht of wind down Channel What's happencl
then to blow her along ! But there's no telling.  Anyhow,’ sl

he, picking up his eap and rising, there's nothing in five hundred
miles, no, ror in a thousand, to make us anxious with such a race

course as hes afore us. "Tam't as if we'd got to eatch the craft
before she’d mado Madeira.,”  He paused, Iooking a little irresolute,
and then sad, addressing Wilfrid, T don't know if there’s any
thing more your honour would like to ask of me ('

“ No, not for e moment,” answered my cousin dully, with the
air of a man langoid with a su lden sense of weariness or exhaustion
following some 1nternal fiery pertarbation ; “it s just this, Finn
Mr. Monson served m the Royal Navy for a few years, and I was
anxious that he should be at once made acquainted with your views,
so that he and you could combine your experionces You have
chased in your time, Charles, no douht !’

“Not very often, and then always something that was in sight,’
I answered with a slight glance at Finn, whose gaze istantly fell
whilst he exelaimed

“Well, sir, any suguestion youcan make 'l be mighty thankful
to receive DPut it he all plan saaline, T don’t doubt; 1t’ll be all
plam sailing,” he repeated; rimbling out too words 1n a stitled
hurrvicane note, and, givine us a bow, he went up the steps

Wilfrid gazed at mo vacantly when | proposed a cigar on deck

*What do you think of IYinn he askoed

‘He seems as honest a man and as practical a seaman as necds
be But he has had command of this yacht simce you bought
her !’

He nodded.  *Well then, of course, vou know all about hin
He has cloarly been a merchant Jack 1 his day, and has all neces
sary experience, 1 dare say, to qualify him for this charge But |
say, Wilfrid, let us go on deck, my dear fellow Miss Jenninges, |
am sure, will not object to the scent of a civar in the open air.’

‘Nor \l«r\\ll here enthi X,. she ex ] wned

“1 ghall remember that,” saud I gratefully ‘Now, Wilfrd,
won’t you i’ »

*No,” he interrupted ; * I am drowsy, and thank Heaven for a
sensation that threatens to become a novelty.  1f 1 get no rest

D
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to night 1t will he mav ovohth of alee 1 loeaneaa, and T mnat humonr
myeelit VYOS | muat l\an‘ m |\y\-|“ ho M‘]r'\"“ ‘v“ ny i!\ n aort
of mutterimg wav, and yising

1 advised hiom by all meana to withdiw of he veally felt tived,
and further recommended a boatanaim'a eanller of whieky to 'vl‘\

off the ehnan paone and port he had Heon awallowinmp

How wall vou amuee vomvaclt, ama he exelnimed, tnrmgng
to he Sl owall e dntb wonk forvon, L fen

Noono eved Fhhthelv, “why need Miaa Jennines he dull
It manet bhe o bhaerng to beop hoy hively

1 ean st and vead hove nd sl ot a tanme to ogo to hed,

What va the howre, My Monaon ¢
Tnst on the amvoke of vt anvdd |
She made a proetiy hittle onmmace. and then burat into one of
hev refire<hane cordinl 1y
\ httle om v i hed \\“‘\‘M;_ ahe oxelmmed
He smothered a yvawn and responded I whill loave vou to

harles Waonld to Heaven I hid In «‘»nyvq' God bleea yon hoth

H ny for hia valet and stalked wath hanpimg arma and droop
me head, i the moat melancholy manner pictawrable, to s eaban
1 ashed Misa Jenmings to accompany me on deck

Phere e a moon i the me,” smad 1 S von may gee the haze of
it thrvmaeh thhe porthole ; Pt T mnagt not forvet that it yaan antumn
mght =0 et ve beg yon to weap voursell up warmly whilat 1 alip
o .‘\1\,"\ HA

1 fanaed she hing i the wind an mestant, as a girl might who
aould not promptly see her way to walking the deck of a yacht

yoonhoht ov any other noht, hat she

alome with a young man o
asconted <o guickiv m reality that 1 dare say mv guspicion was an
rdle and groundlesas it of sensitiveness Tive mimutes later we
were on deck togethe

The vacht was floating throungh the dusk — that was tinetured
nto ghmmermy pearl n the broad face of the silver moon, whieh had
already caombed several decrees above the black sky hine of the lsle
of Wight  without the least perceptible stiv or tremor in her frnmg
lhe wind was well abatt the starboard beam ; the great mam boom
overhung the port quarter : the white sail rose wan to the moon
shine with a large gafl topsail above 1t for those were the dayvae of
gaffs  dimming into a space of amy fammtueas to the masthead, above
the white button of whose truck vou canght the acy gleam of a
metal vane as though 1t was a prece of meteorie seoring under the
dust of the srars that hovered in the velvet pgloom like a sheet of
undulating silver glooming out into hollows in places. Light as the
breeze was, and following us besides, it held the canvas asleep
but that everv cloud-hike cloth was doimg 1its work, teo, the ea

awickly noted i the pleasant fountam-hke sounds of runming
waters over the side. with a cool geething noire in the wake and a
fairy tinkling of exploding foam-bells The land to port loomed

™
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black ngainat the moonshine, snve where someslopeor other eatohing
the slanting beam showed the faint groen of ita harbage or wontded
growtha in n very phantasm of hue, like some vardant streteh of
land dyeing an attenuanted veil of vaponr witnesced afar npon the
ocenn.  Over the port how I eanght wight of a light or two a long
wav down the dusky reach, na it seemed, with a brighter gleam to
atarbonrd where the Iand, eatching the moonlight, enme in visionary
attenka and hreaks to abeam and on poaat the quarter where it
aeomed to melt ont into sometwinklhng hoancon — off Cnlahot Onstle,
maybe, 8o far astorn it looked

Fapied the stardy figure of the mate atanding heaide the whe ],
no longer steering, but manifestly connimg the yacht The akipper
wna nhreast of the skyhght, lonning over the ral with hisarm ronnd
a backstiy ; there were figures moving forward tipping the gl om
there with the acarlet points of glowing bowls of tobaceo, hut if they
conversed it was in whigpers I'ne abillnesa waa searce pmaginahle
It was hewghtened yet even to my fancy presently when, growing
used to the light, spied the phantom fignre of what was apparently
a lnrge biig clonded to her royals with pale canvas satemming the
Solent, outward bound, some half s mile digt ot

“TPhere is no dew,’ said 13 “the moon shines purely, and is full
of promise so far as fine w ather goes Well! here wa are fairly
atarted indead It 10 almost a dreenm to me, Mgy Jennings, d'ye
know ' | l'ullllll‘lwl. staringy anhont e I'hree da Va4 ago I hd
no notice of anything having gone wrong with my consing and
therefore little dreamt, as you will # s, of what | was to enter
upon this bleased afternoon Throe daye ng ' And now here am
I heading mto God knows what part of thns michty globe of ocean
as empty of all theory of de-tipation as thouzh I wers honnd in a
balloon to the part the poets call interstellar spaes How 18 1t all
to end, I wonder 1’

She was pacing quietly hy my side

‘You think the puranit a silly one, Mr. Monson 1’

‘Yt\q, | 1lu, and Wialfreid Lwoaes thet 1 do If he wera not
He is my cousin, Miss Jenninygs, and a deor friend, and yon are his
sister-m-law and dear to him, too, T am soree, and = v I dare he
candid with you. If it were not that he ’ (I touched iy forehead)
“would he embark on such a quest as this?’

Yes,” shie replied, with just enouzh of heat or temper, or
whatever you like to call it, in her voice to render her u terance
distimet with unconscious emphasis ; “he adored his wife Can a
man tear his love mto pieces in a day, as though 1t were no more
than a veldious old letter I He thinks he hates her; he does so in
a sense, no doubt ; but in a sense, too, he still worships hsr. M. 1!
that is what you mean.’

I was beginning to protest
‘Yes, it 18 what you mean, and you are right and wrong. If he
does not purswe her, if he does not recover her, she is lost, for ever
She 18 lost now, you will tell me Ay,” she ®ried with a little
D 4
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stamp, ‘lost so far as her hushand’s heart goes, 8o far as her honour
18 concerned : but not so utterly Tost as ghe will Tater be if she is
not rescued from that — that man, who must be ro served, Mr,
Monson, as to render it napossible for him ever again to trouble
the peace of another home, to break the heart of a-noble minded
creature and rob a httle infant of s mother.,  Hate hom ' Oh,
girl aa T am, T declare before my Maker T would shoot him with my
own hand !’

There was nothing in the least degree theatrieal in her way of
speaking.  The words came in a hurry to her lips from her
mdignant heart, and I heard the sincerity of them so clearly in the
mere utterance, I did not doubt for an mstant that, put a pistol in
her hand and set up the figure of the Colonel in front of her, she
would have sought for his heart, if he had one, with the barrel of
the weapon without so much as a sigh at having to kill him. T felt
abashed ; her sincerity and resentment were overwhelming ; her
strength of feeling, too, won a peculinr accentuation from thoe
character of airy delieacy, of tender fragility, the moonhght gave to
her fair and golden beanty. It was hke Listening to a volume of
sounds poured forth by a singing bird, and wondering that such
far-reaching melody should be produced by so small a creature.

“1 fear,” said I, ‘you don’t think me very sincere in my
sympathy with Wilfrid

“Oh, yes, Mr. Monson,” she interrupted ; * do not suppose such
a thing. 1t 18 not to be imagmed that you should take this cruel
and muserable aflair to heart as he does, or feel 1t as 1 do, who am
her sister.’

“The truth 1s," sad I, ‘1t 18 mmpossible for a bachelor not to
take a cynical view of troubles of this sort. A man was charged
with the murder of his sweetheart.  The judge said to him, ** Had
the woman been yonr wife, your guilt would notHave been so great,
beeause you would have no other micans of getting rid of her save
by killing her; but the unhappy creature whose throat you cut you
could have sent adrift without trouble.” W hat ,nn-m to say 1s,
Miss Jennings, that a husband does not merit halt the pity that s
felt for himf his wife elopes.  He is casily quit of & woman who
18 lus wife only by name.  Tam for pitying her. The mevitable
sequel - the disgrace, desertion, and the rest of 1t 18 as punctual as
the mdication of the hands of a clock But sce how nimbly
the ** Bride " Hoats through all this darkness and quietude.  We
shall be passing that vessel shortly, and yet for canvas she might
really be one of the pyramids of Egypt t&\\'nn: down Channel.’

We went to the rail to look, I, for one, glad enough to change
the subject, for 1t was nothing less tham profanity to be arguing
with so sweet a little woman as this-—1n the pure white shining ot
the moon, too, and with something of an ocean freshness of atmo
sphere all about us-—on such a gangrenous subject as the elopement

f Lady Monson with Colonel Hope-Kennedy.,  Out of all my sea
nng experiences I could not pick a fairer picture than was made
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by the brig we waore pussing, clad as she was i moonhght, and
rising in steam-coloured spaces to mere filims of royals motionless
under the stars.  She was a man-of-war ; the white of her broad
Land, that was broken by black ports, gloamed lhike the ivory of
pranoforte keys ; hereanvas was exnisitely o utandset, and trimmed
na naval men know how  one yardarm lookimyg backwards alittle
over another, the rounded silent eloths, faint in the radiance with
a vleam as of alabaster showing through a delicate haze, and high
aloft the tremor of a pennant ke the expiring trail of a shooting
st Al was as hushed as death upon her : her high bulwaris
concealed her decks ; nothing was to be seen stirring along the
whole lengrh of the shapely, beautiful, visionary fabric that, as we
left her slowly veering away upon onr quarter, looked to lose t e
gubstance of hor form, as thdugh throngh the gradual absorption of the
Light her own white canvas made by the clearer and i1cy radiance of
the soarmg moon

“To think now,’ said I, *of the thunder of adamantine lips con-
cealed within the silence of that heap of swimming faintness | How
amazing the change from the exquisite repose she suggests to the
fierce crimson blaze and headlong detonations of a broadside flash
ing up the dark land and dying out miles away in a sullen roar.
But, d'ye know, Miss Jennings, I shall grow poctical if I do not
light another cigar.  Women shonld encourage men to smoke
Nothing keeps them quieter.”’

Wo exchanged a few words with Captain Finn, who, together
with the mate, was keeping a bright look-out, and then resumed
our walk, and in a quict chat that was ended only by a small bell
on the forecastle announcing the hour of ten by four chimes, Miss
Laura gave me the story of my cousin’s introduction to her family,
described the marriage, talked to e about Melbourne and her home
there, with more to the samoe purpose, all very interesting to me,
though 1t would make the morest parish gossip in print.{ Her
mother was dead ; her father was a hearty man of sixty who had
emigrated years before in dire poverty, “as you will suppose,’ said
she, “when I tell you that he was the son of a dis€enting minister
who had a family of twelve children, and who died without leaving
money enough to pay for his funeral.” Mr. Jennings had made a
fortune by squatting, but he had lost a considerable sum within
the past few years by stupid speculation, and as Miss Laura said
this I could sce, by hearing her (to use a Paddyism), the pout of
lip ; for, bright as the moonlight was, the silver of it blended with
the golden tint of her hair without defining any feature of her
clearly savinghereyes, in which the beam of the planet would sparkle
like a diamond whenever she raised them to my face. She told me
her father was very proud that Lis daughter should becomea lady
of title, and yet he opposed the marriage, too. In short, he saw
that Wilfrid’s mind was not as sound as it should be, though he
never could pomt to any act or .-t[wwrh to justity his misgivings
But this was intelligible enough ; for, to speak of my cousin as I
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remembered him in earlier times, the notion you got that he was
not straight-headed, as I have before sard, was from his face, and
the suspicion lay but dully in one, so rational was his behaviour,
s0 po'ished and often intellectual his talk ; till on a sudden it wag®
sharpened into conviction on your hearing that there was insanity
in his mother’s faily.

* What had Lady Monson to say to your father’s misgivings 1’ I
inquired.

‘She accepted him, and insisted upon marrying him.
wonderfully fond of her, Mr. Monson.’

¢ And she ’

I saw her give her head a little shake, but she made no reply.
Perhaps she considered that this trip we had started on sufliciently
answered the question. She sald, after a brief pause, * I myself
thought my father agreat deal too eritical in his estimate of Sir Wil-
frid. No onetalked more delightfully than your cousin. He was a
favourite with everybody whom he met at Melbourne. He was
fresh from his travels, and was full of entertaining stories and shrewd
observations ; and then, again, he had much tosay about European
capitals, of English lllll\Ll\ltV]lf(' of English Society—you will
not need me to tell you that we Colonials }mvu little weaknesses in
regard to lords and ladies and to the doings of high life, from which
people in England are quite exempt, and for the having which I
fear we are slightly sneered at and a good deal wondered at.’

[ cayght the sparkle of her lifted eye.

pray, Miss Jennings,” said I, ‘what would your papa
think if he were to know that you had embarked on what, I must
still take the liberty of calling, a very queer voyage?’

¢ Oh,’ she cried quickly and almost hysterically, ¢ don’t ask me
what he would think of what I am doing! Whatwillbe his thoughts
when he gets the news of what Henrietta has done 7’

She turned her head away from me, and kept it averted long
enough to make me suspect that there was a tear in her eye. 1t
was then that a sailor torward struck the forecastle bell four times.

‘Ten o'clock !’ she exclaimed, knowing as an ocean traveller how
to interpret sea time. * Good-night, Mr. Monson.’

I handed her down the companion-steps; and went to my own
cabin, and was presently in my bunk. But it was after seven bells,
half-past eleven, before I fell asleep.

The breeze had freshened--hLad drawn apparently more yet to
the northward ; and the yacht, having hauled it a bit now that we
were out of the Solent, was le: wming over a trifle with a sputtering
and frisky snapping of froth along her bends and a quiet moaning
sounding down into her heart out of the hollows of her canvas,
whilst an occasional creak, breaking from one knew not what part
of the structure, hinted at a taut drag of tacks and sheets, though
there was no motion in the water, over whose surface our keel slided
as steadily as a sleigh over a snow-covered plain,

It was one thing on top of another, I suppose ; the fancies put
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into me by the oddness of this adventure ; the memory of the long
gun forward ; Wilfrid’s tragic intentions, the darker to my mind
because it was so easy for me to see how grief, wrath, a sense of
dishonour, bitter injury, with impulses not imaginable by me which
every recurrence to the motherless little baby at home would visit
him with, had quickened in him of late the deadly seminal principle
that circulated in his blood. Then again, there was Miss Laura’s
beauty, if beauty be the proper terin to express a combination of
physical charis which a brief felicitous sentence like a singlg line
from some old poet would better convey than fifty pages of deperip
tion ; her conversation ; her sympathy with the motive of this trip ;
her apparent heedlessness as to the time to be occupied by it ; her
indifference as to the magnitude of the programme that Wilfrid’s
resolution to recover his wife might end in framing, if Table Bav
should prove but a starting-point—I say it was one thing on top of
another ; and all reflections and considerations beingrendered acute
by the spirit of life one now felt in the yacht, and that awakened the
most dormant or puzzled faculty to the perception that it was all
grim, downricht earnest, small wonder that [ should have lain
awake until half-past eleven. Indeed that I s"onld have snatched
a wink of sleep that first blessed night is a mystery only to be par
tially resolved by reflecting that I was young, heedle-s, ‘ unencum-
bered’ as they say, a lover of adventure, and in no sense dissatistied
by the company I found myself among,

CHAPTER V.
LONG TOM

WrEN T awoke the morning was #treaming a windy light through
the port-hole over my bunk. U lay a few minutes watching my
coat and other suspended garments swinging against the bulkhead,
and listening to the creaking and groanings of partitions and strong
fastenings, and to a muttled humming sound that was like the dis-
tant continuous roll of a drum mixed with a faint seething that
sent one’s fancy to the shingle of the Enghsh shore, and to the
panting respiration of the recoiling breaker uponit; and then I
guessed that there was a fresh breeze blowing.

I tumbled out of bed and stood awhile, partly with the notion
of making sure of my sea-legs, and partly to discover if 1 was likely
to be sea sick. Finding myself happily sound in all ways, 1 drew
on some clothing and looked out. Wilfrid’s melancholy man sat at
the cabin table, leaning his head upon his elbow, with his tingers
penetrating the black plaister of hair over his brow, so that he pre-
sented a verydejected and disordered appearance. I called to him ;
he looked in my direction with a wandering eye, struggled to get




40 AN COCEAN TRAGEDY

up, put his hand upon his stomach with an odd smile and sat again.
I entered the cabin to see what ailed the fellow.

“What’s the matter with you !’ said 1. *Sick 1’

He turned his hollow yellow face upon me, and 1 saw that he
was 1n liquor.

*It’s here, sir,” he exclaimed, pointing with an inebriated fore-
finger to the lower button of his waistcoat ; “it’s a feelin’, sir, as
if I was a globe, sir, with gold and silver fishes a-swimming round
and round, and poking of their noses against me to get out.’

He spoke respectfully, but thickly, with sundry little feints at
rising, as though very sensible that he should not be sitting whilst
I stood.

‘Try a dose of brandy,” said I, satirically.

‘Do you think 1t will help me, sir!’ he inquired, pulling his
fingers out of his hair and clasping his hands upon his waistcoat,
whilst his lips went twisting into an intoxicated grin on one side of
his nose, as it looked. 1 will try it, Mr. Monson, sir. There'’s a
something here as wants settling, sir. 1 never was partial to the
hocean, sir.’

He was proceeding, but just then the second steward came
below, on which I quitted the melancholy man, ordered a cold salt
water bath and a hot cup of coffee, and was presently on deck. It
was a windy-looking morning, the sky bigh, grey, compacted ; with
here and there a dark curl of scud in chase of scme bald lump of
sulphur-coloured cloud blowing away to leeward like the first ball
of powder smoke from a cannon’s mouth ere the wind has had time
to shred it. The water was green, a true Channel sea with the
foam of the curled ridges dazzling out in times to the touch of a
wet, pale heam of sunshine dropping in a lance of light in some
breathless moment through one of the dim blue lines that here and
there veined the dulness aloft. There was no land to be seen ; the
haze of the sea-line ran the water into the sky, and the green of
the horizon went blending into $he soft greyness of the heavens till

it looked all one with a ditference of colour only.

The yacht was bowling through it at a noble pace ; the wind sat
as 1t should tor such a craft as the ¢ Bride’ ; the sea had quartered

her and swept in hillocks of foam along her lustrous bends, sending
an impulse to her floating rushes with every pale boiling of it to
her frame, and the sputter and creaming all about her bows, and
the swirl of the snow over the lee rail, and the milk-white race ot
wake rising and falling fan-shaped astern prismatic with the glnt
of chips and bubbles and feathers of spume swept out of the gidd:
ness by the rush of the wind, might have made you think yours

aboard a ship of a thousand tons.  Upon my word it was as though
the ¢ Bride ’ had got the scent and knew that the ¢ Shark > was not
far distant. Finn was not sparing her. He was to windward,
close bes'de the wheel, as I emerved, and 1 knew he watched mu
whilst I stood a moment in the hatch looking from the huge thun
derous hollow of the mainsail to the yawn of the big square-sail

v
\]

they had cla:
tt, topgallant
taut as fidd]
tunber and i
Somethin
with the ula,
water, and t)
cleaving bow
early training
polacre and
ll\lllg (‘}N’“\'
In scarch of g
There wey
beam, their
agam-t the
though the ]
mile off, a fy)
and plunging
green holl,ws
head, where j
‘Good mo
CGood me
the old-fashi,,
‘:\}', one
to him. ‘Y,
of beam, and
of a pirate.
Hillo! gettin
' A\'u, 8ir, «
They had
Plece, with a
‘Dye thn
bl‘mg H.:, ont ¢
“that Sir Wj)
overhaul her,
‘1 don’t d
* But how

to fire into a
.fl'nm the Sall¢
&Cquaintances

*They’l] o}

in his long fac

‘.\umu.\.- 1

captain, and s
hazard their |j
have sioned !

‘Ie’ll never

]llr»n'! say 1t
Btop her ; fo;




e

gain.

at he

fore-
31T, a4’
1'(.11“&1

ints at
w hilst

ng his
stcoat,

S
\\l“(‘ (}t
lere'’s a

10 t,ll"

d came
)1d salt

k. It
] - with
[ump of
irst ball
ad time
vith the
m‘h Hf &
1n some
tere and
en ; the
oreen ol
wens till

wind sat
juartered
~M‘“(llh‘
r of 1t &
YOWS, and
e race Ol
the ghut
the gidd

{ )‘l)\“"‘

as thouy

> was not
vindward,
vtched mit
uge “l\ll‘
\\l\lill'\' Bdli

LONG TOM 41

they had clapped upon her with the whole square topsail atop of
it, topgallant sail stowed, but the jits yeirning from their sheets
taut as fiddle striigs, as though they would bodily uproot the
timber and iron to which they were belayed.

Something of the exhilaration of a real chase came 1nto one
with the glad roaring aloft and the saw-like spitting at the cut-
water, and the sullen crash of the arching billow repul<ed by tiie
cleaving bow ; and it was the instinct in we, I suppose, due to my
early traming and recollection of the long pursuit of more than one
polacre and nimble-hecled schooner flush to the hatches with a
living ebony cargo that made me send a look sheer over the bows
i scarch of some shining quarry there.

There were three or four coasters in a huddle on the weather
beam, their outlines sharp, but their substance of a dingy black
again-t the yellowish glare of lioht over the water that way as
though the East were tindine retlection 1n 1t ; and to leeward, a
mile off, a full-nigeed sailing ship on a bowline bound up Channel,
and plunging her round bows with clumsy viciousness into the
green holluws with a frequent lift of white water to above the cat-
head, where it blew in a storm of crystals into the head canvas.

‘Gocd morning, captain.’ .

¢ Good morniny, sir,” answered Finn, knuckling his forehead 1n
the old-fashioned style. ¢ Nice little breeze of wind, sir.’

“Ay, one could pray for nothing better,” said- 1, crossing over
to him. * You've got a tine craft here certainly, captain ; no stint
of beam, and bulwarks stout and tall enough to serve the purpose

of a pirate. And how ftinely she rounds forward to the eyes!
Hillo ! getting ready with your gun 8o soon ?’
*No, sir, only a cleaning of hin,” he answered with a grin.

They had removed the tarpaulin, and there stood the long
piece, with a couple of seamen hard at work furbishing it up.

‘D’ye think,” said I, making a step or two towards the rail to
bring us ont of earshot of the fellow who was standing at the wheely
“that Sir Wiltrid really means to let tiy at the **Shark ” should we
overhaul her, if she retuses to heave to ¢

‘1 don’t doubt 1t, sir)’

* But how about your crew {  Will they be willing, think you,
to fire 1nto a vessel that’s a vacht like their own ship, that hails
from the same port, and whos people may number amongst them
acquaintances—old shipmates of your own men !’

* They’ll obey orders, sir,” said he quictly, with an air ‘of caution
in his long face.

‘.\'ll]rlm\\' it should come to our havine to board the ** Nll:ll‘v\,”
captain, and she shows tichit are you coimng to get your men to
hazard their lives in the face of the pacitic articles the y, 1 presuine,
have sioned !’ ’

‘It'll never come toa ticht, N A\Imu\'rn_. he l'!‘\]'lﬁlll{(ﬂl‘ ‘lhnll;’]l
I don't say 1t may not come to our having to tire at the vessel to

Btllp her ; Toi you sce uf the Colonel comtands Fidler to iuL[' :tH
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fast and take no notice of us there’ll be nothen for him but ‘to
obey : whilst stop her we must, do ye see, sir! But as to fight-
iny ’ he shook his head. *No, sir; when the time’s come for
boarding they'll be willing to let us walk quietly over the side, no
matter how much they may consider their feelings injured by our
shooting at’em. In short it’s like this; ne’er a man aboard the
““Shark ” but knows what the Colonel and her Ladyship’s gone and
done ; a good many, I dessay, are husbands themselves, not t.» speak
of their being Englishmen, and ye may take it that ne'er a hand of
’em fiom Fidler down 18 going to resist Sir Wilfrid’s stepping on
board to demand his own.’

“You may be right,” said I; “’tis hard to say, though. Do
our crew know the errand we are on !’

‘Bound to it, sir. In fact, the shipping of that there gun
wouldn’'t allow the job to remain a secret. But the ‘‘Shark ” was
away first, and if all Southampton had got talking of our intention
it couldn’t have sic¢nified, so far as consarns 1 mean their guessing

at it aboard the ‘* Shark.”’
“You must have pushed your equipment forward with wonder-

ful expedition ?’
Ves, sir; we worked day and night. Of course we was all

ready for sea, but th.re would be many things a-wanting for what
might turn out a six or seven thousand mile run with ne'er a stop-

‘

page along the wh le road of it.’

My eye was just then taken by something that glittered upon
the 1ainmast within reach of a man’s uplifted arm I peered,
imagining it to be a little plate with an inscription upon it com-
memorating romething that Wilfrid nught have deemed worthy of

a memorial. I canght Finn grinning
‘D’ye see what 1t 18, sir 7’ said he.
I looked again, and shook my head He walked to the mast,

d I followed him, and now I saw that it was a handsome five-

inea picce, obvicusly of an old date —but it was too high to dis-

iguish the impress clearly—secured by a couple of little staples
ich gripped without piercing or wounding it.
‘ That picce of money,” said Finn, ‘is for the first man that

sights the ‘“ Shark.””’

“Ha !’ I exclaimed, ‘an old whaling practice.
not viewed the world for nothing !’

[t was but a trifling thing, yet in its way it was alost as hard
a bit of underscoring of my cousin’s resolution as the long grinning

piece they were cleaning forward, or the stand of arms against the

v}

My cousin has

bulkhead below.

‘ What's the pace, captain?’

“A full ten, sir, by the last heave of the log.’

I fell a whistling- for it was grand sailing, surely—with a lift
of my eye to the topga lant sail that lay stowed in a snow-white
streak with a proper man-of-war's bunt amidships on the slender
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¢ Well, sir,” said Finn, taking it upon himself to interpret iy
glance, ‘ I know the " Bride,” and I'm likewise acquainted with a
good many vessels which ain’t the least bit in the world like her,
and my notion’s this, that a craft 'l do no more than she can do.
I’'ve hove the log to 1ecfed canvas,sand I’ve hove it in the same
wind to whole sai's and found a loss. Nouse of burying what you
want to keep atloat. I might set that there little top-gallant sail
without enjoying a hinch of way more out of i1t. Then what 'ud
be the good of straining the spars ?’

‘But you’ll be setting stun’ sails, I suppose, when a right
chance for running them aloft occurs !’

“Ay, sir. There's the boom irons all ready. But my notion is,
in a vessel of this sort, that 1t’s best to keep your stun’ sail booms
out of sight till your anchors are stowed. Once out of soundings,
and then let a man cut what capers he likes.’

As he said this, up rose my cousin’s long body through the
companion hatch. He stood a little looking about him in his
short-sighted way, but with an expression of satisfaction upon his
face that gave a new character to it. [ saw him rub his hands
whil-t he grinned to the swift salt rush of the wind. He caught
sight of me, and 1nstantly approached.

“This will do! tyis will do, Charles !’ he cried, grasping my
hand. ‘Don’t spare her, captain. The-e are slants to be made the
most of. By Heaven, but it mikes a new man of me to see such a
sight as that !’ peinting to the white torrent that was roaring past
to leeward. .

He stared with a sort of pathetic eagerness at the vessels which
we were passinz as though they hud their anchors down, after-
wards shading his eyes for another long yearning look over either
bow.

“It is fine, thouczh ! 1t is fine, thouch !’ he muttered with the
spirit of an unreasonable exhilaration working strong in every
feature. * What 1sit, captain? Twelve!’ Finn gave him the
figure. ‘ And what would be the ‘“Shark’s” pace supposing her
yonder {’

‘Not all ours, Sir Wilfrid, not all ours,” responded Finn,
‘though it is a fine sailing brecze, your honour. A craft w .uld
have to be a sawed-off-square consarn not to wash handsomely
along this morning, sir.’

‘ How have you slept, Wilfrid 1’ said I.

‘Well,” he answered. * But I say, Charles, what do you think 7’
said he with a sudden boyish air that startled me with its sugges-
tion of stupidity in him. ¢ Muflin is drunk.’

‘Drunk |’ cried I ; “ but who the deuce is Muftin 1’ forgetting
the name.

‘* Why, my man,” he answered ; ‘ my valet. It's very odd. I
thought at first it was sea-sickness. He's been crying The tears,
I give you my word, streammed down his cheeks. He begs to be
set ashore, and swears that if he should clioke with one of the fish
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that are swimming about in him, his mother and two sisters would
Do you thiunk he’s mad ?’

have to go to the Union.
‘Has he not been away

‘Drunk, and sea-sick, too,’ said .
with you on a yachting trip before !

“No. Thisis a handsome vessel, don’t you think, Charles !’
he exclaimed, breaking from the subject as though i1t had never
been in his mind, and follpwing on his question with a curious
fluttering smile and that trembling of the lids 1 have before de-
scribed ; though his gaze steadied miraculously as they rested upon
the gun the fellows were at work upon, and a shadow came nto
his face which was as good as telling me that I need not respond
to his inquiry, as his thoughts were already elsewhere.

‘ Let’s go and have a look at my cannon,’ said he with the same
odd boyish manner he had discovered a minute or two earlier.

We walked forward ; the decks had been some time before
washed down and were sand dry, white as a trce newly stripped of
its bark, with a glitter all about them of the crystals of salt. The
rigging was everywhere neatly coiled down ; whatever was of brass
shone as thouch it reflected a sunbeam ; no detail but must have
satistied the most exacting nautical eye with an indication of

fricate-like neatness, cleanliness, finish, and fore and aft discipline.
The ¢Bride,” after the manner of many yachts of those days,
carried a galley on deck abaft her foremast. I peeped in as [
passed and took notice of a snug little, iuterior, brilliaut with
polished cooking vessels, and as clean and sweet as a dairy. A few
of the sailors were standing about 1t waiting (as 1 took 1t) for the
cook to furnish the messes with their breakfast. They had the air
of a roangh resolute set of men, with something of the inspiration
of the yachting business, perhaps, in their manner of saluting Sir
Wilfrid and myself, but with little of the aspect of the seafarer of
the pleasure-vessel of these times. They were bushy-whiskered
hard-a-weather fellows for the most part, with one odd face
amoenwest them as yellow and wrinkled as the skin of a decayed

lt?mu]l

I asked Wilfrid carelessly if any of his crew had saNed with
him before. He answered that a few of them had ; but that the
others had declined to start on a voyaue to the end of which Finn
was unable to furnish a date, so that the captain had made_up the
complement in a hurry out of the best hands he could find crising
about ashore. So this, thouvht I, accounts for the absence of that
uniformity of apparel one looks for amongst the crews of yachts
yet all the sailors I had taken notice of were dressed warmly in
very good clean nautical clothes, though 1 protest it made one
think of the old picaroon and yarns of the Spanish Main to glance
at one or two of the dry, touch, burnt, seawardly chaps who con

cealed their pipes and dragged a curl upon their foreheads to us as

we passed them.
Wilfrid stared at his eighteen-pounder as though he were some

lad viewing a toy cannon he had just purchased, He bent close
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to it in his near-sighted way, and looked it all over whilst he asked
me what I thought of it. I saw the two fellows who were still at
work upon it chew hard on the junks in their cheek-bones in their
strunggle to keep their faces.

“Why,” said I, ‘it seems to me a very good sort of gun, Wilfrid,
and a thing, when fired, I'd rather stand behind thau in front of.’

T should have had two of them, said he with a momentary dark-
ening of his looks to the rising in him of some vexing memory,
pointing as he spoke to the bow ports, ‘but Finn thought one piece
of such a calibre enough at this end of the vessel, and it would
have been idle to mount a stern-chaser ; for what we want to fire
at—should it come to it — we can always manage to keep yonder,’
nodding in the direction of the jibboom.

[ had no mind to talk with hun in the presence of the two
fellows, one of whom I would see screw up his eye like the twist of
a gimblet at us whilst he went on polishing ; so I stepped into thoe
head to take a view of the shear of the cutwater ag it drove knife-
like into each green freckled and glass-smooth sifle of surge roll-
ing transversely from us ere shattering it into a snowstorm ; but
the bulwarks being too tall to enable me to see all that I looked
for, I sprang on to the bowsprit and laid out to the jibboom end,
which I jockeyed, holding on to a stay and beckoning to Wilfrid to
follow ; but he shook his head with a loud call to me to mind what
I was about.

One may talk of the joy of a swift gallop on horseback when
the man and the animal fit like hand and glove, when all 18 smooth
running, with a gallaut leap now and again ; but what is a flight
of that sort compared with the sensations you get by striding the
jibboom of such a schooner as the ¢ Bride’ and feeling her airily
leap with you over the liquid hollows which yawn right under you,
green as the summer leat or purple as the violet for a moment or
two, before the siniting stem fills the thunderous chasm with the
splendour of a cloud of boiling froth ! It was a picture to have
detained me an hour, so noble was the spectacle of the leaning
yachtAor ever coming richt at me as it seemed, the rounds of her
canvas whitened into marble hardness with the yearn and lean of
the distended cloths to a quarter of the sca where hung a brighter
tincture of sky through some tenuity of the eastern greyness
behind which the sun was soaring.  One felt a life and soul in the
little ship in every floating bound she made, in every sliding
blow of the bow that sent a vast smooth curl of billow to windward
for the shrill-edged blast to transform into a very cataract of stars
and diamonds and prisms !  Lovely beyond nl;«vnlvnnn was the
curtseying of her guilt ticure head and the refulzence of the gold
lines all about it to the milk-white softness that seethed to the
hawse-pipes.

I made my way inboards and said to Wilfrid, who stood
waiting for me, ‘She’s a beauty. She should achieve your end
for you if it is Table Bay only you are thinking of. But yonder
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¢We are
Think then

I exclaimed, motioning with my hand.

O g
great horizon ! ; _
yet look how far 1t stretches !

sti] 1n the narrow sea
of the Atlantic circle.’

¢ We shall overhaul her !’ he exclaimed guickly, with a gesture
that made an mstant’s pa-sion of his way of speaking. *Come
along aft, Charles, and stump it a bit for an appetite. Break-
fast can’t be far ofif now.’

Miss Laura did not make her appearance until we were at table.
I feared that the ‘Bride's’ +hively dance had proved too much for
her, and glunced aft for the maid that 1 might ask hew her
mustress did. Indeed, though on deck one giave no heed to the
rolling and plunging of the yacht, the movements were rendered
mighty sensible in the cabin by the swift, often convulsive,
oxcillations of lamps and swinz-trays. by the shiding of articles of
the breakfast equipment in the tiddles, by the monotonous ticking-
Like noise of doors upon their ll‘ml\s, the ,\Ju]n- of the cabin ﬂunl‘,
sounds like the groanings of strong men in pam breaking in upon
the car from all parts, and above all by sudden lee-lurches which
velled the port-holes in green water, that sobbed madly till 1t
flashed, with a shrick and a long dim roar, off the weeping glass
lifted by the weather roll to the dull grey glare of the day.

But we had scircely taken our seats wheu the girl arrived, and
she brought such life and light and fragr mce 1n her mere aspect to
the table, that it was as though some rich and beautiful ower of a
perfume sweetened yet by the coolness of dew had been placed
amongst us. She had slept well, she said, but her maid was ill
and helpless. ¢ And where 18 Muttin !’ she demanded.

‘He's a lying down, miss,” exclaimed the head steward ; ‘he
says his blood-wessels 18 that delicate he’s got to be werry careful
indeed.’

Wilfrid leaned across to her and said, in a low voice that the
steward might not hear him, but with the boyish air that I had
found odd, and even absurd, strong in him again, ¢ Laura, my dear,
imagine ! Muttin is driunk.” He broke into a strong, noisy laugh.
¢ Weepingly drunk, Laura ; ta'ks of himself as a globe of fish, and
indeed,” he added, with a sudden recovery of his gravity, ‘so queer
outside all inspirations of the bottle that I’'m disposed to think him
mad.”  Again he uttered a loud ha! ha! peering at me with his
short sight to see if | was amused.

A look of concern entered Miss Jennings’ face, but quickly left
it, subdued, as I noticed, by an etfort of will.

‘I was afraid that Muttin would not suit you,” she exclaimed,
quietly. ‘1 told you so, I remmember. Those yellow, hollow men
are miserable sailors. He has all good qualities as a valet on
shore, but " she was proceeding when he 1uterrupted her.

‘I say, Laura, isn't this breeze magmificent, ¢h? Think, my
dear—ten knots an hour! We are sweeping through it as though
we were in tow of a comet. Why, if the'devil himself were akead
we should overhaul him at this paco.’
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He dropped his knife and fork as thoush to rub his hands—an
action common to him when gratiticd—but his face darkened, a
wild expression came into it with a sudden savage protrusion
of his projecting under-lip to the bitter sneer of the upper one ; he
fell again to eating in a hurry, breathing short and masticating
viciously with now and azain a shake of the head, until all at once,
ere he had half made an end of what was before him, he pushed
his plate violently away and lay back in his chair, with his arins
tightly folded upon his breast and his gaze intently fixed down-
wards, in a way to make me think of that aunt of his whom
the old earl had pointed out to his father as she paced the green
sward betwixt two keepers.

With the easiest air imaginable, thoush it was impossible that
she could effectually blind to my sight the mingled expression of
worry and dismay 1in her eyes as she dirccted them at me, Miss
Jennings, making the breakfast upon the table her text, prattled
about the food one gets on board ship, seizing, as it seemed to me,
the first common-place topic she could think of.

I took an askant view of the stewards to see if they noticed Sir
Wilfrid, but could find rothing to interpret in their wooden,
waiting faces. After a little he seemed to wake up, coming back
to his mind, as it were, with a long, tremulous sizh, and a puzzled
look round at the table as though wondering whether he had
breakfasted or not. Miss Jennin.s and I chatted common-places.
He called for a cup of tea, and then, after listening with plenty of
intelligence in his manner to a little experience I was relating
to Miss Laura concerning the recovery of a captain’s pig that had
been washed overboard in a sudden squall, he described a gale of
wind he had encountered off Agulhas whilst on a voyage to India,
during which the cuddy front was stove in; and an immense sow
and her young, along with a tine specimen of an English cart-horse
and a cow, washed bodily aft, and swept in thunder down the
broad staircase in the saloon that conducted to the berths and
living-room for what were then termed the steerage passengers.
No story was ever more graphically related. He described the
panic amongst the passengers, the horrible concert produced
by the screams of the pigs and the terglfied moaning and bellowing

the cow, the uproar of the cart-horse’s plunging hoofs against
the resonawbeb lkheads, mingled with the shricks of the people
who were in bed and imagined the ship to be already under water ;
I say he described all this so well, with so keen an appreciation of
tie huwour, as well as of the horror of the scene, with a delivery
80 free from all excitement, that it seemed almost incredible he
shuld be the same man that just now sat fixed i the posture of a

melancholy madman with a face, as I might have thought, dark
\\'lt}l ”l(‘ Sh Ml(»\\' (»f ('t'lipimi reason

O

Breakfast ¢ndcd, he quitted the table to fetch his pipe.
‘I had better have come withour a man, after all)’ said he,
laughing ; * one condition of sca-going should be that a fellow must
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48 AN OCEAN TRAGEDY

help himself ; and, upon my word, it comes to it no matter how
many servants he brings with him. "T'is the same ashore too, after
all. It is the mistress who does most of the waiting’; and thus
pleasantly speaking he went to his cabin.

Miss Laura made as if to rise.

“ An instant, Miss Jennines,” sad 1.
Wilfrid of late years. You, on the other hand, have been a good
deal thrown with him during the last three months. Tell e,
then, what you lhml\ of his manner and langnage just now — that

‘[ have seen nothing of

piece of behaviogr, I mean, from which he started, so to speak,

into perfect rationality
‘It was a sort of mood,” she answered, speaking low, ‘ that I

)

have noticed in him, but never before saw so detined.’

‘Tt was madness,” said I, with a shake of the head.

“The shadw of a passing mood of madness,” said she.
he on deck with you before breakfast ¢’

I answered yes.

¢ Were his spirits good 1

“Irrationally good, I thought. It was the sight of the flying
schooner, no doubt, the picture of the running seas, the sense of
headlong speed, with the black grin of the forecastle gun to quicken
his wild craving into a very delirium of expectation and hope.
But that kind of glee is quite as alarming as his melancholy.’

“Yes, but you will find his melancholy strong as his spirits
gseem hich. Do I make myself understood, Mr. Monson !’

“Quite. One moment, you mean, he is looking down upon
this extraordinary plan of his —-#his goose-chase,/1 must call it —
with a bounding heart from the edge of a chasm ; the next he is
at the very bottom of the pit gazing upwards in an anguish of
dejection. The deeper the precipice the gloomier the depth where
he brings up.  Certainly I understood you, Miss Jennings. But
here is now a consideration that is bothering me,” I continued,
sending a look aft, and up at the open skylizht and around, to
wake sure that we were unheard. ‘I am his cousin. As his
associate in this voyage 1 have a right to regard myself as his best
fricnd, for the time being anyway. Now what 18 my duty in the
face of a condition of mind whose capriciousness fills it with men-
ace ! He brings me here as his right-hand man to help him, but
to help him in or to what ! I scem to understand his programme,
yet I protest 1 capnot render it intelligible to my own common
sense. /Many might think me ¢ wanting ”’ myself to be here at all ;
but I will not go into that ; what | mean is, i8 it not my duty to
hinder him if pos-ible from prosecuting a chase which, in my
humble judgment, by continuing to irritate him with the disap-
pointment of hope, may end in rendering organic what is now, let

‘Was

us pray, merely functional and fugitive !’

“You may try, but I do not think you will succeed,’ shg
exclaimed. ¢ Indeed,’she cried, raising her voice, but inmediately
and nervously subduing it, ‘I hope you will not try, for it 13" not
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hard to foresee what must follow. You will merely make his
resolution more stubborn by rendering it angrier than it is, and
then there might come a coolness between you —indeed, something
worse than coolness on his side ; forin such minds as your cousin s
it is impossible to imagine what dangerous ideas opposition may
provoke.’

I bowed in recognition of the truth of this, admiring in her a
quality of sagacity that, to she fancy at all events of a young man,
as I then was, wowld gathen a new excellence from her graces.
She looked at me with a tremble of light in her gaze that vexed 1ts
serenity. [

¢ Besides, Mr. Monson, wg must consider Henrietta.’

‘It 18 natural you should think wholly of her,” said 1.

* Not wholly. But this ptrsuit muy end in resciuing her from
Colonel Hope-Kennedy. It gives her future a chance. But you
would have her husband sit quietly at home.’

¢ Well, not exactly,” I interrupted.

¢ What would you have him do?’ she asked.

‘Get a divoree,’ said 1.

“He won’t do that,” she exclaimed. ¢ Marriace in his sight is
a sacrament. Do not you know his views, Mr. Monson 1’

‘You see, I have long lost sight of him.’

*'Well, I know he would not seek a divorce. He would be mad
indeed,’ she cried, flushing to her brows, ‘to give my sister the
liberty she wants and Colonel Hope-Kennedy——" She faltered
and stopped, biting her underlip, with the hot emotions which
mounted to her face imparting a sudden air of womanly maturity
to her girlish beauty, whilst her breast rose and fell to her ireful
breathing. * This is no mad pursuit,’ she continued after a brief
pause, speaking softly. ‘What is there unreasonable in a man’s
determination to follow his wife that he may come as swiftly as the
ship, the coach, the railway will permit him between her and a life
of shame and remorse and misery !’

As she spoke, my cousin arrived, holding a great meerschaum
pipe in his hand. She at once rose and left the table with a faint
smile at me and a glance on top of it that was as eloquent as a
whisper  of regret at having been betrayed into warmth. Well,
thought I, you are a sweet little woman, and it 1s highly probable
that before 1 have been a weeck in your company 1 shall be head
over heels in love with you. Sut for all that, you fair and artless
creature, I don’t agree with you in your views of this chase. Sup-
pose Wilfrid recaptures his wife —~what is he going to do with her?
She is not a lunatic ; he cannot lock her up —but I broke off to the
approach of my cousin, fetched my pipe, and went on deck with
himn.

After all it was about time I should now see that, though we
might shape a course for the yacht and give the wind the name of
the compass points whence it blew, Chance was our skipper and
helmsman, and the regions into which he was leading us as blind
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and thick as smoke. Throughseut life, and in all things, it is the
game, of course ; we sail with a fof that stands wall-like at the bows
of our intentions, receding inch/ by inch with our advance, and
leaving the water clear on either hand and astern, but ahead it re-
mains for ever as thick as mud in a wineglass. Anyhow, the chase
was a sort of consolation to Wilfrid ; 1t had Miss Laura’s approval,
and there was hope enough to be got out of it according to her to
render her trustful. But for my part I could only view it as a
yachting excursion, and I particularly felt this when 1 stepped on
deck with my cousin, spite of my quite recent talk with his sweet
sister-in law, and felt the sweep of the strong wind, and caught the
roar of the divided waters sounding a siall thunder upon the ears
after the comparative calin of the breakfast-table below.

CHAPTER V1.
FINN TESTS THE CREW’S SIGHT.

LitrTLE of interest happened at the outset. There were but three
of us for company ; our ship was a small one, and the inner life of
it a monotonous round of eating, drinking, smoking, of taking the
wheel, of pendulously stumping the quarter-deck, of keeping a
look-out, of scrubbing and polishing, and making and shortening
sail ; whilst outside there was nothing but weather and sea ; so that
in a very short time 1 had lapsed into the old ocean trick of timing
the pas<age of the hours by meals.

But that I may not approach in a staggering or disjointed way
the huddle of astonishments which then lay many leagues’ distance
past the gleam of the sea-line towards which our howsprit was
pointing, I will enter here in a sort of log-book fashion a few of the
interests, features, and spectacles of this early passage of our
singular excursion.

The fresh wind ran us well down Channel. Hour after hour
the * Bride’ was driving the green seas into foam before her, and
there was a continuous fretful heaving of the log to Wilfiid’s
feverish demands, until | think, before we were two days out, the
very souls of the crew had grown to loathe the cry of ‘Turn!’ and
the rattle of the reel.

That same morning—the morning, I mean, that I have dealt
with in the last chapter - a'ter Wilfrid and 1 had been smoking a
li tle while nnder the lee of the tall bulwark which the wind struck
and recoiled from, leaving a space of calin in the clear above it to
the height of a man’s hand, my cousin, who had been chatting with
the utmost intclligence on a matter so remote from the ohject of
this chase as a sale of yearlings which he had attended a few weeks
before, sprang to his feet with the most abrupt breaking away
imaginable from what he was talking about, and called to Captain
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FINN TESTS THE CREW’S SIGHT 51

is the Finn, who was coming leisurely aft from the neighbourhood of the
e bows galley with a sailorly eye upturned at the canvas and a roll of his
e, and short legs that made you think he would feel more at home on all-
l it re- fours.

e chase ‘Finn,’ cried Wilfrid,” ¢ there i8 no one on the look-out !’ and
jproval, he pointed with his long awkward arm at the topgallant yard.

her to * Why, hardly yet, sir,” began Finn.

1t as a ‘ Hardly yet !’ interrupted Wilfrid, ‘ my orders were, day and
ped on night from the hour of our departure.’

s sweet ¢ Beg your honour's pardon, I'm sure, sir,” said Finn. ‘I didn’t
izht the quite take ye as meaning to be literal. Five days’ start, you know,
the ears Sir Wilfrid —’

‘ What is that to me 1’ cried my cousin impetuously ; ‘it’s the
unexpected you’ve got te make ready for at sea, man. Figure
something having gone wrong with the ‘‘ Shark ”—her masts over-
board—a leak—tire. Any way,” he cried with the heat of a man who
means to have his will, but who grows suddenly sensible of the
weakness of his arguments, ¢ have a fellow stationed aloft day and
night. D’ye hear me, Finn ?’

¢ Certainly I hear you, Sir Wilfrid.’

ut three He knuckled his forehead, and was in the act of moving away
v Life of to give directions, when my cousin stopped him.
king the ‘No use sending blind men aloft, Finn—mere gogglers like
2eping a myself, worse luck ! You must find out the men with eyes in their
ortening - heads in this ship.’
: 80 that Finn hung in the wind, sending a dull rolling glance at the five-
»f timing guinea piece nailed to the mainmast. ¢ If it worn’t for that,” he ex

claimed, pointing to it, ‘it wouldn’t matter ; but if I pick and choose,
ited way ’twill be like stirring up the inside of a sty. The men’ll arcue that
distance the piece of money is for the first man that sights the ‘ Shark,”
iprit was and they’ll think 1t hard that a few of them only should be selected
ew of the to stand a look-out alpft ; for it will be but one of ’em that’s chosen
a of our a8 can airn the money.’

‘ Very true,’ said I.

fter hour “ Confound it, Charles !’ cried my cousin angrily, ¢ what'll be
her, and the good of po-ting a short-sichted man up there?’
Wilfiid’s “ All hands, Captain Finu, have got two eyes apiece in their
y out, the heads 7’ said I.
irn ! ? and “All, sir,” he answered after a little reflection, ‘saving the

mate. and he'’s got two eyes too; only one makes a foul hawse of
ave dealt t'other.’

moking a ‘You may take it, Wilfrid,” said I, ‘that your men are able to
nd struck see pretty much alike.’

ove it to v ‘Is there no way of testing the fellows’ sight?’ cried Wilfrid
tting with ¢ excitedly, with an unnecessary headlong manner about h'm as
object of 7 though he Wnuld heave his boly along with every question he put

fow weeks § or exclamation he uttered : ‘then we could uproot the moles amony

ting away ¢ them. Dash me, Finn, if 'm going to let the ‘* Sharky” slip astern

o Captain = of us for want of eyesight.’
E 2
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The skipper sent a slow uncertain look around the horizon,
evidently puzzled ; then his face cleared a bit. He went to the
weather rail and stared ahead, crossed to leeward and fastened his
eyeson the sea on the lee bow ; then, coming up to windward again,
he hailed a man who was at work upon the topsail yard doing
something to one of the stirrups of the foot-rope.

‘Aloft there !’

‘Hillo !’

“Jump on to the topgallant yard and let me know if there’s any-
thing in sight ahead or on either bow !’

‘ Ay, ay, sir.’

The fellow got upon the yard, and leaned from it with one hand
grasping the tie, whilst with the other he shaded his eyes and took
a long whaling look. His figure was soft and firm as a pencil
drawing avainst the hard and windy greyness of the heavens, and’
the rippling of his trousers to the wind, the yellow streak of his
lifted arm naked to the elbow, the inunitable, easy, careless pose
of him as he swayed to the swift vibrations of the spar on which he
stood, with the ivory white curves of the jib and stay foresail going
down past him till they were lost forward of the topsail that yawned
in a shadowed hollow which looked the duskier for the gleam of
the pinion of staysail this side of it, made a little sea picture of
quet but singular beauty.

* Nothing in sight, sir,” he bawled down. Finn raised his hand
in token that*he heard him and turned to Wilfrid.

‘ Now, sir,’ said he, ¢ something’s bound to be heaving into view
shortly ahead of us.  We might test the men thus : one watch at a
time ; two men on the topgallant yard, which can be hoisted with
out setting the sail ; four men on the topsail yard ; and two men
on the foreyard. T’ll send Crimp on to the forecastle to see all's
fair. There's to be no singing out ; the man that sees the sail first
is to hold up his arm. 'That’ll test the chaps on the topgallant
yard, who from the height they’re posted at are bound to see the
hobject tirst ; then it’ll come to the tops’l yard, and then to the
foreyvard. What d’ye say, sir? It'll take the men off their work,
but not for long, I reckon, for something’s bound to show soon here

abouts.’ !

¢ An excellent notion !’ shouted Wilfrid gleefully, all temper in
him gone. ‘Quick about it, Finn ; and see here, there’ll be a
crown piece for the man on each yard who’s the first to hold up his

arm.’
‘That’ll skin their eyes for ’em,” rumbled H‘fnn in half-sup
pressed hurricane note, and he went forward grinning broadly.

The port watch were mustered ; I heard him explaining ; the
cock-eyed mate walked sulkily to the forecastle and took up his
place between the knight-heads ina sullen posture ; his arms folded
and his eyes turned up. ‘ Away aloft !’ there was a headlony rush
of men, the rigging danced to their springs, and in a few moments
every yard had its allotted number of look-outs.

It was a
topgallant vy:
somethine h
calculating u
fists before
Wilfrid look
the test in ¢
man on the )
}Hlllll‘ I toc

In the
dressed in a
to be made «
a small blacl
conducted he
she saw thos
with the inte
mto the naut

“What 1s
with a pale f

| explain
breaking int
not think it

¢ Positive

believed at ti
sigcht. But,
not he have |

‘Yes, by

comes.’
‘Then wi
‘The shortes
to sce miles
‘Aye,’ cr
a glass than
good sight a
| saw he
business.
Fit. Meanwt
"tWH ft'“nW:; (
“of birds pere
Ying them. |
. been steering
'l(mkw{ nll“\'l]
3 his astonishy
Fably express
Bof starinu, a

& 5

‘I]wllk, tor th
i:ntl'. Illnnl_: w
?’u])turm-(l to
'?om-, and I p




FINN TESTS THE CREW’S SIGHT 53
orizon, It was a test not to believe in, for the instant an arm on the
to the topgallant yard was brandished the tellows below would know that
1ed his something had hove into view, and the dishonest awmongst them,
| again, calculating upon its appearance in due course, might flourisn their
| doing fists before their eyes gave them the right to doso. However,

Wilfrid looked hugely pleased, and you witnessed the one virtue of

the test in that. He bet me a sovereign to ten shillings that the

man on the port topgaliant yard-arm would be the first to lift his

e’'s any- hand. I took him, and then naturally found the atfair interesting.
In the midst of this business Miss Jennings arrived, cosly

dressed in a jacket that fitted her shape and a Little hat that looked

ne hand to be made of beaver curled on one side to a sort of cockade where
nd took a small black plume rattled to the wind as I caught her hand and
v pencil conducted her to my chair under the bulwarks. She started when
ens, and’ she saw those sailors aloft all apparently staring in one direction
k of his with the intentness which the inspiration of tive shillings would put
less pose into the nautical eye.
vhich he “What is in sight !’ she exclaimed, looking round at Wilfrid
ail going with a pale face. ¢ Surely —surely——’
b yawned [ explained, whilst my cousin, rubbing his hands together and
gleam of breaking into a loud but scarcely mirthful laugh, asked if she did
cture of not think it was a magniticent 1dea.
¢ Positively,” she cried with alarm.still bright in her eyes, ‘1
his hand believed at first that the ** Shark ” or some vessel like her was in
sicht. But, Wilfrid, when a man climbs up there to look-out, will
into view not he have a telescope ¥’
atch at a *Yes, by day,” he answered, ‘ and a night-glass when the dark
ted with comes.’
two men ‘Then what good is there in that sort of test?’ she inquired.
) see all’s ¢The shortest-sighted man with a telescope at his eye would be able
o sail first to see miles farther than the lonvest-sichted.” » “a
opgallant ¢ Aye,’ cried my cousin, *buta good sight ’l1'sae further th¥ough
o see th a glass than a feeble one, and I want to tind out who havé got the
en to the good sight amongst those fellows.’
Jeir work, I saw her peep askant at me to gather what I thought of this
soon here business. Very clearly she found nothing but childishness in
*it. Meanwhile Wiltrid kept his large weak eyes fixed upon the
temper 1 itwo fellows on the topgallant yard. They might have been a couple
sre’ll be a of birds perched on a bough and he a great hungry tom-cat watch-

old up his Ying them. Finn was m wheel, having sent the man who had

. been steering to join tRethers aloft.  The mate on the forecastle

. half-sup 'lolnkwl sulkily up ; the growling that was going on within him, and
oadly. * his astonishment and sgorn of the whole proceeding, were inimit-
ining ; th fably expressed in his pgsture. Twenty minutes passed. I was sick
ok up his :,gof staring, and filled dnother pipe, though without venturing to

orms folded 'il}wuk, tor tln_v breathless intensity of expectation in Wikrid’s man-
,dlt)ll;,' I‘llh‘jl sner, len]lq \\'l[ll tll(‘, eager, iu'lllllj_;, S(I'ﬂllllllg l,:xpl‘u.s'.\)i()“ uf his fu,ce
v moments }upturnwl to where the men were, was a sort, of spcl) 1n 1ts way upon

Rone, and I positively felt afraid to break the silence. On a sudden

>3




54 4N OCEAN TRAGEDY
the man on the port side of the topgallant yard raised his hand,
and in the space of a breath afterwards up went the other fellow’s
arm. but my cousn had won his bet ; he hit his leg a blow with
lm)lsh delight stiong in his face.

“ A magznificent test, isn’t it ?” he whispered, as though he feared
his voice would travel aloft; ‘now watch the topsail yard. The
fellows there haven't seen the gestures of the chaps n.lm\'c them.
Another sovereign to ten shillings, Charles, that the outermost man
to windward will hold up his hand first.’

I took the bet, and, as lack would have it, he won again, for a
very few minutes after the sail had been descried from the loftiest
yard the man whomn Wilfrid had backed signalled, and then up went
the arms of the other three along with the arms of the two fellows
who were stationed on the fore yard as though they were being
drilled, whilst a rumble of Jaughter sounded from amongst a group
of the starlioard watch, who were standing near the galley awaiting
the issue of the test.

The hands came down ; the mate set the crew to work ; the
fellow whose trick 1t was at the wheel relieved the captain, who
walked up to us.

‘ That’s what they sighted, sir,” he exclaimed, pointing ahead,
where we could just catch a glimpse of an airy streak of a marple
hue, which showed only whenever our speeding schooner lifted
upon some seething brow that washed in thunder slantwise to lee-
ward, but which presently enlarged to the proportions of a power-
ful cutter, apparently a revenne boat, staggcring under a press as
though in a hurry, steering north for an English port.

Wilfrid’s satisfaction was unbounded ; his exuberance of delight
was something to startle one, seeing that there was nothing what-
ever to justify it. As I looked at him I recalled Miss Laura’s re
mark as to fits of excessive gloom following these irrational soarings
of spirits, and expected shortly to find him plunged in a mood of
fixed blatk melancholy. He told Captain Finn to have the other

watch tested in the same way before the day was out, and produced
fiftgen shillings, ten of which were to go to the two men whom bhe
had backed, and half-a-crown apiece to the fellows on the fore
yard. Finn took the money with an eye that seemed actually to
languish under its load of expostulation, but he made no remark.
He anticipated, as 1 might, indeed, that fathom after fathom of
hoarse forecastle arguments would attend this distribution, for
assuredly the men on the foreyard were no more entitled tu the
money than the others who received none.

‘ Now, captain,’ cried Wilfrid, ¢ send.the man who first sighted
that sail yonder aloft at once. Let the foretopgallant yard be the
look-out station ; d’ye understand §’

‘Yes, sir.’

¢ Call Muftin.’

But Muftin was too ill, or drunk, or both, to appear, 8o one
of the stewards was summoned and ordered te bring from Sir

Wilfrid’s ca
place. The
silver- mount

‘Try it,

1 pmntc
powerful anc
1t to him.

‘* Now, cs
referred tn
His teeth me
grew laboury
gallant-yard
r(}‘lhll“ Pll‘*q
Iook-outs are
brought dow
want is reflec

‘Ay, ay,
charged with
puted for the

‘By-and-!

of equal pow
‘Thank
worthy felloy
understand, s
if it were a by
be kept aloft
‘Day and
Bepulchral v,
¢ Very goc

‘ Now, pr
ecvnhly &
oul! (HdLI(;
understand
He Jump(
‘h‘ld(‘ Fin;
"he fellnw wh
Blass slung o
edily on th
etng the m
anced like a

o one bear
Be clasped his

E&yed on one
e deck ; his
the act of g

t pained me 1
as the spirit

distinction
ular, une




s hand,
fellow’s
yw with

y feared
1. The
e them.
pst man

n, fur a
loftiest
up went
) f(‘HUWS
¢ being
a group
walting

rk ; the

vin, who

r ahead,
3 marble
o lifted
e to lee-
a ]mwcr—
In'csﬂ as

f delight
ng what-
wura’s re
80arings
lnuml Hf
he other
prmlucwl
whom he
the fore
stually to
y remark.
fathom of
ition, for
led to the

st sighted
rd be the

;r, 80 ONe
from Sir

FINN TESTS THE CRIEW’S SIGHT 55

Wilfrid’s cabin a telescope that he would find in such and such a
place. The man returned with the glass, a lovely Dollond,
silver-mounted.

‘Try it, Charles,” my cousin said to me.

I pointed it at the cutter, and found the lenses amazingly
powerful and brilliant. ¢ A superb glass, indeed,’ said I, returuing
1t to him.

‘ Now, captain,’ said Wilfrid with that raised look I have before
referred to, ‘I dedicate this glass to the discovery of the ‘“ Shark.”’
His teeth met in a snap as he spoke the word, and his breathing
grew laboured. ‘Let this telescope be carried aloft by that top
gallaut-yard wan who was the first to lift his hand, and there let it
refnain, passing from sunrise to sunset from hand to hand as the
look-outs are relieved. Never on any account whatever is it to be
brought down from that masthead until the image of the craft we
want i8 reflected fair in it. See to this, Finn.’

‘Ay, ay, sir,” responded the captain with his long face still
charged with expostulation, though you saw he would not have dis
puted for the value of his wages.

‘ By-and-by,” continued my cousin, ‘I'll give you a night glass
of equal power, to be dedicated to the same purpose.’

‘Thank ’ee, Sir Wilfrid ; but your houour’—and here the
worthy fellow looked nervously from Sir Wilfrid to me—*am I to
understand, sir, that this here beautiful instrument,” handling it as
if it were a baby, ‘along with t'other which you’re to give me, is to
de kept aloft day and night no matter the weather 7’

‘Day and night, no matter the weather,” said Wilfrid, in a
Sepulchral voice.

‘ Very good, sir, but I should just like to say——’

‘ Now, pray, don’t say anything at all,’ interrupted my cousin,
eevishly ; ‘ you're losing time, Finn. Send that fellow aloft, will
oul! Gracious Heaven ! can’t you see it makes one fecl desperate

understand that there’s nobody on the luok-out 7’

He jumped up and fell to pacing the deck wirth long, irritable
trides.  Finn, without another word, hurried forward. Presently
$he fellow who had first signalled sprang into the rigging with the
glass slung over his shoulder. He ran nimbly aloft, and was

edily on the topgallant yard ; and there he sat, with an arm em-

¢tng the mast, from time to time levelling the polished tube that
z:nccd like a ray of light in his hand, and slowly sweeping the sea

m one beam to another. Wilfrid came to a stand at sight of him;

!

‘Be clasped his arms on his breast, his gaze directed aloft, whilst he

#wayed on one leg, with the other bent before him to the heave of
e deck ; his melodramatic posture made one think of a Manfred
the act of assailing some celestial body with injurions language.

t pained me to look at him. He was pale and haggard, but there
a8 the spirit of high breeding in every lincament to give the grace
distinction and a quali'y of spiritual tenderness to his odd,
ular, uncomely face. He stared so long and so fixedly at the
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man that I saw the fellows forward looking up too, as though there
must be something uncommon there to detain the baronet’s gaze.
After a while he let his arms dvop with an awakening manner, and
slowly sent his eyes around the sea in the most absent way that
could be thought of, till, his gaze meeting mine, he gave a start, and
cried, with a tluuli~h of one hand, whilst he pomted to the top-
gal]:mt yard with the other, ‘ Day and night, Charles; day and
night! And keep you on thc look out, too, will you, old fr.end?
You carry a sailor’s eye in your head, and lmu, Liunted undu can-
vas before. We mustn’t wis< her! We mustn't miss her!’ And
with a shake of his head he abruptly strode to the companion and
went below.

I sat with Miss Jennings under the shelter of the bulwarks until
hard upon luncheon-time. Wilfrid did not again miake his appear-
ance on deck that morning. The girl asked me if the test the men’s
eyesight had been put to was my cousin’s notion. I answered that
it was the captain’s.

“ Then how stupid of him, Mr. Monson !’

¢ Well, perhays s0,” said I, ‘but I'm rather sorry for Finn, do
you know. It is not only that he has to execute orders which he
may consider ridiculous; he has to plot so as to harmonise the
plain routime of shipboard life with Wilfrid’s irational or extra
vagant expectations. But theire 18 the mate. 1 have not spoken
to him yet. Let’s hear what he thinks of the skipper’s testing
job.’
He was pacing the lee quarter-deck, being in charge of the
acht, though Finn had been up and down th oughout the morn
ing, sniffing about uneasily a< though he could not bear to have tle
picture of the little ship out of his sight too lomg. T called to hin,
and he cross§d over to usslowly, as though astonished that I shou
want him. His face had something of a Cape Horn look, with its
slewed eye and a number of warts riding the wrinkles of hus
weather-seasoned skin, and a mat of hair upon his throat as coarse
as rope-yarns. He was no beau'y certainly, yet 1 fancied hn
somchow as a good seaman ; maybe for the forecastle sourness o
his face and a general sulkiness of demeanour, which 1 have com-
monly found as expressing excellent sea-going principles.

‘You’re the mate, I think, Mr. Crimp 1’ said I, blandly.

‘Yes, I'm the mate,” he answered, staring from me to Miss
Jennings, and speaking in a voice broken by years of bawling in
heavy weather, and possibly, too, by hard drinking.

‘We're blu\nn{3 aloug very prettily, Mr. Crimp lf this breeu
holds it cannot be long before'we are out of soun lings.’

‘No, I don’t suppose it will be long,” he answ ered.

‘Do you know the ‘‘Shark {”’

‘Why, yes.’

¢ Are we going to pick her up, think you?’

‘Well, if we gets into her wake and shoves along faster nor she
there’ll be nothin’ to stop us picking her up,’ he answered, steadu;
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viewing Miss Jénnings and myself alternately, to satisfy his mind,
as | took it, that we were not quizzing hin.

‘I suppose,’ said I, ‘that the captain will be testing the eye-
sight of tue other watch presently 1’

“Ay,” said he, with a sort of sneer, ‘they’ll go aloft after
dinner.’

“Isn’t it a good test 7’

‘Don’t see no use in it at all,” he answered gruffly, sending a
look aloft and following it on with an adinonitory stare at the fellow

“at the wheel. ‘Suppose nothen had hove into view ; the men 'ud
be still on the yards a-watching. 'Sides, observing an object at sea
depends upon where your eyes is.  One chap may be looking in
another direction when his mate sings out. Is that going to stand
for a sign that his sizht’s poor 1’

*What do the men think 1’ said I, anxious to get behind the
forecastle, so to speak, for I was never to know how far knowledge
of this kind might be serviceable to us later on.

' ‘Why, the watch has been a-grumbling and a-quarrelling over
$he rewards. They say 'tain’t fair. 1f t'other watch is to be tested

®n the same terms, stand by for something like a melhee, says L.’

#  ‘Oh, but that must be stopped,’ 1 exclaimed, ‘we want no

# melhees” aboard the ‘‘ Bride,” Mr. Crimp.’

# Just then I caught sight of Captain Finn. I beckoned to him,

#nd the mate passed over to leeward, where he fell to pacing the

fleck as before. [ told the skipper what Crimp had said, and he

rst into a laugh.

‘ Melhees !’ he exclaimed, ¢ that's just what old Jacob ’ud like.
#Me's a regular lime-juicer, sir, and distil« hacid at every pore ;
ut he’s a first-class seaman. I'd rather have that man by my
Bide at a time of danger than the choicest of all the siilors as I can
i to m'nd that I’ve met in my day. But there’ll be no melhee,

there'll be no melhee, lady. The men are grumbling a bit ;

#hd why ! ’Cause they’re sailors. Butit'll beall 1ight, sir. That

ghere notion of testing, I don’t mind owning of it to you, was

‘errl_v to paci y Sir Wilfrid, sir. I'll carry out his orders, of

urse, and send the other watch aloft arter dinner. It’ll have to
st another fifteen shillin,” otherwise I don’t mean to say there

ightn’t come a feeling of onpleasantness amongst the sailors.

put Sir Wilfrid ’ll not wind that, sir.’
# 1 drew the money from my pocket and gave it him. ‘Here,’

Mid I, ‘you needn’t trouble Sir Wilfrid ; I'll make it right with
#im. Only,’ Iexclaimed, keep the crew in a good temper. We do
t want any disatfection. Heaven knows there’s trouble enough
ard, as it is !’
He knuckled his forehead, and the luncheon bell now sounding,
handed Miss Jennings below ; but I could not help sayiny to her,
we stood a moment together in the cabin, that I saw one part of
y duty would lie in advising Wilfrid to have as little as possible
do with his crew and the working of the yacht; for grief and
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heart-bitterness had so sharpened his ecoentricities that one never
conld tell what orders he might give of a nature to lead to
difliculty and trouble with the men. *‘Perhaps,’ 1 added, ‘i
might be thought that a sincere friendship would suffer him to

have his way, in the hope that some mea<ure of his would bring
But, then,

this goo-e-chase to an abrupt end and force h m home
vor are interested in the puranit, Miss Jennings, and Heaven forbid

that any active or passive effort, or influence, or agency of nmine
should hinder you from realising the hope with which you have

embarked on this strange adventure.’

CHAPTER VITI.
SAIL HO !

A cuanacteristic of Wilfrid's mental feehleness was his inability
to keep his attention long fixed.  This symptom would be mor
or less acute according to the hold his trouble had of him. He
arrived at the luncheon table to the second sumimons, and I was
really startled, after conversing with him a little, to gather fro

what he raid that the whole incident of the testing of the men
This being so, n

eyesight had gone sheer out of his memory.
purpose could have been served by recurring to it, though, had h

mentioned the subject, I had made up my mind to useqt as a tex
that [ had might exhort him not to meddle with his crew, nor
in any way step between Captain Finn and the navigation of th
‘Bride.’

However I found something to raise a hope in me too, in hi
odd, varia'le, imperfect intellect ; namely, that he might com
presently to but dimly comprehend the purport of this voyage, an
then I did not doubt of being able to influence him and carry h
back home, in short; for the wild uncertainty of the adventur
was made to my mind more extravagant still by the inspiration
it being due to my poor cousin’s weak brains ; in fact, not to minc
my meaning, it would have been a mad undertaking in the sane
man's hands ; to my fancy, then, it became the completest expressi
of madness possible, when I thought of a madman as conceivin
and governing it.

Finn, as [ afterwards learnt, sent the other watch aloft whi
we were at lunch, and there they hung, staring away for an hour
when, just as the captain was about to sing out to them to con
down, a fellow on the foreyard (the lowest of the three yards) si
nalled a sail, and then all hands saw it together ! so, to arrest a
further grumbling, Finn zave five shillings to the foreyard ms
and made the watch draw lots for/the other two five-shilling prize
This arrangement satisfied them, and it seemed to soothe
fellows in the other watch as well, who perhaps now perceived th
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\ne never there was little but inanity in the test, and that the only sensible
lead to way to treat the whole afluir was to look upon it as a joke.

This | learnt afterwards from Finn, who did not show himself
much surprised to hear that Sir Wilfiid hagl apparently forgotten
the incident of the wmorning.

“You'll forgive me saying of it, Mr.”Monson,’ he exclaimed,
‘socing it 18 your own cousin I'm speaking about, sir ; but I've
been master of his yacht now s nce he bo: ght her for her ladyship,
and I know this much ot Sir Wilfud, that his mind ain’t as f it
were hulf the time with the orders he gives. He'll say a thing
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without the eyes of his imtillects being upon it.  The result is that
g soon ufter the words is off his lips the sentiment of 'em is gone
from his rec llecton. It is like breathing on a looking-glass ;

there's the mark, but it don’t la-t long’
[t came on a bit thick that afternoon, with now and again a
haze of ra'n in the gnst of a squall, sweeping like the exp'osion of a
in into the straining canvas out of the heart of the hard but steady
recze, snd thi« weather, together with s e strange edge of cold that
ad entered 1t since luncheon time, kept us below, though 1 was
n deck for a hittle while when 1 had that chat with the skipper
which [ have just repeated. Wilfrid lighted his big pipe in the
@alin, telling Miss Laura that she had given us leave to smoke
1ere on the preceding night, an odd proof of his power to remem-
r little things.  T'ne interior was a it gloomy with the ashen
tmosphere of the grey day sifting through the skylight and down
e companion hatch, and with a green dunness coming yet into it
m thne to t me to the burying of the glass of the ports in the
,'le emerald of the clear brine under the froth that was roaring
away past on the surface Jut there was nothing much to in-
mmode one in the mo.ement< of the vessel ; wind and sea, as'[
ve said, were on the quarter, and th- lift of the tall Channel
rge came soft as its own melting head to the weather counter,
PRnning the shapely fabric into a long arrowy floating launch
eud, with a lean down that was wrought by rhythmic action

to a mere bit of cradle-play.

§ Snugged in the cushions of a most luxurious arm-chair, with
e consoling scent of a fine cigar under my nose and a noble
et within arni’s reach chilied to the temperative of snow by the
hly-chased silver jug which contained it, 1 felt that there must
greater hardships in life than yachting, even when the sailing
ise came to a hunt for a runaway wife. Miss Jennings sat near
me, Wnlth a novel in her lap, on whose open page her violet eyes
& Jd sometimes rest when the conversation languished. There
a mirror in the bulkhead just behind e and her hair shone in
though a sunbeam rested on her tresses. Wilfrid lay at full
gth upon a couch, blowing clouds from his pipe with his large
nge weak vyes fixed upon the upper deck. He talked a good
| of his travels, always rationally, and often with evidences of a
wd perception ; but again and again he would witndiaw his
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pipe from his mouth and seem to forget that he held it, sigh

deeply, a lons tremulous inspiration that was full of the tears of

a heart which sobbed coutinuously, then start on a sudden, sit

upright and send a crazy wandering look at the porthole near him ;

after which he would stretch his form agam and resume his pipe

and fall to talking afresh, but never picking up the thread he
had let drop, or speaking with the least reference to the anecdote,

experience, incident, or what not, from whose relation he had just
before broken.

Once he jumped up, after lying silent for five or ten minntes,
during which Miss Jennings seemed to read ; whilst I, thinking
of nothing in particu'ar, lazily watched the rings of cigar smoke |
expelled tloat to the wreathing of lowers and foliage painted with
delightful taste upon the cabin ceiling His movement was
extraordinarily abrapt ; he put his pipe down and stalked to his

cab.n—stalk is the one word that expresses my cousin’s peculiar
walk when any dark or stranze mood was upon him - and |
presumed that he had zone into hiding for a while ; but he quickly
reappeared. There was a light in his eye and a spot of red on eacl

high cheekbone as he put a case in my hand, saying, ‘ Will these

do, d’ye think, Charles {’

It contained a handsome pair of duelling pistols.

“Upon my word, Wilfrid,” said I, in an offhand way whilst |
toyed with one of the weapons as if admiring it, ‘our little shy
18 not without teeth, eh? What with your gun forward and th
small arms near my cahin, and now these—you’ll be having a
powder magazine on board, I suppose?’

‘There’ll be as much powder as we need, I dare say. What

think you of those weapons !’

‘They are qu te killing. For what purpose are pills like thes
gilded so sumptuously ! Is all this garnishing supposed to mak
death more palatable !’

Miss Laura extended her hand, and I gave her the weapon I
A look came into her face that made me feel glac

was examining.
: g ¥ >
She flushed to some

I wasn't Colonel Hope-Kennedy just then.
thought with a sudden sweep of her gaze to the porthole, ther
looked again at the pistol while she bit her lip. I found somethin;
fascinating in this brief passage of spirit in her. Wilfrid, holdin
the other pistol, drew himself erect before a length of looking-glas
against the starboard bulkhead, and levelled the weapon at his ow
retlection.  He stood motionless, save for the swaying of his figur
upon the rolling deck, his head thrown back, his nostrils large, hx
countenance a sallow white; it was absolutely as though b
believed in the reality of his own impersonation, and waite

for the signal to fire.

‘Bless me, Wilfrid!’ cried I, ‘I hope these affairs of your
aren’t loaded ! Hair triggers, by Jingo! Mind—if they are-
you'll destroy that fine piece of plate glass.’

Of course 1 knew better; but his rapt posture was a litts
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alarming, and I said the first thing that came into my head to
break the spell. His arm sank to his side, and he tprncd to me
with a grin that was bewildering with its confliction emotions
of anger, misery, and triumph.

‘ Let that man give me a chance!’
yoice. ) )

‘Ay, but my dear boy,’ said I, relicved by his slowly returning
8he .otals to the case, ‘figure tlie boot on the other leg;—
supposing he kills you 1’

*Good God !’ cried he, ‘d’ye think that consideration would
Rinder ue from attempting the life of the rufian who has brought
ghanme and dishonour upon me and my child?

¢ ‘No,” sard I, with a glance at Miss Laura, whom 1 found
eyeing me with a look of surprise that sjarkled with something
more than a Lint of temper; ‘but if we should mect this fellow on
the open sea, and you challenge him, and he should kill you, what
Wil you have done for yourself 7 Suffered him to put you quietly
t of the road and achiceve the double triumph of first taking your
:{e from you and then making a widow of her !—wuich, of course,
would answer his purpose very well, whether he designed
matrimony or not, secing that there could not be much peace of
dmi for him with the knowledge either that you were on his
ek, or waiting with sp.der-like patience i Eugland for his
urn.’
® ‘By Heaven, Charles!’ he rvared out, ‘no man but you would
Re 1alk to me like this——
! I raised my hand. ¢ Wilfrid, nothing that you can say, no
t@per that you can exhibit, no menaces that you may utter, will
prevent me from remembering that 1 am here at your earnest
uest as the one male friend yon wished at your sid- in such a

, and from speaking to you as freely as 1 should think within

elf. This, to be sure, is ridiculou-ly premature. We have yet
&all in with the “‘ Shark.”  Supjposing that happens, and that

nel Hope-Kennady consents to tight you, and you insist, then

i§ill not be for me to say yau nay.

said he, in a low but deep

4

But, believe me, nothing
| intimidate me from trying to mike you understand that,
our or no honour, to give that rascal an opportunity of
inating you would be the very maddest act your most
teous wrath could hurry you into.’
$He looked at me a little while in silence, was about to speak,
ed himself, or maybe it was his voice that failed him ; a
dBpness came into his eyes ; he compressed his lips till they
bloodless in the effort to suppress his tears ; then, flourishiny
m with a gesture grievously expressive of the anguish he was
g at that moment, he went to his cabin, and we saw no more
m till dinner-time.
thought Miss Jennings would rebuke me for what I had said,
I gathered myself together, in an intellectual seuse, for a little
e fencing with her for a bit ; for, let her hate the Colonel as
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she might, and let her be as eager as she would that her sister
should be speedily rescued from the villain she had sacriticed her
honour for, I had made up my mind not to suffer her to imagine
that 1 regarded a meetins between the two men as a necessary
effect of the Colonel’s action ; but that, on the contrary, I shoull
consider it my duty to vehemently discountenance a duel, unt.l [
found that there was nothing in argument to dissuade my cousin:
when of course I would render him such services as he might

expect from me.

In short, as you will see, I took a cold-blooded view of the
whole husiness. The prosaic arbitrament of the law ! that was my
notion T Khe shears of a dispassionate judge : no p:sols and coffi

for two, thank’ee ! M. thinks when it comes to one’s wife prefer
ring Jones or Tomkins to one’s own lovely self, her new emotion
should be helped, not by giving the latest darling of her heart th
chance to kill one, but by starting cne’s attorney to p'ay upon the
blissful couple with the cold black venom of his ink-horn !

Miss Jennings. however, made no reference to my speech, nuxs
to the manner of Wilfrid’s going. She remained quiet, and showed
herself subdued and grieved for some time, and then we talked
about the testing of the men’s sight, and I repeated what Capta
Finn had said to me on that subject. On a sudden she exclaime:l

‘You told me, Mr. Monson, that you have never seen iy
sister !’
¢ No, only heard of her, and then quite indirectly.’

She went to her cabin, moving in a very inimitable, floating
graceful, yielding way to the heave of the deck, never offering t
grasp anything for support, though the lee-lurches were at times
somewhat staggering, and I thought I never saw a more perfect
little figure as she withdrew, her hair glowing when her form was
already vague as she flitted intp the shadow astern of the cou
panion steps towards the dark corridor or passage which conduct.
to her cabin. She returned after a short abscnce with a miniatur
painting set in a very handsome case, on which was my cousin:
crest with initials beneath, signify ing that it was a gift from him t
Laura Jennings. I carried 1t under the skylight to see it clearly

‘ When was this done !’ I asked.

‘About a year ago,’ she answered.
bourne as a gift to me.’

Now it might be that I was then
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taste, of course, changes |

of

ginterpretation
I was like her.
Mhe throat ver
~'ﬁ)f the jaw whi
the original, t]
Muisitely repro
Mnasculine air
Bings and foun
W ‘Sheisah
than she i« her
,mnntcnunco‘ t
Wwhich go to 1,
She took tl
‘She is not

9. ‘Not in t}
tall. She has
#be added wit]
8Rppose her of
I should h
'ttior she wa,

1t seemed to
let eyes ; he
manly, wasg
found in t}

t then for ¢
e faint susj
$ugh < . b,
Ineaning t|

) In the turp
ng of the c]

She took t
|‘illg she w(
ards the cop
rnoon ti]] i

He loo]

ression of ¢

‘ 4 :
) Well ’ said
A
Uncommor,

2 : . :
very- passionate admirer of dark women ; brunettes, 1 mean, of : :
b b} .
h PBing his gt

South European sort, which the face in the miniature was after
pattern of ; and that is why, no doubt, the expectationAn jne
the ripe and tropic yraces I was to behold was not a little dis
pointed. Anyone could see by the likeness that Lady Monson w
a fine woman ; her hair was raven black, but there was a want
taste in the fashion in which it was dressed ; her eyeg were bri.|
imperious, rather too staring, with something of haughty ast

ment in their expression ; but this might Lave been the artist’s nu

ctful dow,
ld have bee,
ess by the.
of an ancje

Sphere, | &
O, man ; t}
beg your




1er sister
lﬁ.Ce(l her
)y 1magine
necessary
I should
], unt.l [

cousin :
Le might

ew of the
at was 1my
and cotlt
ife 1»1'0!\ I
y emotions
+ heart th
7 upon the
1!

)ptwch, nor
nd showed
we talked
1at (‘;q.tu 1
c)(t“]:mm‘ l
v seen 11y

le, floating
offering t
re at tiwes
jore perfe
er form was
f the cow
h conductt
a miniatur
"\y couslth:
from him t
3 it clearly

t 1t to Mel
changes |
1 mean, ot
was after th
tionAn jue
y little ‘dis
; Monson W
vas a wall
y were br

;rht)' asto

1@ artiﬁi‘\ 1Ll

S47L HO! 63
sinterpretation of their character. She was as like her sister Laura as
1 was like her. Her mouth was somewhat large, rich, voluptuous ;
the throat very beautiful, with something about the line or curve
wof the jaw which would have inade you suspect, without knowing
%he original, that the character of this part of the face was ex-
muisitely reproduced. It wasa heaviness to communicate a slightly
gmasculine air to the whole countenance. 1 turned to Miss Jen-
pings and found her eyes intent on my face.
& ' She is a handsome lady,’ said I, ‘ handsomer, I should think,
ghan she is here repre-ented : quite apart, I mean, from the glow of
ountenance, the animation of look, and all the rest of the things
awhich go to make up two-thirds gt least of human beauty.’
She took the miniature in silence.
‘She 18 not like you,’ said I.
b ‘Not in the least,” she exclaimed. ‘I am little ; she is very
tall. She has a commanding manner, a rich voice, and indeed,’
ghe added with a smile, and then looking down, ‘anyone might
suppose her of noble blood.’
I should have liked to tell her how very much sweeter and
Prettier shie was than her sister ; what a very different sort of heart,
it seemed to me; from her ladyship’s, looked out at you from her
let eyes ; how very much more good, pure, gentle, sympathetic,
manly, was the expression of her mouth compared with what I
had found in the portrait’s. But our friendship was rather too new
a: then for such candour as this; yet 1 would not swear that
e faint suspicion did not cross her of what was in my mind,
#ldugh so -ubtle are women’s ways, so indeterminable by words
#8® meaning that may be perfectly emphatic to every instinct in
# in the turn of the liead, a droop of the lid, a sudden soft tinc-
ing of the cheek, that I have no reason to offer for supposing

She took the miniature to her cabin, and I waited awhile,
king she would return. I then lighted a cigar, but as I stepped
ards the companion with the design of kiilling the rest ot the
rnoon till the dnner-hour on deck, Mutlin came down the
He looked hideously sallow, and carried a horribly dismal
ression of countenance, but he appeared to be no longer in
or.
B Well,’ said 1 shortly, ‘ how are you now, Muffin ?’
x"vnunnlnnnly queer, I am sorrowful to say, sir,” he answered,
”lng his stomach and fall ng away on his left leg with a humbiy
ctful downcast look and a writhe of the lips into a smile that
Id have been expressionless if it was not that it increased his
ex8 by the exhibition of a row of fangs of the colour of the
s of an ancient harpsichord.

‘ The sea 1s not a congenial spear,

Sphere, I suppose you mean,’ said I ; ‘but give yuurselfﬁ day
0, man ; the sickness will wear off.’ ’

1 beg your pardon, sir,’—he paused, still keeping his eyes




v gy e

O A cead A o b o, At

64 AN OCEAN TRAGEDY

downward whilst he bowed meekly and respectfully, but with an
air of profound dejection.

“Well 7’ I exclaimed, running my gaze over the fellow’s od
figure with a yearning to laugh in me at the sight of the gout
bulgings of his feet over his pumps.

“ May 1 take it, sir,” said he, clasping his hands humbly upo
his waistcoat, ¢ that there is no dispogition on the Bayronet’s jur
to give up chasing of her ladyship by water?’

“You may,’said 1, bluntly. ¢ Why, confound it, Muffin, we's
only just entered on the run !’

He turned up his eyes to heaven till nothing showed but t
bloodshot whites : *Sir, I humbly beg your pardon. It seemsu
ordacious liberty for the likes of me to be questioning the likes
you ; but may I ask, sir—is the voyage likely to carry us fur?’

¢ Well, it is about six thousand miles to the Cape, to beg
with,’ said 1.

“Good God !” he cried, startled out of all rewpcctfulne%s ¢ Wh
there’ll be years of sailing in that distance, sir, begging your i
don for the hexclamation my agitation caused me to make, BIT.

‘If you want to return,’ said I, feel ng a sort of pity fort
poor devil, for the consternation that worked in him lay ve
strong upon his yellow face, ‘your plan must be to obtain *
Wilfrid’s permission to tranship yourself into the first vessel s
speak that will be willing to receive you and carry you to Englan
1t is the only remedy I can suggest.’

He bowed very meekly and with a manner of respectful gr
tude: nevertheless, soinething in him seemed to toll me that
was not very much obliged by my suggestion, and that if he quit
Wilfrid’s service it would not be in the manner I recommended

Nothing worth noting happened till next day. It was in:
afternoon. The Scillies were astern and the broad Atlantic
now stretching farr under our bows. A strong fine wind
bowled us steadily down Channel, and the utmost had been n
of it by Captain Finn, who, des ite his talk of studdingsails
stowed anchor<, had sent his booms aloft ere we had bro

Prawle Point abeam and the ¢ Bride’ had swept along befor
strong wind that would come in slaps at times with almost
spite of a bit of a hurricanein them, under a foretopmast stud
gail ; whence you will gather that the yacht was prodi
crowded ; but then Finn was always under the influence of
fear of Wilfrid's heaa in the companion hatch; for I learnt:
several times 1n the night my cousin unexpectedly made
appearance on deck, and his hot incessant command to both
and old acob Crimp, according as he found one or the othe

charge. was that they were to sail the yacht at all hazards ~hor

springing her lower masts, for in the matter of spare bocis®
swits of canvas she could not have been more liberally equl
had her errand signified a three years’ fighting voyage.

Well, as I have said,
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SAIL HO! 6%
. our leaving Southampton. The breeze had slackened much about
the time that Finn stood ogling the sun through his sextaut, and
then it veered in a small putf a:ud came on to blow a gentle, steady
¢ wind from south-south-east, which tautened our sheets for us and
® brought the square yards fore and aft. There was a long broad-
© browed swell from the southward that flashed under the hazy sun-
g light like splintered glass with the wrinkling of it, over which the
yacht went rolling and bowing in a rhythm as stately and regular
~as the swing of a thousand-ton Indiamap, with a sulky lift of foam
to her cutwater at every plunge and a yeasty seething spréading on
seither quarter, the recoiling wash of it from the counter as snappish
‘ms surf. Suddenly from high above, cleaving the vaporous yellow
of the atmosphere in a dead sort of way, came a cry from the look-
out man on the topgallant yard, ‘Sail ho !’ and the sparkle of the
telescope in his hands as he levelled the glittering tube at the sea,
over the starboard bow, rendered the customary echo of ¢ Where
away !’ unnecessary.
. There was nothing however to take notice of in this; the cry of
# Sail ho !” had been sounding pretty regularly on and off since the
dook-out aluft had been established, as you will suppose when you
ink of the crowded wateis we were then navigating ; though
erything thus signalled so far had hove into view broad on either
w or on either beam. We were all on deck ; that is to say, Miss
nnings, snug in a fur cloak,—for the shift of wind had not
ftened the temperature of thc atmosphere,—in a chair near
skylight ; Wilfrid near her, lying upon the ivory-white plank
oking a cigar, with his head supported on his elbow, and I
ping the deck close to them, with Finn abreast of the wheel
windward. We were in the midst of some commonplace
tter when that woice from aloft smote our ears, and when we
w the direction in which the fellow was holding his glass levelled
all looked that way, scarce thinking for the moment that if the
nger were heading for us she would not be in sight from the
k for a spell yet, and as long again if she were travelling our
urse.
Miss Jennings resumed her seat ; Wilfrid stretched his length
ng the deck as before ; and I went on pacing to and fro close
ide them.
8 ‘It will be a Monday on which we sight the ‘‘ Shark,”’ said
lfrid.
¢ How do you know ?’ said 1.
¢ ‘I dreamt it,” he answered.
Miss Jennings looked at him wistfully as if she believed in
AIns.
‘It was an odd vision,” he continued, with a soft far-away ex-
sion in his eyes, very unlike the usual trouble in them. ‘I
amt that on hearing of the—of the —’ he pushed his hair
m his forchead and spoke with his hand to his brow —* I say that
camt | ﬁung myself on horseback —it was a favourite mare—
¥
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Lady Henrietta, Laura’ —she bowed her head—* and gave chase. I
did not know which way to go, so I let fall the reins on the
animal’s neck and leit the scent to the detection of her instincts
She carried me to the sea-coast, a desvlate bit of a bay, 1 remem
ber, with the air full of the moaning of vexed waters and a
elancholy crying of wind in the crevices and chasms of the cliff,
and the whole scene made gaunter than it needed to have been, as
I fancied, by a skeleton that was one moment that of a big fish and
the next of a man, fluctuating upon the sight like an image seen
three fathoms deep floating in such glass-clear water as you get in
the West Indian latitudes.” He paused. ¢ Where was 11!’ he
inquired, with an air of bewilderment.

“Your horse had carried you to the sea-shore,” said Miss Laura,
with her face full of credulity. I love a superstitious girl, and who
18 the woman that does not believe in dreams ?

“Ha !’ he cried, after a brief etfort of memory ; ‘yes, the mare
came to a stand on the margin of the beach, and heaven knows
whence the apparition rose : but there was an empty boat tossing
before me, with a sort of sign-post erected in her, a pole with a
black board upon it on which was written, in letters that glowed
as though wrought by a brush dipped in a sunbeam, the single word
MoNpay !’

*Pooh !’ said I, scornfully, and fancying at the moment that
something stirred in the companion-way, I moved a step or two in
that direction and saw Muftin with his head a trifle above the level
of the top step apparently taking the air, though no doubt he was
diverting himself too, by listening to our talk. On seeing me he
descended, stepping backwards with a sickly respectful smile of
{llmlll}_’_y.

* Why do you say poch, Mr. Monson !’ asked Miss Jennings
‘ Wise ) eople neverridicule dreamsuntil they have been disproved.’

1 admired her arch air that floated like a veil of gauze over her
sympathy with Wilfrid.

“1 don’t want to believe in dreaws,” said I, “ my own dreams ar
ruch too uncomfortable to make me desire faith in that direction

I glanced at Wilfrid ; his eyes were staring right up at the van
at the maintopmast-head, and it was easily seen that he was n
longer thinking of what we had been talking about.  Miss Jerfnings
opened the novel that lay in her lap and seemed to read ; there was
a store of this sort of literature in the yacht, laid in, 1 dare say, hy

Sir Walfrid for Lady Monson, who, I don’t doubt, was a great de
vourer of novels ; the trash in one, two, and three volumes of an
age of trashy fiction, of a romantic literature of gorgeous waistcoats,
nankeen breeches, and Pelham cravats. I don't think Miss Jen
nings had read much of the book she held. It was called * Th
Peeress,” and I believe it had taken her two days to arrive at th
end of the first chapter.  But then, who can read at sea ! Formy
jart I can never fix my attention. In a dead calm I am prone t
snooze ; in a brisk Lrecze, every sweep of surge, every leap of frcth
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| ing head, ever{' glance of sunshine, every solemn soaring of white

cloud up the slope of the liquid girdleis an irresistible appeal to me
to quit my author for teachers full of hints worth remembering ;
and then, indeed, I yield myself to that luxury of passivity
Wordsworth rhymes about —that disposition to keep quiet until I
am visited with impulses—the happiest apology ever attempted by
a home-keeping poet for an unwillingness to be at the trouble to
seek beyond his hillside for ideas.
‘Here i8 a flowery fancy !’ exclaimed Miss Jennings, and she
began to read. It was something—1 forget what—in the primitive
Bulwerian vein ; plenty of capitals, I dare say, and without much
sense that I could make out to linger upon the ear; but one sen-
tence I remember : ‘ He had that inexpressible air of distinction
which comes as a royal gift from §eaven to members of old families
and only to them.’ :

‘Stupid ass !’ exclaimed Wilfrid, whom I had imagined to be
wool-gathering.

‘¢ But there is truth in it, though,’ said Miss Jennings.

¢ What is an old family 7’ I exclaimed.

‘ Why a good family, surely, Mr. Monson,’ she angwered.

¢ No, no, Laura,” grumbled Wilfrid. * I could iptroduce you to

i longshore sailor who can’t sign his name, and whoge sole theory

tof principle lies in successfully hoodwinking the rewenue pegple,
swho will tell you that his forefathe:s have been boatmen and smug-
-ﬁers for over three hundred years, and who could feel his way back
ong a chain of Jims, Dicks, and Joes without a link missing, down,
Maybe, to a time when the progenitors of scores of our Dukes,
Earls, and the rest of them were tush! 7That boatman belongs
to an old family.’
‘ Then, pray, what is a good family ?’ inquired Miss Jennings.
‘Yonder’s the sail that was sizhted awhile gone, Sir Wilfrid,
sung out Captain Finn in his leather-lunged voice.
My cousin sprang to his feet, and the threc of us went to the
rail to look.

CHAPTLER VIII.
WE SPEAK THE ‘ WANDERER.’

ON the lee-bow was a dash of orange light, much less like the sails

Of a ship than a feather of vapour bronzed by a sunset and vanish-

in the tail of a cloud.
‘ How does she head, Finn 1’ cried Wilfrid to the skipper, who
as viewing her through a long, heavy, powerful glass of his own.

¢ Coming dead on end for us, sir.’

‘ What'll she be, captain 1’ said I.

He eyed her a bit, and answered, * A square rig, sir; a bit of a
rque, I dare say.
F 2
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My cousin suddenly slapped his leg—one of his favourite ges.
tures when a fit of excitement seized him. ¢Charles,” he bawled,
‘we'll speak her. D’ye hear me, Finn? We'll speak her, 1 say !’

‘ Ay, ay, sir,” cried the captain.

¢She may have news for us,” Wilfrid proceeded; ‘it is about

time we fell in with something that has sighted the ¢ Shark.”’

¢ A bit betimes, sir,’ said Finn, touching his cap and approaching

to give me his telescope which I had extended my hand for.

¢ Confound it, man !’ cried Wilfrid, in a passion, ¢ everything’s
always too soon with You. Suppose by this time to-morrow we
should have the schoondy in sight —what then, hey !  What would
be your arguments ! Thut she had no business to heave in sight,
yet 1’

Finn made no answer, but pulled his cap off to scratch his head,
with his lips muttering unconsciously to himself to the energy of
his secret thoughts, and his lonz face, which his mouth seemed t
sit exactly in the middle of, working in every muscle wath protest
The distant vessel was showing in the glass as high ay the curve
of her fore-course, with now and again a dim sort of refractive
glimmer of wet black hull rising off a head of sea into an airy, pale
length of light that hung in a low gleam betwixt the junction of
sea and sky. The sun was westering though still high, but his orl
was rayless, and the body of him looked no more than an oozing of
shapeless yellow flame into the odd sky that seemed a misty blue i
places, though where it appeared so you would notice a faint outlin
of cloud ; and as he waned, his retleciion in the wind-wrinkled
heave of the long head-swell, seemed as if each broad soft brow was
alive with runnings of flaming oil.

There was to be no more argument about good and tad families
Wilfrid now could think of nothing but the approaching vessel, and
the child-like qualities which went to the creation of his baffliny
unfixable nature showed in an eager impatience, in which you seemecd
to witness as much of boyish desire for something fresh and new t
happeu as of anything else. For mdy part, I detest arguments
They force you to give reasons and to enter upon definitions.
fancied, however, I was beginning to detect Miss Laura’s littl

There was a feminine hankering in her after ancicn
blood, sounding titles, high and mighty things. As I glanced al
her sweet face I felt in the humour to lecture her.  What but thi
weakness had led to her sister’s undoing? Wilfrid was a worthy)
honest, good-hearted, generous-souled creature, spite of his beiny
bit mad : but I could not imagine he was a man to fall in love wit!
and in this queer chase we had entered upon tiiere was justificatio
encugh of that notion. His wife had married him, I suppose, fu
position, which she had allowed the first good-looking rogue she
met to persuade her was as worthless as dust and ashes unless
human heart beat inside it. And the scoundrel was right, thoug
he deserved the halter for his practical illustration @f his meanin
I met Miss Jennings’ eye and she smiled. She called sofily to me
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“You are puzzling over the differcnce hetween a good and an
old family !’

‘1 wish my countenance were less inggnuous,’ said I.

‘ Hadn’té-you better run up some signal,” exclaimed Wilfrid,
turning upon Finn, ‘to make yonder craft know that we want her
to stop 1’

‘ Lay aft here a couple of hands,’ shouted Finn in a sulky note.

Two seamen instantly came along. The flag-locker was dragged
from its cleats or chocks under the small, milk-white grating abaft
the wheel ; Finn, with a square, carrot-coloured thumb ploughed
into the book of directions ; then, after a little, a string of butterfly
bunting soared gracefully to the topmost head, where the flags
were to be best seen, a long pennant topping the gay colours like a
tongue of flame against the rusty yellow of the atmosphere; the
dip of the yacht to the swell became a holiday curtsey, and you
thought of her as putting on a simper like some pretty country
wench newly pranked out by her sweetheart with a knot of ribbons.

¢ Aft and haul up the main-tack ; round in on the weather fore
braces and lay the topsail to &E“/ mast ; down hellum ! so—leave
her at that !’ and the ‘Bride,” with the wide ocean heave lifting
$o the how, came to a stand, her way arrested, the wind combing
her fore and aft canvas like the countless invisible fingers of giant

. #pirits, and a dull plash and sulky wash of water alongside, and a

H#requent sharp clatter of wheel chains to the jar of the churning
yudder. There was the true spirit of the deep in this picture then,
r the seamen had dropped the various jobs they were upon, and
‘#Mtood awaiting orders about the decks, every man’s shadow swaying
pon the salt sparkling of the spotless planks, and all eyes directed
8t the approaching craft that had now risen to her wash streak and
was coming alung in a slow stately roll with her canvas yearning
#rom flying jib to fore royal, every cloth yellow as satin, and flashes
of light like the explosion of ordnance breaking in soft sulphur-
goloured flames from her wet side as she lifted it sunwards from the
pale blue brine that melted yeastily from her metalled forefoot into
wo salival lines, which united abaft and went astern in a wake that
Jooked as if the were towing some half wile length of amber-
finctured satin.  Yet there was no beauty in her as in us ; it was
$he sweetness and grace of airy distance working in her and the
ild and misty gushing of the afternoon radiance, and the wild
Infolding arms of the horizon sweeping as it were the very soul of
the mighty ocean loneliness into her solitary shape and into her
bland and starlike canvas, until you found, her veritably spiritualised
out of her commonplace meuning into a mere fairy fancy, some toy-
ke imagination of the deep; but she hardened rapidly into the
gamiliar prosaics of timber, sailcloth and tackling, as she came
#Mloating down upon us, sinking to her narrow white band, then
ised till a broad width of her green sheathing was exposed, with
@ figure in a tall chimney-pot hat standing on the rail holding on by
backstay.
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She was a slow old waggon, and one saw the reason of it as she
came sliding along, rolling !ike an anchored galliot in a sea-way, in
her bows as round as an apple and her kettle-bottom run; and
W.lfrid’s impatience grew into torture to us to see almost as much
as to him to teel as he'd pace the deck for a minute or two tumul
tuously, then fling against the rail with a wild stare at the approach
ing craft as if indeed he was cocksure she was full of news for him,
though for my part it seemed mere trifling with the yacht’s routine
to back her yard that we might ask questions at that early time of
day. She steered so as to come within easy hail and then boom
ending her foretopmast studdingsail she backed her'main topsail
and floated the full length of her out abreast of us within pistol
shot, pitching clumsily and bringing her bows out of it with the
white brine frothing like lacework all about her there, her line of
bulwarks dotted with heads watching us, the sounds of the creaking
of her aloft very clear along with a farmyard noise of several cocks
crowing one after the other lustily, and the lowing of bulls or cows.

‘ Barque ahoy !’ sung out Captain Finn, funnelling his hands as
a vehicle for his voice.

‘ Halloa?’ cried the figure that stood upon the rail in the most
cheery, laughing voice that can be conceived.

¢ What ship 18 that ¢’

‘The ‘‘ Wanderer.”’

* Where are you from! and where are you bound to %’

‘ From Valparaiso to Sunderland,’” answered the other, in a way
that made one think he spoke with difliculty through suppressed
mirth.

¢ Will you tell us,” bawled Finn, ‘if you've sighted an outward
bound fore and aft schooner-yacht within the past week 7’

‘Sighted afore and aft schooner-yacht ? ay, that 1 have, master,
fine a vessel as yourn pretty nigh,’ shouted the other as though he
must burst in a moment into a roar of langhter.

“ Ask him aboard ! ask him aboard !’ cried Wilfrid wild with
excitement, slapping his knee till it was like a discharge of pistols.
‘ Beg him to do me the favour of drinking a bottle of champagne
with me ; ask him—ask him—but first ascertain if he has made an
entry of the meeting in his log-book.’

‘ Ay, ay, sir. Ho the barque ahoy !’ a

‘Halloa

‘Can you tell us when and \\'}ll’r\‘i\}ml)%p ye fell in with that
there schooner ?’

‘Tell ye ! to be sure I can ; got it in black and white, master
Ha! ha! ha!’ and here the old figure in the tall hat clapped his
hand to his side and Jaughed outright, toppling and reeling about
on the rail in such a manner that 1 took it for granted he was
drunk and expected every moment to see him plunge overboard.

¢ Axk him aboard ! ask him aboard !’ shrieked Wilfrid. *Re
quest him to bring his log-book with him. We will send a boat.’

Finn hailed the barque again. ‘Sir Wilfrid Monson’s compli
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ments to you,sir, and will be pleased to see you aboard to drink a
bottle of champagne with him. Will you kindly bring your log-
book with you? We will send a boat.’

* Right y’are,’” shouted the old chap with a humorous flourish of
his hand, and so speaking he sprang inboard, laughing heartily, and
disappeared down his little companion hatch.

A boat was lowered with four men in charge of surly old Crimp.
My cousin’s excitement was a real torment to witness. He smote
his hands violently together whilst he urged the men at the top of
his voice to bear a hand and be off or the barque would be swinging
her topsail and sailing away from us. He twitched from head to
foot as though he must fall into convulsions ; he bawled to the
sailors not to wait to cast anything adrift but to put their knives
through it as though somebody were drowning astern and the delay
of a single moment might make all the difference between life or
death. *‘By heaven!’ he cried, halting in front of me and Miss
Jennings with a fierceness of manner that was rendered almost
delirious by the quality of savage exultation in it, ‘I knew it would
fall out thus! They cannot escape me. Of courseitis the ‘‘Shark”
that that fellow has sighted.” He broke from us and ran to the
rail and overhung it, gnawing his nails whilst he watched the re-
ceding boat with his eyelids quivering and his face working like
that of a man in acute pain.

¢ fear,’said I, in a low voice, to Miss Jennings, ‘ that it would
not require more than two or three incidents of this sort to utterly
dement him. His resolution is strong enough. Why in the name
of pity will not he secure his mind to it ! It’s bound to go adrift

“else, I f ar.’

‘ But realise what he has suffered, Mr. Monson,’ she answered
gently, ‘such a blow might unseat a stronger reason than his. I

¢ cannot wonder at his excitement. Look how 1 am trembling !’

She lifted her little hand, which shook as though she had been
seized with a chill, but there way tremor enough in her voice to in-
dicate her ag tation. ‘ The mere idea that the ‘‘ Shark ™ may be
much nearer to us than we imagine—that this chase way very
shortly bring her within sight of us — a surong shiver ran through
hor. ‘Do you believe it is the ‘“ Shark ” th.t that old man saw ?’
‘I shall be better able to judge when he comes aboard,’ said 1.
‘See, our boat is alungside. They must fend her off handsomely, by
Gecrge, if she is not tobe swamped. Heavens ! how that old cask
wallows !’
[n a few moments the little old man in the tall hat came to the
fﬂng\\',\y and looked over; there was apparently some discnssion ;
imagined the elderly humourist was going to funk it, for 1 fancied
I saw him wag his head ; but on a sudien, all very nimbly, he
Wdropped mmto the wide main chaius, whepce, watching his oppor-

gtuniy, he toppled into the boat, which immediately shosved off,
EWilfrid went to the gangway to receive him. I wasa little appre-
thensive of the effect of my cousin’s behuviour-—which had some
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thing of the contortions and motions of a galvanised body—upon

the old sea-dog that was cowing, and I say I rather hoped that this . the page,

captain might be a Lit too tipsy to prove a nice observer.” 1 took a | bursting in
view of him as he sat in the stern sheets, the boat sinking and A\ selves. [3]
rising from peak to hollow as she burst through the water to the 7 The ent
gilded, sparkling sweep of the admirably handled oars, and could somewhat 1
have laughed out of mere sympathy with the broad grin that lay weather, ¢
upon his jolly, mottled countenance. His face was as round as the ' observation
full moon, and of the »ppearance of brawn ; his nose was a little south-west,
fiery pimple ; small white whiskers went in a slant in the direction 0g gave th
of his nostrils, coming to an end under either eye. His hat was longit . de, .
too big for him, and pressed down the top of his ears into the like- I' hurri

entry and

ness of overhangivg flaps under the Quaker like breadth of brim ;
she has ma

his mouth was stretched in a ~mile all the time he was a| proaching
thg yacht, and he burst into a loud laugh as he grasped the man- “Ay, sn
ropes and bundled agilely up the side of the ‘ Bride’ been her w

* You are very good to come on board, sir,” cried Wilfrid, bowing ‘Are yo
with agtation, and spesking as though suffering from a swollen as though }
throat, with the hurry, anxiety, impatience, which mastered him. h”#,"lyvr.
1 thank you for this visit. I sce you have your log-bouok with *Yes,’ ¢
you. Let me inquire your name 1’ controlling

‘ Puncheon, sir. Ha! ha! ha! Toby Puncheon, sir; a ras- the“’ﬁsscl \;

escr|

cally queer name, ho! ho! And your honour’s a lord, ain’t ye!
I didn’t quite catch the words. He! he ! he!’ rattled out the old
fellow, laughing after almost every other word, and staring at us
one after another as he spoke without the least diminution of his ; “‘1”“"19 v
prodigious grin. ‘ - 4 }sed witl,
‘No, no ; not a lord,” exclaimed Wilfrid ; ¢ but pray step this Mght o'cloc
way, Captain Puncheon. Charles, please accompany us. Captain ':.:t' a plea
Finn, I shall want you below.’ glass? .
He led #he road to the companion, calling to the steward, ‘m*rfcrod 1
whilst he was yet midway down the steps, to put champagpe and -'0 ady. ]
glasses upon the table. , b“fw‘”“"n
Captain Puncheon’s grin grew alarmingly wide as he surm T lemales

forthwith h
urthen of

. . , : : a white ¢
the glittering cabin.  ‘My eye !’ he cried, after a rambling Jauth t“'“t" C
= 3 . ut ¢
full of astoni hment, ¢ them’s looking-glasses and no mistake ! and : W
: . N> 8olf with ,
pickle we blue if ever I see the likes of such lamps afore on bourd il
. lA
ship!’ growing grave an instant to utter a low whistle. * Wly, o ”‘I”“
v .y . . . s CcO
it’s finer than a theaytre, ain’t it 1’ he exclained, turning to ilf l;f d ¢
) rid’s f;
once more grinning from ear to ear, and addressing me as if I wus ‘F - f"‘
inn,

his mate that had come oft with him. His glass was tilled ; I “Why
drank to us, and pulled his log-t ook out of the piece of newspaper g a4+ = Y, 2
in which he had brought it wrapped up. 8 ¥o tog
* Will you kindly give us,’ said Wilfrid, ‘ the date on which ) ’ “C}‘\f“i p
passed the schooner-yacht 7’ 5 l,[lul’)“ b
‘Aye, that I will,’ cried Puncheon, turning back the pages of hi: # | nche
log, and then pouncing upon an entry with a forefinger curled b;

rheumatism into the aspect of a fish-hook as though the piece
writing would run away if he did not keep it squeezed down upo:

¢ Empty
news Y
']‘h(‘ 4)111

'Gents,’
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the page. He felt about his coat with hLis other hand, and then
bursting into a laugh exclaimed : * Gents, you must read for your-
selves. Dlow'd if 1 ain’t gone and forgot my gla-ses.’

The entry was perfectly ship-shape, and written in a round,
somewhat trembling old hand. There were the usual records of
weather, courses steered, and the like, and under the heading of
observations was : ‘ Passed large schooner-yacht steering west-
south-west. Hoisted our ensign, but she showed no colours.” The
log gave the latitude and longitude of this encounter as 16° West
longit ide, 41° 30" North latitude.

I hurriedly made certain calculations after reading aloud this
entry, and addressing Finn said, ‘ If that vessel be the ‘‘Shark”
she has managed to hold her own so far.’

Ay, sir,” answered Finn, peering at my figures, ‘but what’s
been her weather !’

¢ Are you chasing of her, gents 1’ whipped out Puncheon, smiling
as though he only waited for us to answer to break into a roar of
laughter.

* Yes,” cried Wilfrid fiercely, ‘ and we mean to catch her; then,
controlling himself, ‘ Captain, will you be so good as to describe
the vessel you met !’

*Describe her ! ’Course I will,” answered the old chap, and
forthwith he gave us asuilorly picture of a yacht apparently of the
burthen of the ‘ Shark ’ a fore and aft schooner, a long, low, black,
baudsome vessel, loftily rigged even for a craft of her kind. She
passed withina mile and a half of the * Wanderer ' ; it was about
@ight o'clock in the morning, the sunshine bright, the wind north-
@ast, a pleasant air. 1 asked Puncheon if he examined her with
his glass? ‘ Examine her through my glass ! Ay, that I did,” he
snswered in his hilarious way. ‘1 sce some figures ahoard aft.
No lady. No, ne’er a hint of a female garment. Happen if there
Was women they was still abed, seeing how young the morn was
for females as poes to sea for pleasure. I took notice of a tall gent
B a white cap with a naval peak and a white jacket.” That was
gbout as much as he could tell us, and so saying he regaled him-
#elf with a hearty laugh. Finn questioned him as one sailor would
#nother on points of the yacht’s furniture aloft, but the old fel-
%w could only speak generally of the impression left upon him.

ilfrid’s face was Hlushed with excitement.

‘Finn,” he exclaimed, ¢ what do you think ?’

‘ Why, your honour,’ said the man deliberately, ‘ putting two
#nd two together, and totalling up all sarcumstances of rig, haspect,
$ime and place, I don’t doubt that the schooner-yacht Captain
Puncheon here fell in with was the **Shark.”’ }
#® Puncheon rose
S ‘Empty this bottle,” cried Wilfrid to him.
news you give me does me good, thoush !’
The old chap filled up, grinniag merrily.

8 ' Gents,” hecried, holding the foaming glass aloft and lookingat it

‘ By heaven, man,




AN OCEAN TRAGEDY

with one eye closed, ¢ your errand’s an honest one, I'm sure, and so
here’s success to it. The craft 1 fell in with has got legs, mind ye.
Yes, by thunder, ha! ha! ha ! she’s got legs, gents, and’ll require all
the catching I expects your honours have stomachs for. 'Tain’t to
be done in the inside of a month, he! he! he! and so I tells ye.
See her slipping through it under her square sail! God bless
my body and soul, twas like the shadow of a cloud running ower
the waters. But give yourselves a long course, gents all, and
you've got a beauty here as must lay her aboard —in time, ha'
ha! ha! Your honours, my respects to you.’

Down went the wine and up he got, pulling his hat to his ears
and stepping with a deep sea roll up the companion ladder. We
followed him to the gangway.

‘Is there nothing more to ask, Charles?’ cried Wilfrid.

But Puncheon had given us all he Mafto tell, and though I
could have wished him to hint at something distinctive in the
vessel’s hull, such as her tigure-head or any other point of the like
kind in which the ‘Shark ’ might ditfer from vessels of her build and
appearance, yet there was the strongest Imssii,le reason to suppose
that the craft he reported was Lord Winterton’s schooner, with
Lady Monson and Colonel Hope-Kennedy on board.

Whilst Captain Puncheon waited for the yacht’s boat to haul
alongside Sir Wilfrid sent for a box of cigars which he presented to
the old chap. The gift produced such a grin that I saw some of the
hands forward turn their backs upon us to conceal their mirth.

¢ Do you thiuk, captain,” exclaimed Wilfrid, once more rendered
almost alarmingly convulsive in his movements by the excitement

that filled him, ¢ that there are men aboard your vessel who took
note of more than you did in the yacht’s appearance? If so——'

But Punchgon interrupted him by saying that he was the only
man who exaulned the s hooner throngh a glass, and therefore
neither his matg nor any of the seamen who were on deck at the
time could possih have observed her so fully as he.

‘ Make haste and_return,” bawled my cousin to the fellows i
the boat as they ahuvmlNh the grinning old skipper in the
he muttered, walking

stern sheets.  * Every moment I3
briskly in short turns opposite Miss\Jennings and me. ‘To think
he sent

of them sneaking along hike the shgdow of a cloud, hey !
a wildly mmpatient look aloft ang”brought his foot with a heavy

stamp to the deck.
*It 1s the ¢ Shark ? then?’

¢ No doubt of 1t,” I answer 1.
She glauced at me as e had been wounded and her lips

turned [ml\. Well, thonght 1, anticipation, to be sure, is often
the worst part gfan atfair of this sort, but if the mere hearing of
the ‘Shark ’ atfeded this little sweetheart so violently, how will th
sizhiting of the craft serve lier, and the boarding of her, if evern
comes to it! In a few minutes the yacht's boat was returning,
whilst you saw the figure of old Puncheon clambering out of hus
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main chains over the bulwarks of the ‘ Wanderer.” A little later
and there were hands tailing on to the falls, the boat rising dripping
to the davits, and the foretopsail yard slowly pointing its arm to
the wind ; then, to the full weight of the breeze sweeping red with
the sunset into her hollowed canvas, the ¢ Bride’ leaned down, sul-
lenly shouldering the swell into foam with the first stubborn push
of her bows, till gathering way she was once more swinging into
the west and south with the gloom of the evening growing into a
windy vagueness on her iee-beam, whilst on the weather quarter,
black as indigo against the dull weste n redness, was the figure of
the barque rolling with filled maintopsail over the long Atlantic
heavings, and rapidly diminishing into the fragile beauty of some
exquisitely carved toy of ebony wood on the skirts of the rising and
falling fan-shaped stretch of seething paleness that marked the limits
of the ¢ Bride's’ wake.

Wilfrid, who had been standing at the compass staring with
a frown at the card, with his arms folded, whilst the men trimmed
sail and started the yacht afresh, marched up to me when that busi-
ness was over and exclaimed, ‘What did you make the average
of the ‘‘Shark’s” daily runs according to Puncheon’s reckonings
of the place of his meeting her !’

‘About a hundred and eighty miles a day,’ T answered.

¢ We haven't been doing that though !’

*No: but wait a httle,” said I; ‘let your * Bride” feel the
trade wind humming aloft.’

‘Finn,’” he bawled. The v:\'ptuin came running to us.
the track chart, Finn. There's light enough yet to sev by.

The man disappeared and very quickly returned, with a handy
chart of the worla which he unrolled and liid on the top of the sky-
light. We all overhung it, Miss Jennings amongst us. The wmen
Horward watched us curiously.  Something in the manner of them
puggested to the swift glance I sent their way that the perception
our voyage was more serious, with a wilder, sterner purpose in it
than they had imagined, was beginning to dawn upon them since
Punchen’s visit.

‘Mark the spot, Finn,” exclaimed Wilfrid in the dogeed voice
of a man sullenly and obstinately struggling to master a feeling of
@xhaustion, ‘the exact spot where the barque fell in with the
#*Shark.””’

Finn produced a parallel ruler, a pair of compasses, a pencil
and the like, calculated and indicated the spot by a little cross.

“ How short the distance she has sailed seems !’ exclaimed Miss
Jennmg‘i.

5 Fiteen degrees of latitude, though,’said I ; * these charts are
mighty deceptive. A very small pencil mark will cover a tremen-
Wlously long course.’

o ' Wilfrid stood motionless with his eyes fixed upon the mark
¥inn had malde. He talked a lLittle to himself, but voicelessly.
Whe captain watched him uervously, My cousin cawme to himself

‘ Fetch
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with a start. ‘What will have been the ‘‘ Shark’s” course by
magnetic compass, Finn, say from the latitude of the Scillies to
the spot where the ** Wanderer” met her 1’

The captain put his parallel rules on the chart and named the
south-west by south, I believe, or

76

course ; what it was I forget,

something near it.
¢ Supposing the wind not to head her, Finn,” continued my

cousin, ‘would she steer the same course down to the time when

the ‘“ Wanderer” met her !’
¢ No, your honour. There's no call for Fidler any more than

there is for me to go to the westwards of Madeira.’
Now, Finn, show me on this chart where, steering the course
are now heading, you will have arrived when you have run

[

you

nine hundred miles?’
“‘How’s her head 1’ sung out Finn to the fellow at the wheel

The man answered. ‘You hear it, Sir Wilfrid 7’ said Finn. My
cousin nodded. The captain put his rules on the chart, adjusting
them to the course the ¢ Bride’ was then sailing, and the measure
of nine hundred miles brought the mark he made to touch the cross
that represented the * Shark’s’ place. ¢ That’s right, I think, Mr.
Monson,’ said he, turning a sober face of triumph on me.

“Quite right,” I answered, and I spoke no more than the truth,
for the poor fellow had made his calculations with laborious
anxicty.

Wilfrid clapped his hands together with a shout of laughter that
carried his voice to a shriek almost, #nd without speaking a word he

strode to the hatch and went below.

CITAPTER IX.

A SQUALL.

ArtHoucH Finn’s calculations showed, very well upon the chart,
it will not be supposed 1 could find any@ing in them upon which

to ground that hope of falling in with the ‘Shark’ which hal

become a conviction with Wilfrid. The look-out man at our mast

head might perhaps, on a clear day, compass a range of sonu
twenty miles, even thirty if it came to a gleam of lofty canvas
hovering over a hull a league or two past the slope of waters; but
what was a view of this kind to signify in so vast an ocean as w
As I have elsewhere said, the difference of a quarte

t
t

had entered !
of a point would in a few hours, suppos.ng a good breeze of wind

be blowing, carry the ‘ Bride' wide of the wake of the ‘Shark.
and put the two yachts out of sight fair abreast of qune another.
Finn understood this as well as I ; but when I fell into a talk
with him on the subject that evening—1I mean the evening of
day on which we had spoken the ‘ Wanderer’ he told me ve
honestly that the odds indeed were heavy against our heaving
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‘Shark ' into view, though he was quite sure of outsailing her
if the course was to extend to the Cape of Good Hope ; but that as
there was a chance of our picking her up, whether by luck, if I
chose to think it so, or by his hitting with accuracy upon the line
of direction that Fidler would take, he had made up his mind to
regard the thing as going to happen, for his own ease of mind
as well as to keep my cousin’s expectations lively and trusting.

¢ A man can but do his best, sir,” he said to me. ‘Sir Wilfrid
needs a deal of humouring ; you can ses that, sir. I knew all
along, when he first came and told me what had happened and gave
me my orders, that the job of keeping him pacified would have to
go hand in hand with the business of sailing the ‘‘ Bride” and
lighting upon the *‘ Shark,” if so be she’s discoverable. My notion
is that if you're called upon so to act as to fit an employer’s taste
and keep his views and wishes gratified, though by no more than
maintaining expectation in him, the best thing is to tarn to and
try to think as fur as you can the same way as he do. I don't
mind saying, Mr. Monson, that [ allow the whole of this here
voyage to be as wague as wagueness can well be ; therefore why
worrit over parts of it? Suppose we overhaul the ‘“ Shark ”—then
it’ll be all right ; suppose we don't—then it won’t be for the want
of trying.’

This was the substance of Finn’s opinion as he imparted it to
me that night. His sincerity touched me ; besides, I saw worry
enough in the poor fellow to make me sorry for him. Indeed, I
res 'lved from that hour to back him up, heartily agreeing with him
that the adventure was quite too vague to justify anxiety in respect
of any one detail of the programme.

The weather was quict when I went to bed that night. I came
below from my long yarn with Finn, leaving a windy smear of
moon over our mastheads and a dark sky going down from it to
the obscured sea-line, with here and there a pale and vapou y point
of star huvering sparely over a wing of cloud that lay still in the
dusk, as though what wind there was blew low upon the waters.
The wide sea came to the yacht in a dusky throbbing, like folds of
gloom rolling with a sort of palpitation in them to the eye ; the
foam glanced in places, but thére was little weight in the wind,
and the pallid spires of the yacht’s canvas floated nearly upright
through the dark atmosphere, with a sound of the sob of water
coming off her weather bow and the dead plash of the hidden
billow falling without life from her quarter, in a way that wmade cne
think there were fellows emptying buckets over the side abreast of
the wheel.

Wilfrid had been moody and reserved throughout the dinner,
and retired early to bed. I sat an hour with Miss Laura, with the
mild diversion of a draught-board between us ; but we soon forgot
to play in talking. We had been but a few days togcether, yet I
had already made the discovery that I wonderfully enjoyed her
company, and that I immensely relished a quality of arch naiveté
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in her_conversation, which owed something of its effect to the
contrast between a sort of coquettish sa_acity in many things she
sald aud the nun-hike artlessnesg and virginal swe tness I seemed
to find in the gentle girlish regard of her charming eyes. 1 also
observed in myself that the more I saw of her the more her beauty
gained upon me. I never remember meeting « woman’s face that
1 would sooner have taken as a frank expression ef mind ; there
was a softness and delicacy of feature that omne instinctively
accepted as an illustration of habitual refinement and purity of
thought. Her manner, save when arouse¢, was of engaging
gentleness and tenderness, and her smile the most amiable
I remember. Her position was of great delicacy, and
have failed to painfully distress one of your self-conscioys womwen.

Our adventure, every reference to it, every mention of thp * Shark,’

every expression in Wilfrid of grief, shame, temper, wag as it were

a rude withdrawal of the veil from before her sistgr’s frailty.

There was no other lady on board to help her to bear, sp to speak,

the burthen of the inevitable topic, and yet she nevgr made it
appear as though there was pain and shame to her in the subject,

outside her grief for Wilfrid, her eagerness that her sister should
be recovered, her resentment against the man who had betrayed
and dishonoured his friend.

I may fail to convey what I thought of her maidenly accept-
ance of her share in this strange advenrure, but I am certain that
nobody but a person of exquisite instincts could have acted, as she
did, the delicate and exacting part allotted her by my cousin.

The weather was still very quiet when [ bade her good-night.
I went to my cabin, and do not suppose | was ten minutes in
my bed before | fell asleep. I awoke to a sound of a great
roaring all about, accompanied by the cries of men on deck, the
sharp flinging down of coils of rope and the thunder of shaking
canvas trembling 1n every fibre of the hull. My bunk was an
athwart-ship one, and | had turned-in, to employ the proper
sea parlance, with my head to windward; but now the yacht was
lying over on t’other side, and I awoke to find my heels in the air
and the weight «f my body upon my neck ; but the angle of the
craft was so sharp that it was not without a prodigious amount
of lLeaving aud Houndering 1 managed to get my legs over and to
sit upright.

A squall! thought I, feeling for my pillow, which I placed
in the port end of my bed-tead and once a.ain lay down. A flash
of sun-brizht lightning glanced through the port-hole as though
a gun had been fired into iny cabin, and the interior glanced «ut

into a noon-tide effulgence for one breathless instant, in which,
however, 1 managed tu catch si:ht of the angle formed by a coat
with a stanchion, upon which it hung by a peg.  Upon my word,
it was as thouzn the yacht was upon her beam ends—such a
heel as was not to be 1ealised by one lying in a bunk or even
sitting upright in it ; then came the darkness like a sea of ink,
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h rolling to the sight in which the retlection of the flash still writhed,
i followed by a wighty shock of thunder that died awav in a
) she hundred rattlng l,u(.:x», as though ’twas high mountainous land all
smed § around the h »11—i‘z'n||, honeycombed with caverns and every peak
also % asresonant as a hollow dowe.
snuty \ A sharp squ.ll! thought I, but there was too much noise for
that sleep. It was all hauds on deck I was pretty sure by the numer-
there ous scampering over my head ; the harsh voices of the sailors
tively bawling at the ropes would be swept into faint cries by the rush of
ty _”f the wind, and now and again a heavy lumpish sound that put a
jaging : quiver into every plank, followed ty a snailing noise like the hissing

d—wny of nalf a dozen locomotives blowing ot steam, was warrant enough
d not to ears not unused to such sounds that the * Bride’ was taking

omen. large doses of water in pretty free'y over her rail.
hark,” [ lay quiet, and was presently sensible that the yacht was off
t were the wind : the righting of her was no small comfort, she was
railty. wanifestly going through it like a comet; the sea was now well
3}“'““,' aft, and the suggestion of swittuess I fourd inthe mere frel of the
“‘d" i hull, sumehow or other, black as my cabin was and the blacker as
ubject, it remained for the flash of lightning, was accentuated by the
should thunderous rush of each surge outstripping us in the race and
strayed hurling its black length along the vesscl's side, and tle tierce spit-
ting and crackling of the smother of spume that was raised by the
accept- vessel’s headlong flight, and that went raging and racing astern on

in that top of the swelling ebony fold that swept forwards from the oppo-
, a8 she site direction.

n. k Humph ! thought I, if this is a case of ‘ up keeleg’ with friend
d-night. Finn he'll have to enter into something shrewder and surer than
jutes 1n dead reckoning to tind his way back again into the ‘ Shark's’ wake.
a great I had a mind to see what was happening, and after a spell of
eck, ﬂ“‘ troublesome groping and clawing, during which 1 had iike to
shaking % have broke my nose by striking it against the edge of a chest of
was an ddravers built into a corner, 1 succeeded in lighting my lamp, and
y proper #was presently snug in a pea coat and a sou’-wester which 1 had
wcht was tbeen wise enough to include in the slender sea outtfit 1 had pur
n the air chased for this voyage. The cabin light was always kept burning
le of the throughout the nizht, dimmed by one of the stewards, after we
amount had retired to our berths, but with plenty of lame left to see by,
yr and to Wand on emerging the tirst object 1 caught sight of was the figure
Sof a man on his knees on the cabin tloor in a posture of prayer

I placed #and apparently in an agony of fright. " Nothing was to be heard
A flash #of hon until I had approached close, for tie roaring of the
s though swind and the washing and foaming of seas drowned all other
wnced out inoises ; but on stooping to make sure of the fellow, whose hands
in which, #were clasped over his eyes whilst he held his face upturned as he
by a coat #swayed upon his knees, I could hear him praving with all his
wy word, fmight, with an energy indeed that might of it~elf have accounted
g—such a Wor the drops of perspiration that glistened upon his brow, if it
k or even g'a.sn’t that his attitude of terror explained the secret of that

jea of ink,
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moisture. It was Muffin. There was something so shameful in
the fellow’s cowardice that all in an instant I lost my temper and
gave him a kick which flung him at his length, face down, upon
the de'k. He set up a horrible howl.

“Oh Lord ! oh mercy! we're gone! we're gone! Oh, if I was

only on dry ground——’

Here I seized him by the collar. *Get up, you fool,” T cried
‘Do you know where you are, you idiot ! Cease! If you alarm
Miss Jennings — and I hauled him on to his legs, shaking him
heartily as [ did so.

“Oh, Mr. Monson,” he whined, ‘is it you, sir? Tell me we
ain’t all dead and gone, sir! Oh, this is ’orrible, though ! ’orrible !
Never no more ; never no more for me !’

‘Be off to your berth at once,” cried T angrily, though my tem
per died out of me at the absurd sight of his yellow, working
terrified face, rendered ugly ¢nough to challenge the skill of a
Cruikshank by the manner in which, during his devotions, he had
streaked his forchead and nose and his cheeks past his eyes with
his plaister-like lengths of coal blick hair.  He was for speaking
but I grasped him by the shoulder and ran him towards his bertl.
that lay some little distance forward of mme on the starboard side,
and when he had shut hunself in I made my way on deck, with «
peep aft, as [ went up the steps, where all seemed quiet.

The night was still very dark, but of a clearer dusk.
made a red streak low in the west amongst some ragged clouds thar
seemed to fall hke a short flight of steps, every one edged witl
blood, to the cea-line, where the muddy crimson drained out, jus
showing the lurid staining of it now and again when sowme surge be
neath reared an unbroken head to the lustre. The night was mad.
to look amazingly wilder than it was in reality by that western set
ting jumble of ugly lustre and tornvapour, like a flock of giant bat
heading from the moon for ocean sol. tude of deeper blackness. 1

windward there was a great lake of indigo/blye in the sky, in whici
a number of trembling stars were floating and vast white puffs
cloud crossing it with the swiftness of scud in the gale ; but to lee
ward 1t was just a mass of hcaped-up gloom, one dye of dusk o)
top of another in blocks of blickness such as a poet migli
dream of in picturing the hellish walls and battlements of
heleaguered city of demons ; and upon this mass of darkness tha
looked as substantial as stone to the eye there was a plentiful pla
and crackle of violet lightning ; but no thunder, at least none tha
[ could hear. It was blowing fresh, but the wind had taken of
considerably within the last ten mninutes; the ‘ Bride’ was clos
hauled ; there was a strong sea on the bow and she was plunginy
smartly, with at frequent intervals a brisk squall of spray over hu
head that rattled upon the deck like a fall of hail in a thunder
storm ; a dark gleain would break first here and then there from
her deck to her rolling, but the water was draining off fast, flash
ing in a loud hissing through the scupper holes at every lee send,
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but with weight enouzh yet remaining in each rush of it to enable
me to gather that it wust have been pretty nearly wa st-high be-
tween the bulwarks with the first shipping of the seas and the\first
downrush of the fierce squall.

They had snugged the ¢ Bride’ to very small canvas ; the plaj of
the white waters round her threw out her shape clear as black pafpt
on canvas ; at momrents she dived till vou would think the tall
black coil arching at her past the creaming glare crushed out of the
sea by the snuting of her forefoot must leap right aboard her ; but
her staunch and buoyant bow, the truest piece of ocean moulding
I ever saw in a ship, would regularly swing with a leap to the
peak of the billow, shattermyg it with a saucy disdain that seened
to be followed by an echo ot derisive laughter in the yelling ring
of the wind sphitting upon the rigging or sweeping into the iron
hard cavities of the diminished spaces of wan and spectral canvas.

I took all this in as 1 stood a minute in the companion hatch ;
then perceiving the tigure of a man to windward almost abreast of
me, | crossed to him. It was Finn.

‘Very ugly squall that, Mr. Monson,’ said he after peering at
me to make sure of my identity ; ‘it found us with tops’l and t’val-
lants’l set and took us slap aback. It was the most onexpected
thing that ever happened to me ; as onnatural as that there moou.
Talk of keeping a look-ont ! I was staring hard that way with the
*wind a pleasant air blowing oft t'other side and saw nothing ‘and
theard nothing until I felt it.’

%  ‘Youhad torun?’

‘ Ay, but not for long, sir.’
*  “How’s her head now, Captain Finn ¢’

‘Her proper course, Mr. Monson.’
o ‘ Well, the weather is brightening.
#on your ship, I suppose, presently !’
® Ay, but let that muck blow away first,” he answered, pointing
Wwith a shadowy arm into the mass of obscurity where the lizhtning
ptill winked fitfully. ‘ After such a blow-me-aback job as this |
SRin’t going to trust the weather till I can see more of it.’

[ lingered a little, watching the slow opening of the sky to
indward, and the gradual unfolding of the stars down the ve vet
eclivity, that looked as though purified by the cleansing of the
lack wet squall, and then bidding good-night to Finn, who seemed

M bit subdued by the wildly disconcerting attack of the weather,
“#hat to a sober, vigilant seaman was about as uncomfortable a snub
h its way as could be administered, I went below, intending to
'Walk straight to my berth and go to bed again. On entering the
gabin, however, I found the lamp turned up, and Wilfrid pacing
Bhe carpet with long strides and with an agitation of manuer that
as grotesquely deepened by the oceasional stagger of his gait by
*he plunging of the yacht and the hurried lift of his arm to clutch
e nearest thing at hand for support. 1 concluded that he had
en aroused by the commotion of the squall, but thonght it
¢

You’ll be making sail again
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strange he had not stepped| on Aleck to see how things were. On
seeing me he put his hand an the back of a fixed revolving chair,
or rather reeled, himself into it, then leaned his cheek
gxtreme moodiness, whilst he kept

[ /
) after a glance round in search of

and swung,
upen his hand in a posture «
his eyes bent downwards.

I took a seat opposite h
Miss Jennings, who, I thought, might also be up.

“ The noise above disturbed you, I suppose, Wilfrid 7’ said I.

‘T have not slept,’ he answered.

¢Not since half past nine ! You went to bed then, you know

and it's now two o’clock,” I exclaimed, looking at the dial unde:
the skylight.

‘I have not slept,” he repeated.

‘T wonder that the squall did not bring you on deck’

‘For what purpose!’ he exclainied gloomily. ‘I could hea
Finn’s voice ; 1 could follow what the men were doing. If every
squall we are likely to meet is to bring me from my bed, I may as
well order a hanimock to be slung for me on deck.’

* What is the matter, Wilirid !’ saxd I, earnestly and sooth-

¢ Something, 1 fear, has happened to vex and bother you.’

ingly.
|

He passed lis nand over his eyes, and looking down said,
have had a warning.’

‘A what !’ I exclaimed.

“Aswarning,” he answered, fetching a deep sigh and making as
if to rise, retaining, however, his posture of profound melancholy
whilst he sent a slow, wandering look around, tinally fastening his
eyes upon me.

‘ From whom came this warning, Wilfrid !’ said I cheerfully
‘Mu'tin? Egal, you'll be getting a warning from him soon, |
reckom. 1 found the chap on his knees just now, sweating witl
fe ur and praying Like clockwork. 1 gave him a kick, and 1 wonder
the liowl thit he rai-et did not bring you running out of your
cabin’ 1 jabbered this off in a reckless, laughing way, though I
watched him narrowly, too, all the time 1 was speaking.

* Nothing shall hiuder me, Crarles,” he exclaimed, closing his
richt tist and Ictting it lie in a menacing way upon the table. ‘I
have made up my nund to tear the creature who still remains my
wile from the side of the man she has left me for ; and before God’
—he rolled his eyes np and raised his clenched hand —‘ my vow 1s
this : that T will hunt them from port to port, through ocean after
occan, until 1 meet with them ! When that shall be I know not
bat this I do know—that my time will come and I can wait. Bu
I must be on the move. Noth ng could render life tolerable to m
now but the sense of action, the animation and hope of pursuit.’

‘But the warning I’ said 1.

“Oh, to be vexed by ghostly exhortations— it is enough to craz
one !’ he exclaimed. *‘Heaven knows, resolution grows weal
enough in me as it is to any thought of my little one that visits

me. Oh no,” he cried, with a sarcastic shake of the head and s
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singular smile, ¢ do not believe that thoughts of my baby girl

would cause me to falter even for one breathless instant 8n this

course that I have made up my mind to pursue. Butto think of the
helpless lamb as alone——

‘ My dear fellow,” I interrupted, ‘the child could not possibly bo
in tenderer hands.’

‘I know, | know,” he cried, with a sob in his voice, ‘ but she is
motherless, Charles ; and then how precarious is life at that age !
I may never see her again !’

He broke down at this and hid his face.

“Come, come,’ said I, *your nerves have been strained by the
incident of this afternoon, or, I shonld say of yesterday afternoon—
unduly, though intelligibly, excited by Puncheon’s report of having

assed the ‘*Shark.” Endeavour to get some rest, old fellow.

‘hese warnings, these visions, mysterious voices sounding out of
heaven knows where, midnight shapes as thin as moonshine—
Wilfrid, depend upon it, they all emanate from a disordered con-
dition of that part of the body which the Chinese have most wisely
selected as the true seat of the soul; I mean here,’ said 1, patting
my waistcoat.

He regarded me somewhat vacantly and sat awhile in silence,
sighed tremulously, and stepped to the foot of the companion
ladder, where he stood staring up into the arch of black night that

ifilled the companion entrance. Presently Finn rumbled out an
torder on deck. There was the flash of bright stars upon the
igleaming ebony of the cabin windows with every heave of the
“yacht ; the sea was moderating, and the loud humming of the
wind aloft gradually fining into a dull complaining noise. Ropes
dwere thrown down overhead ; voices bezan to sing out. I uttered
i loud yawn. Wilfrid turned and exclaimed, ‘Don’t let me keep
?ou up, Charles.’
& ‘It’s all right,” said I, ‘but why not go to bed, too? Or first
Mescribe this warning that you have had ; express the nature of it.
WPerhaps, like the proverbial onlooker who sees most of thy game, I
#might be able to help you with some reassuring suggestiod. ’
# But he merelyshook his head ; and n w, feeling quite intolerably
#leepy, and in no mood. therefore, as you will suppose, to rea ou
Swith a mind so oppressed as his with superstitious melancholy, [
lled a cheery good-night to him, went to my cabin, and was soon
t asleep.

4 I was awakened by the brilliant daylight that filled my berth,
#nd at once rose and sung ont to the steward to prepare me a bath.
M1l the time I bathed and dressed I was thinking of Wilfrid and of
hat he called his ‘warning.” I supposed it was some voicg that
e had heard, and he had made it plain that it had reférred,
ongst other things maybe, to his little infant. Now, though of
urse I had known for years that he was ‘touched,” as the ex-
ression goes, I had never understood that his craziness had risen
the height of hearing voices and beholding visions in his waking

G2
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hours ; and T was, therefore, forced to believe that his mind was far
more unh nged at present than his manners and speech, peculiar as
they unquestionably were at times, had indicated. Well, thought
I, assuredly if he gets worse, if the symptoms should grow more
defined, this chase will have to come to an end. 1, for one, should
most certainly call a halt.  Why, what could be fulle r of m.uhu 88
than his vow last night before me—to go on sailing from port
to port, and traversing ocean after ocean. until he has captured he:
ladyship ; as if @& pursuit on such lines as these were going to end
in anything better than driving all hands daft and converting th
dride” into a floating lunatic asylom ?  So far, it is true, I hav
found method enough to keep my mind tolerably easy ; but if poo
Wilfrid is going to become very much worse, hang me, thought
plying a pair of hair-brushes w th very agitated hands, if Captain
Finn don’t haul his wind for the handiest port and set me ashore

for one.

CHAPTER X.

I GO ALOFT.

IT was a fresh sweet ocean morning, one of the fairest I remember;
the wind, a tender fanning from the west, warm enough to make
one fancy an odour and balm of the tropics in it, leagues ahead as
those parallels yet lay. The sky was one broad surface of curls
and feathers of pearl-coloured vapour, an interweaving, as it wer
of many-shaped links of silken cloud shot with silver and amber
and gold from the early sun. I never beheld alovelier dome of sky,
8o tender in glory and rich delicate perfections of tints.  The
sea spread in a firm dark line to it like a blue tloor under =om
mighty roof of marble; the sun’s wake came in a misty stream o
light to the port bends of the yacht, where it was flashed by th
mirror-like wet blackness of the glossy side back deep into
brimming azure of the brine in a great puff of radiance that mad
one think of a cloud of brightly illuminated steam ascending fro:
the depths.

Everything was brilliant and clean and cheerful, the decks
the white sofiness of foam, brass sparkling, rigging flemish-coil
or festooned as by an artist’s hand upon the pins ; forward sto
the long cannon radiant as polished jet, a detail that gave an od
signiticance to the saucy knowing ‘spring,” as it is called, of th
yacht that way. The cocks and hens in the coops were strainiu
their throats and blending with their cheerful voices was a noise

pigs ; there was black smoke pouring away from the galley chimnes
ﬂ.nd now and again yougot a whiff of sonething good f))lng fort
men's breakfasts, for my cousin fed his sailors well. The ¢ Bride
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undulations were so long drawn and recular as to be scarce per-
ceptible in the motion of the veseel ; theie was air enough to crisp
the sea, and where the sun's light lay the tremble was blinding ;
on either bow was a curl of silver and pale eddyings alongside with
a line of oil-smouth water going away a tern from under the
counter ; yet we were but crecping, too, spite of the yacht being a
pile of white cloths-every stitch she owned abroad to her top-
galiant studdingsail. _

The mate had charge, and was stumping the weather side of
the quarterdeck in his sour way when I arrived.

¢ Good morning, Mr. Crimp.’

‘ Marning.” he answered.

‘Ugly squal) that last nizht.’

‘Ugly 1 ay’

The fellow gave the word sir to no man, restricting its use when
@shore to dogs as Finn once told me ; but lis surly tricks of speech
#ud manner were so wholly a part of him, so entirely natural, so
unconscionsly expressed, that it would have been as idle to resent

ghem as to have quarrelled wlh him for having an askew eye or
| g

}Jst one’s temper hecause his beard recembled rope yarns.

*Anything in sight 1’ I asked, looking round.
“Ay,” he answered.
“Wiere?’ 1 exclaimed, running my eye over the sea.
. ‘Up yonder,” he responded, indicating with a gesture of his
in the topgallaut-yard wlhere was perched the inevitable tigure of
ﬂlou\-unt man.
48 ‘ But where away, Mr. Crimp,—where away, sir 1’
4g ' On %he starboard bow,” he answered, ‘’tain’t long been
ﬂ‘htt d’
g Breakfast would not be ready for some time yet, and having
othing to do I thought I would make a journey aloft on my own
ount and take a view of the distant sail and of the spacious field
tthe glittering morning ocean from the altitude of the masthead.
Stepped below for a telescope of my own, a glass 1 had many a
e ogled the sea with when I was doing penance for past and
ure sins in African and West Indian waters.  Mutlin was at the
t of the companion steps holding a pair of Wilfrid’s hoots. He
t his eyes down and drew his figure in though there was abund-
of room for me to pass. A slow, obseyu.ous, apologetic smile
t twisting and curling down his lips ; his yellow 1ace had a bur-
glied look ; he was uncommonly clean-shaven, and his hair was
shed or plastered to the smoothuess of his skull.

i& ‘Got your courage back 7’ said I.

. ‘ Thank you, yes, sir,” he answered humbly with his eyes re-
ctfully cast down. ‘Richard’s himself again this morning, sir,
M the saying is. But it was a ’oriible time, sir.’

= ‘ You came near to making it so,’ said I,

Wilfrid yet 1’

 “Yes, sir.’

‘Have you been to
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‘ITow is he ¥’

¢ Asleep, sir,” he replied in a blandly confidential way.

¢Glad to hearit,” I exclaimed, ‘don’t disturb him. He passed
a bad nicht down to two or three o’clock this morning.” 1 was
going ; suddenly I stopped, ¢ DBy the way,’ said 1, rounding upon
the fellow, ‘how long have you been in Sir Wilfrid’s service 7’

My question appeared to penetrate him with a ('ulﬁsumin;_; desir
to be exact. He partially closed one eye, coked the other aloft
like a hen in the act of drinking, and then said with the air of on
happy in the power of speaking with accuracy, ‘It'll be fiv
wonths to the hour, sir, come height o’clock, Friday evening next

¢ During the time that you have been in his scrvice,” said |
carelessly, ‘have you ever heard him speak of hearing voices o
seeing vi-ions 1’

“Woices, no, sir,” he answered ; ¢ but wisions,” he added with &
gigh and lengtliening his yellow face 1nto an expression of dee)
concern, ‘has, 1 fear, eir, more’n once presented theirselves t
him.’

¢Of what nature, do you know ?’

¢Sir Wilfrid’s a little mysterious, sir,” he responded in a greas
tone of voice, and looking down as if he would have me under
stand that with all due respect he was my cousin’s valet and kney
his place.

I said no more, but made my way on deck with a suspicion |
me that the fetlow tad lied, though I hardly knew why I shoul
think so. I trudged forward, and finding three or four of the me
hanging about the galley I ‘pulled out five shillings and gave th
money to one of them, saying that I was going aloft and wished t
pay my footing, for I was in no tewmper to be chased and worried
This made me free of the rizging, into which I sprang and ha
soon shinned as high as the topgallant-yard, upon which I perch
myself so noiselessly that the man who overhung it on the oth
side of the mast and who was drowsily chewing upon a quid
tobacco with his eye screwed into Wilfrid’s lovely telescope, had 1
notion I was alongside of him. 1 coughed softly, for I had know
scamnen to lose their lives when up aloft by being suddenly startled
He put a whiskered face past the mast and stared at me as if 1 ve
Old Nick, out of the minutest pair of eyes I ever saw in the huma
head, mere gimlet-holes they seemed for the admission of light.

‘Thinking of your sweetheart, Jack !’ said I with a laug!
ignorant of his game but counting Jack to be a sure word.

‘Can’t rightk's

say what I was a-thgking of, sir,” he answere

hoarsely ; ‘’warn’t my sweetheart anypvays, seeing that the ou

gell I was ever really partial to sarved ‘me as her ledship sarve Wi

Sir Wilirid yonder,’
motion of his head.

¢ Cut stick, eh ?’ gaid 1.

¢ Wuss than that, sir,’ he answered. ¢ If she’d ha’ taken he bi

self off and stopped at that I dunno as I should Lave any occasii
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to grumble ; but she prigged the furniture that I'd laid in agin

way. i getting married. Ay, prigged it. The boiling amouunted to fourteen
n. He passed }_',pound tew, a bloomin’ lot o’ money for a poor seafaring man to be
m'mg.’ 1 was robbed of for the sake of a master chimney-sweep.” He cast aslow
rounding upon idisgusted look round and expectorated with an air of loathing.
, service ! ‘1 hope you got the master chimney-sweep locked up,’ said 1.
menin;_; (‘("i‘.l" s ‘No fear |’ cried he, talking very fast ; ‘smite me, your honour,
the other aloft #f that there gell didn’t tarn to and swear that that furniture was
| the air of on hers, bought out of her own savings, and that she guv me the
<11l be vt money to orderit with.,, Thinking o’ my sweetheart !” he grumbled,

; evening next lifting the telescope in an abstractgd manner to his eye, ‘if it
service,’ sald l worn’'t for women dummed if this ’t&v earth wouldn’t be worth
aring voices oI @living in.’

I smothered a laugh, and catching sight of the sail shining
he added with 4 faintly in the blue air, leagues and leagues distant as it seemed, 1
ression of devj pointed the glass and easily distinguished the royal, topgallant-sail
d theirselves t and a snatch of the topsail of a ship heading directly for us.

‘I wonder if she'll have any news 1’ said I.

. ‘Beg your pardon, sir,” exclaimed the man, ‘but could you
nded in a greast . g@ll me how long it’s reckoned in the cabin this here ramble’s
Lhave me undel gegoing to last }’

s valet and knes ‘ What was the nature of the voyage you signed for ?’

‘Why,” he replied, ‘a yachting cruise to Table Bay and home.’
th a anpiCi“lL b ¢ It’ll not exceed that, I believe,” I exclaimed.
tew why I shoul a8 ‘ And if we picks up that there ** Shark” and recovers the lady
r four of the mu afore we git to the Cape, shall we keep all on or shift our hellum
jgs and gave U fC‘Southzqnpt‘m again 1’
oft and wished t &' Captain Finn will be able to tell you more about it than 1,” I
ased and worried mptmllml in a tone that silenced him, though his tiny eyes looked
I sprang and ha s#birst for information as he regarded me aslant over one of his
1 which I perchi e whiskers. ) , '
ng it on the "1,1" .}n'vhmqllt, n'nm_w]nwh I 8111‘\'13\‘}-(1 the vast plain of sea, the
)g upon a quid ¢ ® t of whose loneliness seemed to find the one touch of ewphasis

7 telescope, had v it meeded to render its 1{1‘.54:.1(11110 realisable by human instincts in
" for 1 had know that remote tlaw nl..\lnp S canvas \\‘]nw]x‘ broke the continuity of the
‘suddcllly gtartlel boindless horizon filled me with a fnw'llllg of exhilaration 1 cannot
d at me as if 1 & 39.“: the sweet mild ocean breeze high on that slender yard
« gaw in the humat throuch :L_n'i t]n‘nughl me, and Ht_z,y fulxt.q most secret
mission of light. es was quickened by it into a very intoxication of life, new,
4 1 with a laug ardent ; the air hummed gently in a vibratory metallic note
sure word. 8 ugh 1t were some echo of a distant concert of harps and vio-
§. sir,” he answere ling; far down tle hull of the yacht, plentiful as was her beam in
-(:in\' that the o reality, lwnl\"u.l like a long slender plank 1'«»11’1‘“l«-<‘1A;|t, the bows, the
)hc{-—)lctlshll’ BATVE me-ss of the deck showing with a sort of radiance as though it
X with a sidews mt}nnYy sheeted with crystal upon which the shadows of th
c rig@ing, masts, and canvas lay dark and beautifully clear, with
ﬂ‘ swaying of them to the heave of the fabric, off polished and
bribant things such as the skylhiglit or the brass decorations, whern
of fire would leap forth to be veiled again in the violet

ghe’d ha’ taken hel
1d have any occas
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gloom of the recurrent shade.
hand the cutwater looked like frosted silver ; my eye went to i

airy confines of the ocean spreading out into a delicate haze of s

azure light where it washed the marble of that magnificent morny
firmament, and then it was that, sharper than ever [ had bef
felt it, there rose the perception in me of the incalculable (
against our sighting the yacht we were in pursuit of, so measur
did the ocean distance appear when with the gaze going from
‘Bride’s’ masthead I thought of the distance that made the visi
and compassable sphere, big as it was, as little as a star compu
with the heavenly desert it floats in.

When I looked down again I observed Miss Jennings watc!
me from the gangway with her hand shading her eyes. I r:
my hat and she bowed, and being wistful of her company 1|
my friend Jack keep his eyes polished, as the piece that was .
to the mast would help to lessen the loss that his sweetheart
occasioned him. and descended, hearing him rumbling in his giz
as I got off the foot rope, though what he said I did not catch

¢ What is there to be seen, Mr. Monson ? 7 was Miss Jenn
first question, with a delicate fire of timorous expectation in

eyes.
*Only a ship,” said 1.
‘ Not—not—’

“No ! not the ‘“ Shark ” yet,” I exclaimed smiling.

‘I am stupid to feel so nervous. I daresay I am as passions
anxious as Wilfrid to see my sister in this vessel safe—and s
rated from—from’—she faltered and quickly added, bringing
hands together and locking them, ‘but I dread the mome
arrive when the ‘“Shark ” will be reyorted in +ight.’

¢
*Well, if we are to pick up that craft,” said I, ¢ we shall ﬁn*
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and then there’ll be an end on’t. But I give you my word, ! X1 his provok )
: : e

Jennings, the ocean looks a mighty big place from that hit & music t t‘it

stick up there.’ o & and pregen,

o . : g sen

* Too big for this chase 7’ 80CIeby, soe 1) s

=] m ’ e maestro’;

“Too big I fear to give Wilfrid the chance he wants.’

She sent a bright glance at the topgallant yard and said,
not that great height make you feel dizzy 1’

¢ Ay, as wine does. There is an intoxication as of ether
air up there. Oh, Miss Jennings, if I could only manay;
you on to that yard-—see how near to heavenit is! You wou
be able not only to say that you looked like an angel, but th
felt like one.’

She laughed prettily and turned as if to invite me to 2
After a bit I spoke of the squall last night. It had not dis
her. Then I told her of Wilfrid's melancholy perturbat A
which her face grew grave and her air thoughtful. h

‘He did not tell you the nature of the warning !’

.l\,‘(i

‘No.

It evidently had reference to his baby. I
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foam on eithe  ascertain whether it was a voice or a vision .t}llll.lgh I really don't
eve went to ! kpow why ; for an hallucination is an hallucination all the wu‘rhi
‘cate haze of st @mwer, and it signifies little whether it be a sheeted vss:‘nco to affect
ficent morn fhie oye or a string of airy syllables to affricht the ear. o
g “‘ had befa ‘I am sorry, 1 am sorry,’ she exclaimed anxiously ; ‘it is a bad
Ao 1c {L\;l‘ O symptom, I fear. Yet it ought not to surprise one. The shock
et L,L::m\xl\l was terrible—so recent too !' Scarcely a fortnight ago he felt safe
”f . o from . @amd happy in his wife’s love and faith——’
t L;';(ll“\. the visi ‘Maybe,” I interrupted, ‘but I wouldn’t be too sure though.
me )

gtar compil When I list met hun—1I mean somewhile before he came to ask me
b to Join him in this trip-—his manner was very clonded, I thought,

o og watcl:  wilen he spoke of his wife. I fancy even then suspicion was some-
leppine [ rae  thipg more than a seed. But still; as you say, it is all desperately
o 1 recent, and it certainly is a sort of business to play havoc with
er Cmnl(m\l:)iq i such a mind as his. Did you ever hear of his having warnings or
‘\L‘: :];f:‘(u;(.m‘ ing visions before !

1
mhntrm ln*“‘\ ¥ Never.

t catcl ‘I asked his valet that question Jlm now, and he told me he
[ did no Jenn ot know that his master heard ‘‘ woices,” but he believed he
was Miss o in. waltroubled with ‘“ wisions,” as he called them.’
expectation I Wilfrid has been very secret then. My sister spoke much to
mq»f the oddness of his character, made more of it indeed than
evel I could witness,—but then one understands why, now,’ she
exgimwl with an angry toss of her head. *But she never once
smiling. oy hinged at his sufiering from delusions of the kind you name. How
rTamas p“q‘li ¢ 8 his man know then? Wilfrid is not a person to be so very
Sf“‘l safe ‘“Itl, . confidential as all that with his servant. I never liked Muttin, and
added, bring! - B ve he is a story-teller.’
read (hc ot do I, said I, “and a coward to boot,” and I told her of my
+ight.” fi him on his kneds, and how I had prostrated him with a
id 1, ¢ we shal kl This ]’I'H\ukwl one of her cordial, sweet, clearing laughs.
e you my ““M. a music to fit to gayer thoughts than we had been dis-
e from that | g, and ]»r«-mntlv we were chatting lightly about dress,
socux‘, some maestro’s new opera and other light topics very much
more suitable for a yacht's quarter-deck uml( r such a morning
heagn as was then shining upon us, than the raven, owl, and bat-
li bjects of ghosts, warnings, visions, and insanity.
breakfast bell rang ; Muﬂm arrived with a soap-varnished
d a humble bow, dll(l in greasy accents delivered his master’s
ents to us and, please, we were not to wait breakfast for
hmy.,’v“But when we were half through the meal Wilfrid came from
1s cabin and seated himself. He looked worn and worried ; his
Bsion was that of a man who has succeeded in calming him-
ter a secret bitter mental conflict, but whose countenance
pars the traces of his struggle. l{(‘ called for a cup of tea,
L with a slice of dry toast funuul his breakfast. Now and
# saw him glancing wistfully at Miss Jennings, but his eyes
her when she looked at him as though he feared the de-
of some wish or thonght in the manner of his watching her.
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o
He inqured languidly about the weather, the sail the yacht was

under, and the like.

‘There’ll be a ship in sight over the bow,’ said I, ‘ by the time
we are ready to go on deck.’

‘Ha !’ he exclanmed, instantly briskening ;
Were it to come to twenty vessels a day passing us we should ha
But it is the wind’s capriciousness that makes the fret
Here are we creeping along

‘we must speak he

|
1

them all.
ting part of an excursion of this kind.
as though in tow of one of our boats, whilst where the *“ Shark 7 15
there may be half a gale driving her through it a8’ fast as a whale'’s
first rush to the stab of a harpoon.’

‘Heels were given to us in the small hours of this mornn
though,” said I. “We covered more space of sea in five minutes
than I should like to swim if I had a month to do it in.’

“ Oh, but she was off her course,” exclaimed Wilfrid.

“Only to the first of the squall,” T exclaimed ; * when I went o
deck she was lying fair up again and crushing through it with ti
obstinacy of a liner.’

He glanced at me absently as though he barely attended to
vords, and then looked round him, as I supposed, to obcerv
Muftin and the stewards were out of hearing. He lay back 1|
chair, eyeing Miss Jennings for a little with a thoughtful re;
that was made pathetic by the marks of care and grief in
face.
¢ Laura,” he said, ‘I am worrying about baby.’

‘Why, Wilfrid 1’ she answered gently.
¢Oh, it may be a mere instinctive anxiety, some secret n
well founded but quite inexplicable and therefore to

giving,
who knows not yet the subtlet

sneered at by friend Charles here
of a flesh-and-blood tie —as mere sentiment.’

¢ But why allow a fancy to worry you, Wilfrid ?’ said I.

‘I fear it is no fancy,” he answered quickly.

‘I told Miss Jennings,” said I, ‘ that you have been vexeds
upset by what you interpreted into a warning.

¢ Did it particularly refer to baby !’ she asked.

¢ Wholly,” he responded gloomily.
‘ But confound 1t all, Wilfrid,” cried T somewhat impatien
‘won’t you put this miserable vision into words !  What forn
it take? A warning! If you choose to view things asquint t!
fall of warnings. Consider the superstitions which flourish
signs of luck and of ill-luck ; the meaning of the stumble o
threshold, the capsized salt-cellar, and the rest of the inventio
the wicked 61d hags who ride a cock-horse on broomsticks. !
[ cried, talking vehemently with the idea of breaking throu
thickness upon his mind, though it was no better than elbow:
fog, ‘I protest, Wilfrid, I would rather swing at your lower:
arm and be cut down after a reasonable time to plomb the
peace of the green silence beneath our keel, than live in a tor
of apprehension of shadows, and convert life into a huge mu
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poultice to adjust to my quivering anatomy staggering onwards to
the grave !’
He surveyed Mg with a lack-lustre eye whilst he listened.

“Might not thi® warning as you call it, Wilfrid,” said Miss

e yacht was

( by the time

k her Jennings, ‘have been sowe brief, vivid dream, the impression of
18t H\n‘il : - ; !
) 1d hail which was keen enouch, when you awole, to make you 1magine
e ghoul ! y v =]

es the frt you had viewed what had appeared with open eyes |

ak o alon *No !’ he answered emphatically, * what 1 saw I saw as I see
L‘lu\'f”n‘k " i y“”"

o ‘¢ Shar : o . , ST :

10 : I'hen 1t wasn't a voice [ exclanned.

aq a whal : ; b :
w8t a8 ¢ No matter,” he said, *God’s eye 1s upon the innocent. Surely

he will protect my little one,  Still - still—" he seemed to struggle

1s MOTNI- ;
f this with some thouchit and paused

Jve nuie

m ‘, [ made up my mind to attempt a bold stroke. ¢ Wilf,” said I,
L 1n. ‘your child must be dearer to you than your wife.  Since you are
frid. t ol mneasy about the bairn why not altandon a pursuit which, I give

when 1 wen

) 1 you my word, scems to me about as dimless as a chase after the
t with :
.v\\ v
oug

ﬂ)’in': shadow of a cloud, and shift your helm for home, where you
will be able to have the child by your side and where there will be
no need for \\é“'l]ill’f\' relating to her to worry you 3:?

A dangerous hght came into his eyes ; his strangely cut nostrils
enlarged and trembled ; half a dozen dark moods went like ripples

‘ il“\‘l\\\ﬁ‘\\ ton
»d. to observt
ed, ]
o lay back !

hn\\gh(f\l\ T of shadow over his tace. I recarded him stea lfastly, but 1 will
and gr\t‘f n own not without a good deal of an<icty, for his bearing at this
moment had more of the madman in 1t than I had ever before wit

K n@ssed. He breathed deep several t s before speaking.
ok ¢ You are richt,” he said : ‘my child is dearer to me than my
gome $ecrs to wile, but my honour stands first of all. For God’s sake do not
d t\n‘l"““""\ et eraze me with such sugeestions.  Look at me !’ he cried, extending
t yet the subt’ his arms, ‘gripped here,’ clasping his left hand, ¢ by my child that

] i its sweet innocence would withhold me from this pursuit ; and
1d1’ said 1. dﬁggul here,” and here he clenched his right hand with a menacing
shake of it, ‘by a sense of duty that must have its way though it

. yx ed d
ave been V¢ should cone to my never setting eyes on my baby again. Charles’
—his voice sank—‘at your hands I should have expected some- '
ed. thing better than such advice as this. If you are weary of the

ag(',
£ No, no,” I interrupted.

3 . \.'
mewhat impatit
Why torment me then,’ he shouted, ¢ by representiny this pur-

ds ! What forn

L - 1! . .
hings nsqm”“ : as idle as a chase of shadows ! Isit so? Great heaven, man '
, which 1\0\““ b yourself read out the entry in Captain Puncheon’s log-book.’
£ the gtumble . # Well, well, Wilfrid,” said T soothinely, ‘I am very sorry to

st of the “_n\'ml“\\ m'mi(l anything to annoy you. The fact is I am too prosaic in

‘ \n.(m\l\.\‘t,leH" ‘ 1lews of things to be as helpful as I should like to be in a quest

breaking \\”““j\ 18 sort.  Come, shall we go on deck now and see if that chap

setter than © :‘.It y\ h I sighted from the topzallant yard has hove into view yet 7’ =
ng at your 1\“\‘(‘“‘ e poor fellow rose slowly from his chair, straightening up

me to plom® o gure till he looked twice as tall again as he was. His anger
th::z“\:c;‘:;t n‘."" eft him.

o1 ‘
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“Oh for the privilege,” he exclaimed,
but a single glimpse of the future! Would to heaven
born a saint with a glory round my head, for by that light only 1s
it possible to interpret the hieroglyphs in which the page of life 13
printed.’

¢Miss Jennings,’ said I, ¢ your sunny hair comes so near to this
sort of nimbus my cousin desires, that I am sure if you would cast
your eyes upon the mystical page that puzzles him you could read it
aloud to us both by the light of those golden tresses.’

¢ Charles,” exclaimed Wilfrid shortly, ¢ yon are for making fun
of everything,” and he stalked to his cabin, but aenly to fetch his

pipe, as I afterwards found.
I could not discover, however, that Miss Jennings wholly agreed

in Wilfrid’s notion of my ridiculing propensity.

CHAPTER XI.

THE PORTUGUESE BRIG.
RicHT over the bows on either hand the sky had cleared since the
early: morning ; the fairy drapery of linked, prismatic, shell-like
cloud had lifted, leaving the sea-line a dark blue sweep of water
against the delicate effulgence of the heavens, and like a star climb
ing above that mgqst exquisite horizon shone the gail that was
approaching us, still distant a fair eight miles, but already distinctly
visible from the low altitude of the ‘Bride’s’ quarter-deck. Sir
Wilfrid, leaning over the side, sent a long, yearning look at her,

then with a glance at the man on the topgallant-yard he walke
over to Finn, who had relieved the mate at cight bells, and con-
versed with him. I got a chair for Miss Jennings, fetched he
novel—the end of the tirst volumme of which seemed still as far oft
and a rug for her feet, and having maud

the (‘;ll»(‘ of Good “u}w
her comfortable I loaded a pipe and squatted myself on deck und

the lee of the mainmast.
f(»l‘ UIHH:‘

I was not perhaps in the very sweetest of tempers
what 1 had said below might have becn a bit provoking, Wilfi
had turned upon me for it a little too hotly methought. This e

pedition, to be sure, had a special interest for him, as it had .
special interest for Miss Jennings ; but so far as I was concerned i

was a mere syppathetic undertaking. My cousin, to be sure, v
“wanting’; buk thdt consideration wag not going to render ar
indignation T might unwarily provoke in him the more endurabl

My quarrel, however, just then lay with myself.

to consider that I had joined Wilfrid in this cruise too hurriedl

that had 1 insisted upon more time for reflection I should ha

declined the adventure for the very good reason that I was unal
it. The ocea

be of the least use to him in

to see how I could

I was begimning
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le to catch , makes people selfish ; its monotony presses upon and contracts the
I had becn / mind as its visible girdle circumscribes the sight. Thought is forced

light only 13 —= inwards, and the intellect devours itself as the monkey eats its.tail.
we of life1s I was already pining somewhat for the diversions of the shora.
) Had I been sensible of any limit to the daily and nightly routine of

, near to this eating, sleeping, kecping a look-out and discussing probabilities, my
u would cast humour micht have ligchtened somewhat; but on what date was
could read 1t this voyaze to end? W here was this white fabric that was floating
in beauty over the quiet waters going to carry me? Heavy clouds

< making fun of smoke floated from my lips when [ thought that for months and
. to fetch his months I might be sundered from wy club, from the opera, of
which I was a very great lover, from the engaging recreation of

wholly agreed vbilliards, from the quarter of a hundred of pleasures with which

the idle man of means loads the blunderbuss of life to shoot at and
kill the flying hours as'they pass.
Poor Wiltrid, thouch ! I thoucht with a sich ; and an emotion
Wof pity rosé in me as a rebuke when I glanced at his long, awkward
figure, thought of the bitter heart-ache that left him only when he
slept, of his love for his little one, of the dreadful grief and dis-
thonour thati had come to hin, of this apparently aimless pursuit
pon the bowndless surface of the ocean of a faithless woman, with

ared 8Ince the ghe subtle distressing quality of madness in all he did, in all he
\atic, shell-like $houcht, te'make his conduct a sadder thine than can be described.
.weep of water I peeped round the mast for a short view of Miss Jennings.
<e a star climb Bhe secmed tb have lichted on a chapter in the novel that was

gail that was #tercsting. Under the dgoop of her long lashes her half-closed
n':u\)' distinctly violet eyes showed with a drowsy gleayn ; her protile had the delicacy
rter-deck. NIT of a cameo, clearand tender, against the soft grey of the bulwarks
o look at her, past her. Deuced odd, thought I, that I should find her prettiness
\’:U‘d he walked 80 fascinating ; as ﬂ[«vlr‘,[_!l‘ forsooth, she was the first sweet girl I
“bells, and con- Bad ever seen! I filled another pipe and sat awhile pufling slowly,

ol fetched her With these lines of haunting beguty running in my head :

s ar off as
i1l as far of ;
,still as f . Have you seen but a bright lily grow,

nd having 1 “r Before rude hands have touched it ?
1f on deck undel Have you marked but the fall of the snow
3efore the soil hath smutch’d it ?

s for thoug ’ Have you felt the wool of the beaver ?
per: L Wilfn Or swan’s down ever ?
l‘u\‘k'\\‘*‘rﬂv LA - Or have smelt o’ the bud o the briar ?
lu\lgh(. l his “‘ b Or the nard in the fire ?
him, as 1t h‘“t X ()I'll.(\l‘»f.!\"d”ll baye of the bee ?

was concerncd e O 8o white! O so soft! O so aweet is she !

y gure, W ¢ .

1, t(;“mron“” at % The poet is also the prophet ; and maybe, thoucht I, when old
ng re endurd Ben Jonson planned this fairy temple of words, he had his eye on

no v

; “ vas begmnind #0me such another littie delicate goddess as that yvonder
\v-l § oS ' p R ~ .
rriedly @ But there was to happen presently someching of a kind to send

o u 4 5
11se {“;’h‘(\ Ul sentinent tlying.
on 1 8ho |

that 1 was unabl o Bit by bit the cloud-mailed sky had drawn away down into the
\at as )

2. The ocenr - Ethwerd, until far past our mastheads that way it was clear blue
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breaking into a huge roar of laughter, with a slap on his knee. He
had been eyeng the approach of the boat with a sort of high, lifting
stare—head thrown back, nostrils round and quivering like an im
patient horse’s.

“The desire of the moth for the star !’ said I to Miss Jennings.
¢ But the sinile won’t hold ; yvonder red nightcap spoils the faucy
of the moth.’

¢Shall we receive them
Finn.

¢ Certainly,” responded Wilfrid, with another short shout of

aboard, sir?’ exclaimed Captam

l;m;h'vr.

“Unship that there gangway,” sung out Finn; *the steps ovel
the side, one of ye.’

The two strange creatures pulled with amazing contortions
Small wonder that the heap of child-like disposition that pretty wel
made up the substance of Wilfrid's manhood, should have bco
stirred into extravagant merriment by the wild movements of tl
two fellows’ bodies, the windmill like ourishings of their oars, t
flopping and flapping of the red cap, the 1ncessant straining w
twistthg of the chocolate faces over the shoulder to see how th
were heading, the shrill exclamations that sounded from the insta
the fellows were within ear-shot and that never ceased until the
had floundered and splashed alongside.

I never beheld two more hideous men. Their skins were b
grimmed with dirt, and their colour came near to the complex
of the negro with sun and weather and neglect of soap ; the han
the seaman that wore the dirty red nightcap fell in snake-like
upon his back and shoulders, black as tar and shining as grea
He wore thick gold hoops in his ears and a faded blue sash rou
his waist ; his feet were naked, and for the like of them it wo
be neceasary to hunt the forests of Brazil. The other man wa
slouched felt hat, a pair of grey trousers jammed into half Welln.
ton boots, a jacket confined by a button at the neck, the sl
thrown over his back, whilst his dark arms, naked to the elb
were hairy as a baboon’s, with a glimpse to be canght of a1
intricate network of gunlm\hlrr{nn«! Indian ink devices covi
the flesh to the very finger-nails. This creature had a very h
moustache, backed by a pair of fierce whiskers, with flas
though blood-shot cyes, like a blot of ink upon a slice of orau
peel.

We were in a group at the gangway when they came sputter
alongside, flinging down their oars and walloping about in
wildest conceivable scramble as they made fast the pamter
clawed their way up ; and the instant they were on our deck!t
both let fly at us in a torrent of words, not attempting t
tinguish amongst us, but both of them addressing firdt one and:
another, all with such mad 1mpetuosity of speech, such smitu
their bosoms, such snapping of their fingers and convulsive |
dishing of their fists, that the irrecognisable tongue in which!
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is knee. He delivered themselves was rendered the most hopelessly confofind-
high, lifting ing language that ever bewildered the ear. It was quite impossible
5 like an 1 to gather what they desired to state. First they would point to
: ' our ensign, then to their brig, then to the long gun upon gur fore
lgs Jennings. castle, meanwhile talking with indescribable rapidity.  Fimn tried
oils the fancy to check them; he bawled, * Stop ! stop!  You no speakée Eng
lish ! but they only stared and let drive again the moment he
med Captain ended his question. J
“There's no good in all this’ said Wilfrid, ¢ we must find out
ghort shout ! what they want. What the deuce is their language, Charles, d’ye
know (’
¢ the steps OV * A sort of Porturuese, 1 imagine,’ said I, ¢ but a mighty cor
rupt specimen of that tongue, 1 should think.’
ne cuni”l‘“““‘ ‘T will try them in French,” said »]u-, and approaching the fel
that pretty we! low in the red nightcap he bawled in Krench, with an exceilent
ould have bev faccent, ‘What is wrong with your ship? What can we do fo
ovements of tl "‘ you t
of their 0ars, b Both men shook their heads and broke out together afresh. It
nt straining ¥ was amazing that they should go on jabbering as though we per
to see how th Wfectly understood them when one glance at our faces should have
{ from the st ey '-/-‘a.ssurwl them that they might as well have.adgdressed the deck on
cased until the) Swhich they smml. . o _
’ # ‘Try’em in Latin, Wilf,” cried L. ) )
eir skins were t E He addressed a few words to them in that tonfue, but his Eng
to the compley -:luh accent extinguished the hint or two they might have found in
f soap; the han ‘the words he employed had he pronounced them in South European
in snake Lhke ¢ $ashion, and after -,:l;n‘lng at hhm a moment \_Vlth a deaf face the
hining as gred M~'Cil[>]>\'1l man stormed forth agam into a passion of speech accom
lll«\ blue sash 1ot panied by the most incredible gesticulations, pointing to his brig,
_of them it WO ‘0 our flag, to the cannon as before, winding up in the delirium of
©90 her man wol "IB emotion ]'.\' Hinging his cap down on deck and tp;u'i“'_’r;; handful
< (“t\t\x:l\f Wel ‘hmr out of his head. ‘
d :‘-k the sl W QOur crew were all on deck and had come shouldering one another
. m\L(«‘» the elb ‘t as far as they durst, where they stood looking on, a grinning,
;‘A‘k:.‘-“l/ﬂht of a1 Mearkening, hewhiskered huddle of faces. 1 thought it just possible
e cang J

. Jevices CovUl #bat one of them might understand the lingo of our grimy and
ik 1‘ -‘d o very I ‘WBtonishing visitors, and suggested as much to Captain Finn. He
\“"\”:: with ﬂ 18 ﬁ;i“:)’“{t"‘ ‘Do any one of you men follow what these chaps are

1ce Ol J 5
pon & glice of 8 A fellow responded, ‘It’s Portugee, sir. I can swear to that,
,v came sput!’ fMouch I can’t talk in it.’
they ca ‘% & ‘Try them in Italian, Laura,” said Wilfrid.

o+ about 1l p & .
t\f‘“\;”‘([w painte! ,"J? 8he coloured, and in a very pretty accent that floated to the
a8 ) t

ur dedt ]‘lk(‘. thu suvft sounds of a tlute after the hoarse, hideous, and
were OR} g | 3 ling gibberish of the two Dagos, as I judged them, she asked
wt “H.“‘_;\{vm‘i” 1t ‘3 they were Portuguese. The eyes of the fellow in the slouched
gsing hrét ¢ 1. "Bt flashed to a great grin that disclosed a very cavern of a mouth

guch snt!
C“n\v““\l\“

1\&'1\'

apu'ch,
g and ' v
le tongue 10 ¥

er his moustache widening to his whiskers, and he nodded vio-
tly. She asked again in Italian what they required, but this fell
i i
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dead. They did not understand her, but possibly imagining that
she could comprehend them they both addressed her at once, rais-
ing a most irritating clattering with their tongues. v

“ It looks to me,” said Finn, ‘as if it was a case o’ mutiny,
Don’t see what else can sinnify their constant pointing to that there
gun and our Hag and then their brig.’

I sent a look at the vesscl as he spoke, and took notice now of
a number of heads along the line of the main-deck rail, watching
us in a sort of ducking way, by which I mean to convey a kind «f
coming and going of those dusky nobs which suggested a very
furtive and askant look-out. She was not above a quarter of a
off ; the wheel showed plain and the man at it kept his face upa
us continuously, whilst his posture, Liliputianised as he was, Iy
trayed extraordmary impatience and anxiety. The craft lay abacl
the light wind hollowing her sails in-board and her ugly besmear
hull rolling in a manner that I suppose was rendered nauseous f
the eye by her colour, her form, her frowsy, ill-cut canvas and L
sheathing of sickly hue, foul with slimy weed and squalid attir
repulsive sea-growth upon the long and tender lifting and falling
the sparkling blue. There were some white letters under he

yunter, but though I took a swift peep at them through Fin
elescope the shadow there and the long slant of the name towa
he sternpost rendered the words indecipherable.  The glass show
such heads along the rail as I could tix to be strictly in kecp
with the filth and neglect you saw in the brig and with the apy:
ance of the two men aboard of the schooner.  Most of them mig
have passed for negroes. There were indications of extreme agi
tion amongst them, visible 1 a sort of fretful litting, a const:
looking up and around and abaft in the direction of the man at
“‘h(ﬁ('l.

I thought I would try my hand with the red-capped worthy,
striding up to him I sung out ‘ Capitano ?’

He nodded, striking himself,and then, pointing to his compiu
spoke sone word, but I did not understand him. By this ti
crew had come shoving one another a little further aft so that
now made a fair crowd all alhiout the gangway ; every man’s al
tion was fixed upon the two Portuguese. It was so odd an ey
ence that it created a sort f licence for the crew, and Fin
gatistied to look on whilst trst one and then another of om
addressed the two fellows, strivinz to coax some meaning

them by addressing them i * pigeon’ and other forms of Eu

according to that odd supersiition current amongst seaman t! P

lasrguage is most intelligible to foreigners when spoken in a n

the least intellivible to ourselves. +
We of the quarterdeck were beginning to grow weary of

The hope of being able to pick up news of the  Shark’ ]

out of Wilfrid’s mind long ago ; the humour, moreover, of t

creatures’ appearance and apparel was now stale to him, w

folded arms he stood apart watching their gesticulations and
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ing to their jargon—in which it seemed to me they were telling the

" same story over and over and over again—with a tired air and a

s gloomy brow. I drew Finn apart.

¢ What is the matter with them, think you !’

‘I dorn’t doubt it’s a mutiny, sir.’

‘It looks like it certainly. But how can we help them %’

“We can’t help them, sir. The best thing we can do, I think,
is to order ’em off. You can see, Mr. Monson, his honour’s grow-
ing sick of the noise.’

I started suddenly.

“ Why, Finn, look!” I cried, ‘see! they have trimmed sail on
the brig and she is under way !’

It was indeed as 1 had said. Unobserved by us, the people of
the vessel had squared the mainyards and flattened in the head-
gheets, and there she was away to windward, pushing slowly throu_h
it with a brassy wrinkling of water at her stem, her crew running
about her as active as ants, whilst I noticed in the difference of
:'*)st‘umc that a new man had replaced the fellow who was at the
wheel.

¢ Mind,’ I shouted, ‘or by Jupiter they’ll run away with the
#hip and leave this brace of beauties on our hands.’
& A single glance enabled Finn to see how it was.
rang upon the red-capped man, cgught him by the collar, twisted

head round in the direction uf“%‘]}w brig, whilst he yelled in his
, ‘Lookee ! lookee ! your ship g&*! your ship go ; jumpee, jum-

or you loosee ship !’ It wagmnot likely that the grimy creature
&uld have met with a ghost of a hint of the truth in the ‘lookees’
and ‘ jumpees’ of friend Finn, but his nose having being slewed
in‘th(* right direction he mmstantly saw for himself. He broke out
i a long ringing howl which 1 took to be some tremendous sea
Q‘ltse in the Portuguese language, and calling his companion’s
rl]ti(,]l to the brig by striking him with his clenched fist between

shoulders and then indicating the vessel with both arms out

tched in a melodramatic posture that made one think of
aniello, he uttered another wild roar that was no doubt a fur-
r example of Portuguese bad language, and went in a sprawl to
gangway, followed by his comrade. In a trice they were over
side and in the boat, and pulling furiously in the direction of
brig. v
¢ ‘ Better trim sail, Captain Finn, so as to lie up for that vessel)’
laimed Wilfrid. ¢ We must see those men aboard and the little
a played out, though ’tis vexatiously delaying.’
BRIt was now blowing a very light air of wind, yet there was
glight enough in it to hold steady the canvas of the Portuguese
even to the lifting of her foresail, lumpish as those cloths were
jde by the boom that spread the clews, and one saw by the wake
her that slie was stirring through it at a pace to render the pur-
t of the boat long and possibly hopeless, if the crew refused to
k their yards for the two fellows

In a breath he

"

The boat was a fat, tub-like
H 2
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fabric, apparently heavy for her size, and the rowers pulled wit}
such alternate heat and passion, that though they made the watq
buzz and foam about the bows, their motion was as erratic—fir-tt a black flag .
richt, then to left, then a spasmodic heave round as though th d, whilst )H“ﬂbf'”\‘i
.. meant to return to us—as the course of a fly clinbing a pau 2 Why , M’“‘_} ‘[}‘ oV
glass. The whole picture was thrown out strong and clear by & Why, my d‘ b ‘ffl“

background of sparkling azure water melting into a sort of ti es may take ear )

bling faintness off the horizon to above the height of the i, ZE(,{ a black ],‘”"’ tor
masts against the sky, which trom there ran up in a tint of dec Noble ! l'mm"l“'“‘“"
ing blue till it whitened out into glory round about the sun. , Finn fri"h(r .
boat rose and fell upon the long ocean heave, splashed wildly fi: Bone uf th(:n -(r“]
wards by the two rowers, who again and again would turn the & y pointing t(d ]Q
mahogany-coloured faces over their shoulders to yell to the wi Britann . Mu‘j{lry: “'
The brig’s crew stood in a crowd aft watchi. medRs if we czm. l:u:x“
g, lounging postu: Willde, Finp ¢ get it ‘(]

e skipper walke

, & black cashme
1al, We held 1t
hc very thing,’
Ing genuine jy,
bony of a geg trip
8d from the mari
eady to breuk w)
anwhile ] was
e i | | | | ‘ gH0es not love firj,
‘I say, Wilfrid,” cried I, ‘it doe§n’t seem as if those chi OFUER Miss Jennin,,
meant to let that boat approach them.’ i | o ]i
s?&e?aed that sudden
8lde of ¢, «.:I;u:cinu\

¢ What's to be done !’ he exclaimed.
I looked at Finn. ¢If they don’t pick those two fellows .
tion from the

said I, ‘we shall have to do so, that’s cocksure. But they lel

«_‘Shc immediately
& ‘I think 4 blank g}

*»

drawing vessel.
most of them, as the glass disclosed, in a loafin )
their bare arms folded or their hands sunk in their brecch
pockets, whilst one or another occasionally pointed at us or i Wi
boat with a theatrical attitude of leaning back as he did so t! :
made one fancy one could hear the laughter or the curses wl
attended these gestures. On high rustily glittered the amaziny

weathercock or dog-vane of the raint in his boat, from which w

leap with pendulum regularity a dull flame sunwards, timing a

kind of fire which flashed wet from the dirty yellow and sid
green of the hull, as her side rolled streaming to the noon-

kind of beauties whose room is better than their company, I t th ack ball at the
as the crew would find out when we approached the equinuy, »_but almost jp
betwixt us an

© With our cuty
)lc two rower:
BPd every minyte
W, dead hc;ntcn, I
A  ready forward
~ Bigal wher, to t

€ sung out t}
and thinpeq

waters.’ in &
¢ Ay, sir,” cried Finn, ‘it would never do to have the lil n g
them aboard, your honour,” addressing Sir Wilfrid. “No, no.~

brig must pick ’em up. Dang their cruel hearts ! I never s

scurvier trick played at sea in all my days.’ :
‘But what’s to be done?’ cried Wilfrid impatiently and irrit;

¢ Could one of our boats overhaul the brig and put the two f -

aboard her?’
Finn shook his head. lig
{ ‘See here, Wilf,” said I : ‘suppose we let slip a blank s
her out of that eighteen-pounder yonder ! The dirty herd of s
bankers may take us to be a man of war. And another idca
of this !’ cried I, bursting into a laugh’ ¢ Is there anythinyg
aboard that we can fly at the masthead ? 1t should prove a wi
of our honesty that must puzzle them gloriously.’
‘ Would a black shawl do, Mr. Monson ?’ said Miss Jen

¢ The very thing,’ said I, “if it’s big enough.’

8 !” bawled W
e Was a glanc
b through the
 blind with whj
the ¢ Bride,’

1, and the blac
‘er a piratic 8yn
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ers pulled with £ 8he immediately went below. _ ‘ N ‘
made the wate . ‘I think a blank shot’s a first-class idea,” exclaimed Finn,  but
erratic—firstt a black flag— and he cocked his eye dubiously at the mast-
| as though the d, '\\‘hllsl his face visibly lcn‘f;t,hu_ncd. o
obing & pan ®‘ Why a black flag, Charles ! gru-(l‘\\lltru!.

i 1 Jear by t * Why, my dear Wilf,——the pirate’s bunting, you know. The
Mf( in't‘ of tre fles niny take us for a picaroon—no telling the persuasive influ-
:V{:t S“f the M m of a black banner upou the nerves of such gentry.’

g

* Noble ! noble !’ shouted Wilfrid, slapping his leg : *frighten
I, Finn, frighten them. Why, man, they can’t be all fools,

some of them at least will very well know that that ensign up
b

“a tint of decpr
ut the sun. \
\"Hh‘idl \:‘1}‘\‘1‘}):: ,) pointing to the comumercial flag at our peak, ‘is not her
w(‘"‘l”(t“ the wit pnnic Majesty’s red cross. But a black flag—oh, yes, by all
' )(1 aft watch means if we can but muster such a thing. And get that gun loaded,
oy v postur Wilk®e, Finn ! get it doue at once, 1 say.’
;\""“g!“"‘l ' e skipper walked hurriedly forward as Miss Laura arrived
in their mw»" a black cashmere or crape shawl—I do not recollect the
nted atd\}fi 80 tl 1al.  We held it open between us.

as he . wl #The very thing,” I cried, and full of excitement—for here was
r the Cumb,s “‘,l Y hing ;;\:numc\'in the way of an incident to break in upon the
ed the uvxn»n.?l ity @tony of a sea trip—I bent the shaw] on to the signal halliards
;, from whi } ded from the main-topmast heal and sent it_aloft in a little
wards, tmm\l. a Wready to break when the gun should be tired.

yellow an \.' feanwhile all was bustle forwards. It is a question whether
ig to e MUt fdoes not love tiring off a cannon even better than beating a
B Miss Jennings walked right aft as far as she could go,
her fingers in readiness for her ears and saying to me as
ed that sudden noises frightened her. Wilfrid stood along-

L0 me, glancing with a boy.sh expression of excitement and
tion from the seamen congregated round the gun to the
lack ball at the masthead. The yacht was slowly o\ erhauling
, but almost impcrceptibly.  The boat maintained an equi-
betwixt us and was struggling; wabbling, and splashing fair
@ with our cutwater and the lee-quarter of the Portuguese
The two rowers exhibited no signs of exhaustion, though I
pd every minute to find one or both of them give up and dis-
¥, dead beaten, in the bottom of their tub.
ready forward, sir,” shouted Finn ; ¢ will your honour give
isignal when to fire !’
he sung out the group of seamen hustled backwards from
and thinned into meagre lines of spectators at a safe

n as if those ¢

.0se two fellows
re. But they
eir company, [t
ched the equinv
to have the '

\lhlld ‘No, n

earts ! I never st

satiently and 1 o
«d put the two!

et slip & blank

The dirty hqwl of 8
nd another idea ul
s there anythind :
_ghould prove &

yusly.’ . ‘
7’ said Miss Jennify

e !’ bawled Wilfrid.

re was a glance of flame past the bow port, a roar that
through the decks into one’s very marrow, and the sea

blind with white smoke, iridescent as a cobweb, over the

¥ the ‘Bride.’ I tugged at the signal halliards, broke my

1, and the black shawl floated out fair from the masthead,

jter a piratic symbol as one could have desired and not an
ough.’




L

102 IN OCEAN TRAGEDY
atom the less malignant in signiticance for wanting the old-fashioned
embellishments of the cross-bones and skull. I saw the Jacks for-
ward looking up at the sight with grinning wonderment. However,
it was easy to see by their way of laughing, staring, and turning t
one another, that they twigged the motive of that wild marine
exhibition. I sprang to the peak signal halliards and hauled the
ensign down, for the black tlag combines but ill with the Union
Jack, and then went to the side to see what the brig was about,
Either she did not understand our meaning, or was resolved not t
take any hint from us. She held on dogg:dly without a touch
the braces or a shift of the helm by the length of a spoke, with he
people watching us and the pursuing boat from over the taffrail, ;
cluster of sulphur-coloured faces, as they looked at that distanc
but harmonising excellently well, 1 thought, with the dingy yellor
of the canvas rising in ungainly spaces over their heads and tlx
sickly hue of the brig’s hull with its shiny, pea-soup-like reflect:
in the water to the lift of the squalid fabric upon some polishe

hrow of swell.
¢ Wilfrid,” cried I, ‘they don’t mean to pick up their boat.’
There’s som:

‘It looks like it,” said he ; ‘ what’s to be done ?
thing confoundedly insulting in the rogues’ indifference to our

and colours.’

¢ Better consult with Finn,’ said I.

He called to the skipper, who came to us from the forecastl

‘I say, Finn, what are we to do? We don’t want those ti
filthy fellows aboard this yacht ; and yet, if that brig don’t
them up, we can’t of course let them remain adrift here.’
“Arm a boat’s crew, said I; ‘you have weapons el
below. Take those two fellows out of yonder boat and con
the brig to receive them. I’ll take charge with pleasure if Finn

permit.’
Finn, a slow, sober, steady old merchant seaman, did not s
;] » )

to see this. The expression of worry made his long face con
with the puzzled twist at the corners of his mouth, which look:
be, in his countenance, where most men’s noses are situated.
¢Or,” said 1, observing him to hang in the wind, ‘make
really believe that those are the colours we sail under,” pointin
the shawl, ‘by slapping a round-shot at them in sober caru
leaving the missile to take its chance of missing or hitting.’
‘That’s 1t,” almost shrieked Wilfrid in his excitement :

that’ll save the botheration of boat-lowering and argueficatio
perhaps bloodshed, by George! Run forward now, Finn, an
fly a round-shot at that ugly brute ; hit her if you can, no ms
where, that they may know we’re in earnest, and that the)
believe if they don’t heave to we shall sink them. No remonstra
Finn, for heaven’s sake ! Jump, my dear fellow. Dash it, s
he cried passionately, with a quite furious gesture in the dire
of the brig, ‘ that’s not the object of our chase !’

Finn, with an air of concern, but awed also by Wilfrid's te
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sand insistence, hurried on to the forecastle. 1 watched them load
ghe gun a second time, and burst into a laugh when I saw two

_fellowsrise out of the fore hatch, each of them hugging an eighteen-

gpound shot to his heart.
©  ‘Only one ball at a time,” shouted Wilfrid, conceiving very

Rikely that they meant to double-shot the gun.

‘ Ay, ay, sir,” responded Finn.

The crew backed away as before. The stout, whiskered sea-
man, with a face that made one think of a red apple snugged in a
#etting of horse-hair, who had previously fired the gun and who
gas apparently the ¢ Bride's’ gunner, sighted the piece with a
Eﬁbvmtvnvm that made me expect wonders. We all held our
I fixed my eye on the brig to observe, if possible, where

breath.
the shot struck her. Then, crash ! - Had the canunon been loaded
The

to the muzzle the blast could not have been more deafening.
thunder of it swept with a thrill, out and away fiercer than the
tMemble of the first shock, through the deck, aud was almost im-
medi. tely followed by a loud and fearful ye!l from the forecastle.

" X thought the gun liad burst.

& ‘ Merciful powers ! What has happened 7’ cried Wilfrid.

® Captain Finn came bowiing aft fast as his legs would travel,
puting as he ran.

#8* What is it/ what is it 7’ my cousin and I roared out in one

e.
@ The shot’s struck the boat, your honours, and sunk her/’
wed Finn.
looked, and sure enough where the boat had been there was
notBing to be scen but the violet s ope of the swell sottly drawing
ontef the cloud of powder smoke: that was settling in lengthening,
bening folds towards the brig !

I thought 1 observed some t]\illg
R, however, and snatching up Finn’s telescope from the sky-
top I levelled it and made out the head of the wan with the
pightcap holding by an oar or bit of wreckage. 1 shouted out
fone of the men was alive in the water. The dismay was uni-
l, but there was no disorder, no commotion. Jy waiting a
B the ‘ Bride,” even as she was heading, would have floated to
pot where that melancholy red beacon was | obbing ; but the
this would have involved was not to be dreamt of. With a
Bness that excited my admiration, man-of-war’s-man as I had
iin my time, our largest boat, a six-oared fabric, with sour old
in the stern-sheets, was lowered and pulled away with
id precision in the direction of the red nightcap. Ina few
es they had got the fellow in-boards; they then hung upon
foars, looking round and round ; but the other unfortunate
ire, he of the slouched hat and black and flashing eyes, had
f a sailor’s grave. I sought with the glass over a broad field of
®, but could see nothing. Indeed there was not a vestige left of
Dat save what the red-capped chap had clung to.

Wne of them killed! Heaven have mercy upon us,’ groaned
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Wilfrid in my far, and his appearance was full of dreadful con- _ oy

sternation. Btation there |
Meanwhile the brig ahead was holdiny steadfastly on, hei " €ing, as oups v ‘}

crowd of people aft gazing at us as before. 1 took a view of them; :?i end our frim.ul 4:;

they all held a sort of gaping posture ; there were no dramatic & ‘e Waited “_.‘

gesticulations, no eager and derisive turning to one another, no Lap in the }lﬂ"'l[’;‘

pointing arms and backward-leaning attitudes. They had as ahear the \\'hm»l‘

thunderstruck an 4ir as can be imagmed in a mob of men. What ‘%IB peorle “v””';.d

gument, byt it
"IHF way of tup
about our sche

they supposed us to be now afterour extermination of the boat and
one of the two fellows who had sought our assistance, 1t was
impossible to conjecture.

Our boat, that had sped away from us about four times faster fad hee diverted
than we were moving through the water, hung, with lifted oars, ove ﬁlrti('ul;lr evil to, ¢
the spot where our cannon-ball had taken effect until the * Brid: ‘They'll not I
had slowly surged to within hail ; then up stood sour Crimp. *Call the mei

*What are we to do?’ “B”‘l“ " to her ¢

“ Have, you got both men?’ bawled Finn, who perfectly wel
knew that they hadn’t.
“No; there was but one to get, and here he is,
pointed into the bottom of the boat.

‘Put him aboard his ship,” cried Finn. ‘If they refuse
receive him, find out if there’s ¢’er a one of ’em that can speil
English, and then tell them that if they don’t take him we slil
arm our men and compel ’em to it ; and if that don’t do we'll ke
all on firing into ’em till they follow the road that’s been took by

their jolly-boat.’

b

and Criup

Ey
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AULED dowy, t]
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gave jt
>
the Portugyeg,

His long face was purple with temper and the effort of shouting were busy 4},
and he turned it upon Wilfrid, who nodded a fierce excited ’
proval, whilst I cried, ¢ That’s it, that’s 1t ; they must take him.’ é Once more he,

Crimp hel!d up his hand n token of having heard the capti A"‘"Q(* at the cop
then seated himself ; the oapvs fell and flashed as they rose wet ‘: ‘“' Incidents f
the sun, every gold-bright blade in a line, and the foam went spu £ Oh, but jpg d
ning away from the bows of the little craft in snow to the magni aed |7 exclyj,
cent disciplined sweep of those British muscles. In a jiffy she/wa Fe the gun wag
on the brig’s quarter, with Crimp erect in her, gesticulating to th €en a phant,
crowd who overhung the rail. I kept the telescope bearing ,W“”M- I pr
them, and it seemed to me that the whole huddle of them jabber %H ‘
to Crimp all together, an indistinguishable hubbub, to judge fror ¢ orrible 17 oy,
the extraordinary contortions into which every individual figu t had )¢ mi

ave wo
n upon ”IN v
roun [:;1\

flung itself, some of them going to the lengths of spinning roun
in their frenzy, whilst others leapt upon the rail and addressed t
boat’s crew with uplifted arms, as though they called all sorts

maledictions down upon/our men. This went on for a few minuts *
€ captain
f

then I saw the bow-oar fork out his boat-hook and drag the boat: i aft wh
the main channels ifito which, all very expeditiously, two or th 5 he .
brawny pairs of arms lifted the red-capped man. Then fou 3 0 was it t],

Ng way, jerki

our fellows sprang into the chains, handed the little creaturc ove yy ¥
: S arms and

the rail and let him drop in-boards. They then re-entered theg

boat and fell astern of the brig by a few fathoms, holdingt : ‘
#* Man nameq
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A SECOND WARNING 10§
e
ligtation there by a soft plying of oars, Crimp’s notion probably
#%heing, as ours was indeed, that the Portuguese crew would presently
;,*en«l our friend the red-cap to follow his mate.
] y o : .
¥ We waited, watching intently.  On a sudden I spied the red-
®Weap in the heart of the mob of men that had clustered again
‘mear the wheel. His gesticulations were full of remonstrance ;
%his peorle writhed round about him in the throes of a Portuguese
argument, but it scemed to me as I followed their gestures and
fheir way of turning their faces towards us, that their talk was
‘Rl about our schooner, as though indeed their mutinous passions
Wad been diverted by our cannon-shot in a direction that boded no
fﬁrtivnl;n‘ evil to the red-capped man

“ They’ll not hurt the creature, 1 believe,” said 1.

¢ Call the men aboard, Finn,” exclaimed Wilfrid, ‘and get the
#Bride ” to her course.’

CHAPTER XIL

A SECOND WARNING.
I'Bavrep down the shawl from the masthead, carefully unbent,
Bded, and gave it to Miss Jennings, who stood with Wilfrid watch-
the Portuguese brig. We had hoisted in our boat, and the
were busy about the decks coiling up after having trimmed
kOnu' more heading afair course for the ‘‘Shark,”’ said I with
tgllnc'* at the compass. ‘ This has been a neat morning’s work
Afew incidents of the kind should make out a lively voyage.’
o + ’ - . T
£ Oh, but it’s dreadful to think of that poor man having been
. A :
dfWned |’ exclaimed Miss Jennings. ‘I was watching the boat
e the gun was fired. In an instant she vanished. She might
becn a phantom.  She melted out upon the water as a snow

,W(lll](I, [ pressed my eyes, for I could not believe them at

] f Horrible !’ exclaimed Wilfrid in a hollow, melancholy voice :
t had that miserable creature done that we should take his

Have we insensibly —insensibly courted some curse of
n upon this yacht ! Who was the villain that did it?’ He
ed round passionately : ‘Finn  Captain Finn, I say !’ he

d.
e captain, who was giving directions to some men in the waist
aft. ‘
BWho was it that fired that shot, Finn 2" cried my cousin in his

ng way, jerking his head asit were at Finn with the question
his arms and legs twitched and twisted as though toan \'1\'1‘f1'i("

t.
man named O'Connor, Sir Wilfrid,’ responded Finn.
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“Did he do it expressly, think you ?’ .

‘I wouldn’t like to say that, your honour. The fellow’s
derhead. I inquired if there was e’er a man for’ard as could |
and sight a cannon,” and this chap stands up and says that
sarved for three years in a privateer and wasr
slmt out of a crew of ninety men.’

Call ]lllll aft,” said W ilfrid.
tionally it’s muult,x call him aft !’
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He took some impatient strides to and fro with a face tl
worked like a ship in a seaway with the conflict of emotions witl
him, whilst Finn going a little way forward, sung out for O’Conn
Meanwhile we were rapidly widening the dlst.mw between us
[ protest it was with an honest feeling of relief tha
vmtthui her sliding into a toy like shape, with promise of notl

the brig.

shGwing presently but some radiant film of her topmost canvas

the silver azurg that streaked by a hand’s breadth, as it looked,
whole girdle of the horizon ; for one. was never to know butt

her people might send the red-capped man adrift for us to pick
or worry us in sonie other way.

Finn arrived, followed by the Irishman who had d
gun ; his immense black whiskers stood out thick, straight, 1
ble as the bristles of a chimney-sweep’s brush, contrasting
extraordinarily with the bright apple-red of his cheeks and th

scharge

Hibernian, seawardly eye that glimmered under a dense black tl

of brow. He stood bolt upright soldier-fashion, with his

straight up and down by his side like pump-handles, and fix
unwinking stare upgn whoever addressed him.

“You tired that fun, Captain Finn says,” exclaimed Wilfri

“Oi did, your hénour.’

¢ What made you take aim at the boat?’

‘Your honour, by the holy eleven, I took aim at the
There’s something wrong with the pace.’

‘ Wrong with the piece. What d’ye mean ?’

‘It was cast with a kink, sorr ; it dhroops amidghips and:
as Mister Crimp’s larboard oye peeps, your honour, thouyl
his oye it manes well.’

¢ Nonsense,’ I cried,
it.’

‘By all that’s sacred then,’ cried the mah,
observation of the brig’s maintopmasht as ever oye could
muzzle of a pace to soight. The gun was cast with a kmi\

M\ belief 1

‘The concussion was fierce qnuugh to slml\c the ya

‘you must

‘T had th

frid.
pieces.’

“’Twas your honour’s design to froighten ’em.’

‘But not to murder them, you dolt !’ shouted Wilfrid
know I could have you hanged for this.’

‘It was but a haythen Portuguay, sorr,
preserving his ramrof-like posture and his unwinking st

’ answered

a ]r!!”

eckoned the dead::
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5
‘Tell hirt t6 go forward, Finn ; tell him to go forward,’ cried
ilfrid, ‘and sce that he never has any more to dc with that gun
any account whatever, d’ye understand ?’
® The seaman knuckled his forehead and wheeled round, but me-
ught I could just catch a glimpse past his whisker of a sudden
trusion of the cheek as though he was signalling with his tongue
a brother Jack who was flemish-coiling a rope not very far from
ere he was standing.
¥ The luncheon bell rang and we went below. At table we could
of nothing but the unhappy Portuguese whom our round-shot
sent to the bottom. Muflin’s face of respectful horror was a
@ature of the time which I recall more vividly than even the disaster
i“]f. This man, though he was in attendance on Wilfrid as a valet,
larly stood behind his master’s chair at meals. It was Wilfrid's

whim, to have him at hand. He did not offer to wait unless it was
to grocure anything my cousin might require when the stewards
busy with Miss Jennings and myself, or one or both of them
t. His air of deferential consternation was exceedingly fine
listened to our talk about the annihilated boat and the foun-
ped foreigner —‘ Who,’ said I, with a glance at his yellow visage,
Bhocked expression of which he tried to smother by twisting
ps into a sort of shape that might pass as a faint obsequious
er and by keeping his eyelids lowered, ‘let us trust was cut in
ps, for then his ‘extinction would be painless ; for after all,
ing, though itisgeckoned an agreeable death after conscious-
% bhas fled, 18 mortal ‘agony, 1 take it, whilst the sensation of
j@gation remains.’

flin’s left leg fell away with an exceedingly nervous crooking
m the trouser, and he turned up his eyes an instant to the
eck with so sickly a roll, that spite of myself 1 burst into a
hough 1 swiftly recovered myself

St is strange® Charles,” exclaimed my cousin in a raven-like
noblg‘ that a ghastly incident of this kind should sit so lightly on

; L ind, considering that you have quitted the sea for years and
\ d a far more effeminate life ashore than I who have been
o

ughi

ing it on the ocean when very likely you were lounging with

ke e :lbw face i an opera stall ordozing over a cigarin some capacious
cO

¢«1 had ”y‘u

mah, \
g ever oye coull
s cast Wl
jorant of
to shake

guns,
D

T
igh th

’ )
Hhten ew. .

1 1l
v shouted Wil

)

qorr, answered

his unwinking =

ith a kink.®
Y i

m-chair.  Had you been chasing slavers or pitching cannon

to African villages down to the present moment, I could
understand your inditference to a business that’s going to
e for the rest of my days.’

psense !’ 1 exclaimed, ‘it was a bad job I admit, but a pure
1 t, not more tragical than had the boat capsized and drowned
Juan. There would be nothing in a twenty-fold uglier mis
14 ” haunt you. But Ill tell you what, tlnfugh.‘ I dmtinuml,
on to avert the sentimental argument which I saw strong in

@'s face, ‘the incident of this morning points a very useful

wr

\
\

hat moyal !’ he demanded
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¢ Why, that we must not be in too great a hurry to speak ey
sail we sicht.’

‘Finn knows my wishes ;
¢ Shark,”’ cried Wilfrid warmly

“The very vessel that wg neclect to speak,’ exclaimed Miss |
nings softly—she had spoken but little, and it was easy to
through the transparency of her unaffected manner that the t;
affair of the morning had made a very deep impression on h
“might prove the one ship of all we pass that could most usei

we must hear all we can about

direct us.’

‘Two to one !’ said I, ¢giving her a bow and smiling to th
of coy reproach in her charming eyes; ¢ of course, Miss Jen
I have no more to say. At least,” I added, turning to Wilfrid
the head of speaking passing ships, though the moral I find
forenoon trouble 1s not exhausted.’

“Well 2 said he a little imperiously, leaning towards
one elbow with his nails at his lips and the spirit of restles
quick as the blood in his veins in every lincament.

“Well,” said I, echoing him, ‘my suggestion is that your|
Tom’s murderous mission should be peremptorily cut short hy
ordering Finn to strike the noisy old barker at once down int
hold, where he'll be a deuced deal more useful as ballast tha
forecastle toy for the illustration of Irish humour.’

“No !’ shouted Wilfrid, fetching the table a whack wit
fist : ‘so say no more about it, Charles. Strange that 1o
should possess the subtlest and strongest of any kind of |
sympathy for and with me—I mean the sympathy of blood
so absolutely fail to appreciate my determination and to ac
purpose ! That girl there,” pointing with his long arm t
Laura, ‘ can read my heart and, of her sweetness, justify a
prove all she tinds there. But you, my dear Gharles’ - he s
his voice though he continued speaking with warmth nev

“you, my own first cousin, yow to whom my honour sh
hardly less dear than your own—»you would have me aban
pursuit- -forego every detail of my carefully prepared progra
blink with a cynical laziness at my own and my infant’s decr
and turn to the law—to the law forsooth!-—for the appea-cn

extinction of every just yearning and of every consuming
of my manhood. No, by G— !’ he roared, ‘ fate may b
me, but even her iron hand can be forced by a heart oa
mine has been and 1s.’

He rose from the table and without
cabin.

We had been for some time alone— 1 mean that Muflin
stewards had left us. When my cousin was gone I looked
Jennings.

¢ Forgive me, Mr. Monson,” she exclaimed with a it
and speaking with an enchanting diftidence, ‘ but I fe
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to Wilirid's wishes irritates hun. And,” she added almost 1n a
whiper, ‘I think it is dangerous to irritate him.’

# ] Lave no wish to irritate him, believe me, Miss Jennings,’
I. ‘I desire to be of some practical help, and my recommen-
ns have no other motive. But I give you my word if this sort
ing goes on I shall grow selfish, nay, a'armed if you like. I
inly never anticipated these melodramatic displays, these tragic
kes, when 1 accepted his offer of the voyige. Pray consider :
ilf, poor fellow, should grow worse, if his actions should result
hibiting him as irresponsible, what’s t¢ be done? Heaven
that I should say a word to alarm you—" she shook her head
asmile : [ was a little abashed but proceeded nevertheless
lare not upon dry land here.  The ocean 1s as full of the un-
expésted as it 1s of fish. Finn is a plain steady man with brains
h, but then he 1s not in command in the sense that a captain
ominand when we speak of a ship who-e skipper is lord para-
He will obey as Wilfrid orders, and 1 say, Miss Jennings,
that if Wilfrid’s humour 18 going to gain on him at the rate
ch I seem to find it growing, it will be my business, as I am

it will be my duty for everybody’s sake as well as for yours and
m, 80 to contrive this unparalleled pursuit as to end it swifrly.’
e was silent—a little awed, I think, by my emphatic manner,

ps by a certain note of sternness, for I had been irritated,

B8 Leing nervous; and then, again, my distaste for the trip
d very strongly in me whilst I was talking to her.

were a somewhat gloomy ship for the rest of the day. 1
that the seamen wore tolerably grave faces at their several
pnd it was easy to gather that, now they had had time to
B the incident of the morning, 1t was as litile to their taste as
| to ours aft. Indeed it was impossible to tell what kind of
fthey might manufacture out of so tragic an affair.  Sailors
ery much more superstitious in those days than they are
e steam fiend has wonderfully cleared the atmosphere of
castle, and the sea-goblin has long since made his tinal dive
Bhe topgallant-rail to keep company with the mermaid in her

bower of coral in a realm fathoms deep beneath the ocean
& O’Connor tried very hard to look as if he felt that on the

@on of the Portugee heathen ; at least this seemed his air when,
It stitching on a sail in the waist, he suspected a quarterdeck
be directed at him. But it is hard for a man with merry
@¥es and cheeks veritably grinning with ruddiness in the em-
Of a huge hearty pair of carefully doctored whiskers to look
p. The Irishman did his best, but 1 laughed to see how the
he forgot his part nature jovially broke out in him again.

mp had charge that afternoon, and when 1 arrived on deck
cigar in my mouth, leaving Miss Jennings and her maid
together over a hat whose feather in some way or other
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had gone wrong, I asked the mate what was his opinion of the
accident of the morning.
* Ain’t got any opinion about it at all,” he
‘1t was an accident, let us believe,’ said 1.
‘Pure hignorince more like,” he answered.
O'Connpr’s regularly ate up with pride. He's all
he's desgended from kinus and if he had his rights he’d be at the 1

ﬂo‘«-riun of whic
Icksilver, fl, tua
Stll it wag dul]

3::}.& glance at ¢,

ln_‘r]u\\‘ uf ,\h.\:
1d neay her, and
mpany was |ik. P

answered.

“That then
bounce. N

)

o’ Ulster\or some such place as that 'stead of an able secaman. /]

know anything 'bout firing off cannons !’ making a horrible

and going to the side to spit.

‘Did they understand what you said aboard the brig when y
v ", o .

talked to them from the boat {’

‘Ne'er a word.?

* Was the red-capped man hurt ?’

‘Dazed. Eyes pretty nich out on’s cheeks.
o’ salt water to curse, I allow, so when we hauled hion into the
he fell on his knees and prayed. A bloomin’ poor job ;
mean business ! Knocking of a boat to pieces an’ drowndin
man.  What’s the good o' that theve gun?  Only tit to kiek
plaguey shindy. Next time it may bust and then, stand by !
oncy sve an explosion.’

‘Is there any thing wrong with the piece as O’Connor sugg
saild I, much enjoying the old chip's sourness, which I
was not a lirtle in harmony with my mood that afternoon,

¢ Couldn’t tell if ye otfered me all ye was worth My bus
ain't ynns I shipped to do my bit and my bit T'll o, b
line’s chalked a nnighty long way this side o' hordnance.’

I walked on to the to the gun for
O'Connor watched me with the whole round of his tace,
The gun was of an elderly fash

forecastle speet
purple as the rising moon
it looked a very substantial weapon, with a murderous g

gape of it and a long slimi throat that warranted a venom
livery. The wink the Irishiman ~poke of wa< altogether in |

1 returned to the quarterdeck, relighted my

myself comfortably away in the chair [ had at an earhier I
cured for Miss Jennings; and pulling from my pocket a littl
edition of one of Walter Scott’s novels, was ,\lu‘mii‘v\' tra
leagues away from the ocean by the spells of that delightfu
M ss Jennings remained bel
It was very pleasant weath

CIUAT,

Thus passed the afternoon.
Wilfrid lay hid in his cabin.
sky was a clear blue from line to line, with just a group
bronze-browed clouds of a dim cream at the horizon loomn
azure air far away down i the north-west. The wind

though salt, a pleasant brecze from the east with a trifle of 1
in it, and very steadily the yacht travelled quictly over th
of twinkling waters, cradled by a soft western heaving, N
no stir forwards savine now and azain a sound as of the

of a light foot upon tmderish brushwood ; every sail that
draw was packed on her, to her triangular lower studdn
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SECOND WARNING It
flection of which waved in the tremulous blue like a sheet of
icksilver, fluctuating as it drained downwards.

Still it was dull work. I would often break away from Scott to
nd a glance at the skylight where 1 could just get a peep at the
ddy glow of Miss Laura’s hair, as she sat at the table with her
aid near her, and Leartily wished she would join me. Crimp's
mpany was like pickles, a very hittle of it went a long way. Had
iquette permitted I should have been glad to go (ununwt the men
d yarn with them, for I could not doubt there was a store of
fhusing experiences lying behind some of the rugged hairy coun
“mnu\ scattered about the decks. Indeed no summons evel
wctwl my ear mere cheerfully than the first dinner bell ; for
whether one has an-appetite or not, sifting ‘down to a meal on
board ship is something to do.

A Nothing that need make a part of this story happened that

ght. Wilirid was reserved, but his behaviour and the little he
ﬁ“’vn- collected enough to make one wonder at the lengths he
Buld occas onally go the other way. He
i Lis cubin, and sat writing in it up to a~short while before
g to bed. I cannot imagine what he had to put down, unless,
llecd, he were posting up the book from some old date. It
Blind him occupation, however; and he was a good deal i labour
@ throughout, [ thought, often biting the feather of his pen,
Bling his eyes up, plunging his fingers into his hair and frowning
the page, and comporting himself, in a word, as though he
B composing an epic poew. 1 played at beggar-my-neizhbour
EMiss Jennings, showed her some tricks at cards, and she told
Drtune.  She said she could read my future
y and 1 feel the clasp of lnl fingers still, and smell the per
of her hair and b hold the briohtness of it, and see her poiling
my palm, talking low that Wilfrid should not be d sturbed,
g the lines with a rosy tinger-nad with an occasional lift of
'es to mine, the violet of them dark as hazel and briliant in

pil tlames —it might have happened an hour ago, so keen is
articular memory.

brought a larce diary

by looking at my

was as peaceful an ocean n'ght as any man could imavine of
eather up 1 the seas which onr yacht was still steinming :
less, for the planct rose late now, but spacious and radiant
stars.  There was the phantasm of a craft when I went on
bout a mile on the bow of us, in the spangled dusk looking
y 80 fine and delicate was the white of her
was taken of her.  Finn trudged over
hen I rose up through the

canvas ; but no
to the gloom to lee
_ possibly mistaking me for
usin, and manifestly anxious to shirk the Job of having any
ito do with the stranver. I watched her piss
ip she looked, s idine her thre

|;I|\}]

a mere wraith
stately spries that seemed to
pon the eye as you watched them un lor the red tremble and
and diamond-like sparkling oi the luminaries which looked
upon her. By the time she had faded out like a little put}




112 1N OCl.l.N TRAGEDY
A
of steam in the dumb shadow astern, my pipe was smoked out, . Jitgls
later on, T caught

1 went below and to bed, scarce having exchanged three words
Finn, and musing much on my fortune that Miss Laura had ;
in my hand—that my ‘line of life’ was very long, that in m
life I should meet with a woman who would fascinate me, butt gk
nevertheless, I should die as I had lived, a bachelor.

Next morning Wilfrid did not appear at the breakfast.t;
Muffin informed me that his master had passed a very bad )
had not clos:d his eyes, indeed, and for hoursafter houp had |
the cabin, sometimes going on deck.

“Is he ill, do you think !’ I inquired. oe

“ Not exactly 1ll, sir,” he answered in his sleckest manner, wh
the now familiar crook of one knee and his arms hanging st

with Irregular, p
And upon t),e bacl
nd again g little ,
Was cntic;wuuring t
bRot zt]un;_;sidu of ’
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be thul‘v,' 8
ong head,
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.Iy gave him g
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up and down
¢ What then 2’ I demanded, perceiving that the fellow hadshe

to say, though his very humble and obsequious 1‘(».\’1»«‘r:"ery:'
would not sutfer hiin to express much at a time. vere

“I fear, sir,” he exclaimed, looking down, ‘that yest:0
‘orrid travedy has preyed upon his nerves, which, as you a
course aweer, sir, is uncommonly delicate.’

[ thought this probable, and, as the man was goiny
master’s cabin with a cup of tea from the breakfast-tallec, M
him to give Sir Wilfrid my love and to say that I should b8
to look in and sit with him. He returned to tell me my
thanked me, but that he would be leaving his berth pres: nt
would then join me in a pipe on deck. ]

There was a fresh breeze blowing, and the yacht was od of
throuch it in a snowstorm, rising buoyant to the bow surce W
bread dazzle of racing water over the lee-rail, and a smori@ S8
white roarine in a cataract from under her counter. Th
wind in the misty shining of the sun and in the spaces of
between the driving clouds. The ocean was gay with tint:
cloud-shadows of slate, broad tracts of hurrying blue 1 BE ‘“Haw ! a0,
gloriously fresh, with a ceaseless flashing of the heads of ! her yship !' Gorp
solving billows, dashes of lustrous yellow to the touch of le B woman She
that you would see sweeping a rusty bull of copper throu S 8¥er voice was lik
of smoke-like vapour, and then leaping out, moist and 1y Beks, too, som.
some speeding lagoon of clear heaven. The horizon thro Ben a minyte 4
the wal's of the dimness that circled the line all the way S No, Mr.
and my first glance was for a ship ; but all was bare occan 53 B8he wg one (
time to time the fellow ou the topeallant-yard ogled the sl A€ heart of |
either bow in a way that made me nmagine some sort of ho PG of her .
*Shark’ heaving into view had come to the sailors out! # below thon:]
rushing morning. [ waited for Miss Jennings, thinkine s ‘T English 1,
arrive on deck ; but, aftcr stamping to and fro for a half od 8¢, then, v,
thereabouts, and passi' g th: skylicht, I saw her and\ Y Monson’
close couversation stir ding a'most directly beneath, he {2 "T(:‘ Surprise
lating with great encr y, but speaking in a suhdued voie €8 been ey
watching him with a tioubled face. Passing the sky gl @ colong]
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A SECOND WARNING I3

hlater on, I caught sight of Wilfrid's tigure marching up and
with irregular, broken strides, whilst the girl, leaning with
d upon the back of a chair, eontinued to gaze at him, with
nd again a little movement of the arm which suggested that
as endeavouring to reassure or to reason with him.
fgot alongside of Finn and fell into a yarn with him. One
led to another, and Lady Monson’s name was mentioned.
as she a pleasant lady 7’ said 1.
¥y, to look at, your honour. Up to the hammer. A little too
of her, some folks might think, but such eyes, sir! such
and talk of figures!’ and here he delivered a low prolonged
p of admiration.
‘%e was a tolerably amiable lady, I suppose 7" said I carelessly.
“Well, sir, if you'll forgive me for saying of it, that’s just what
g't,” he replied. ¢ She was one of them parties as can be
d and very sorry for themselyes and\ for nobody else. SKe
Sir Wilfrid as I might this here ‘“ Bride.”/ She needed but
er course, and the craft answered the shift of helm right
f. Ye never saw her, sir !’
ver.’
I, she hadn’t somehow the appearance of what I tarm a
g woman. She looked to be one of them splendid females
abide husbands for the reason that, being made up of
noghing satisfies ’em but the sort of admiration that sweet-
Is. 1 took notice once that, she being seated in a cheer,

B long head, ‘Sir Wilfrié draws up alongside of her to see
e comfortable and if he could run on any errand for her ;

10 scapeely cave him a look as she answered short as though his
5 (=]

lbing near fretted her. But a minute arter up steps a gent
om 808 cabin, the Honourable Mr. Lacy, and dawdles up to her,

his bit of a whisker and showing of his teeth over a long
'ng ““Haw ! haws!” and ‘‘ Yaases :” and then see the change
herl@@yship ! Gor bless my heart and soul, your,honour, ’twarn’t
e woman. She hadn’t smiles enough for this here honour-
&er voice was like curds and whey. She managed the colour
peks, too, somehow, and bloomed out upon the poor little
fhen a minute afore her face to her husband was as blank
No, Mr. Monson, sir, her ladyship wasn’t a marrying
@8he was one of them ladies meant by natur to sit in a gilt
Bhe heart of a crowd of young men all a-bowing to and
ping of her ; very different from her sister, sir. That little
§ below there I allow 11 have the true makings of an English
English mother in her, for all she’s an Australian.’
pose, then, you were not very much surprised when you
ady Monson’s elopement ?”’
more surprised, your honour, than a man can be when a
he’s been expecting has happened.  But she’s not going
D the colonel  If his honour don’t overhaul the ¢ Shark ”
I

le.
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wnd separate ’em, she'll be separating herself long afore the tim:
ud occupy the schooner to sail round the world.  Lord love
ir; if 1 were to hear of her hecloping with some Afr.can |
itop of an elephant, it wouldn’t surprise me.  Wlhen a wonan
wr allows a chap to cut her cable he wust be a wiser man tha

v prophet of them all that's writ about who's going to tell you w1

As he delivered |
the hatch handing Miss Jennings up the ladder, and my comj
I he ;’Ill Jooked

the hull’ll strand or bring up.’
imself of these words Sir Wilfrid show

started away on a lonely quarterdeck walk
agrave and worried ; my cousin, gaunt and havoard, with a
his weak, protruding eyes that was like the hzht of fever
famine. He grasped my hand and held 1t whilst he sent o
l('llll(]. l Hlml\\' l:,‘llfl_\' Hf the fine I)]'M VAY :Hul the .\':u'])(.s pace

the good runs we should be makimg 1f this weather held, ti

something in his instant’s assumption of a hearty demeanour,

of strained liveliness far more affecting than his melanchol
was like a request to me not to venture upon any sort of pe
inquiries. He called to Fin to know the speed, then
* Charles, give Laura your arm, will you? There’s too much
She looks a little pale, but a few turns will give ros
My head aches, and 1 must keep below out of this

to sit.
cheeks.

[ am better.’
Miss Jennings took my arm, for there would happen a fi

lee swing with a rise of the bow and a long slanting rush

whole weight of thie cloths till you could have spooned up tl

water over the side with your hand that rendered walking
and fatiguing ; very soon I placed chairs under the weatl
warks, snucoing her with rugs and shawls, and 1n the comypu
calin of that shelter we were able to converse

¢ Wilfrid looks very ill this mornimg,” said 1.

¢ He has had another warning,” she answered.

When ??

¢ The deuce he has.
¢ Last night.’

¢ What sort of a warning is it this time ?’

‘ Preciscly the same as the first one,’ she replied,
‘I am grieved but not surprised,’ said I.

18 going from bad to worse.
last evening. A time may, vay, a time must come, wh

yoursclf, Miss Jennings, ardent as is your sisterly desire, w

to me for some resolution that shall preserve us and hins
She was silent

from the schemes of a growing distemper.’
he tell you,’” I continued, *the nature of the warning ?’

‘ Yes,” she answered.

“In confidence ? If so, of course

¢ No,” she interrupted, ‘he came from his cabin after
when you had gone on deck, and I saw at once that somct

very wrong with him,
B, T : )
questiona] aim persistently, and then he told me all.

iy
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= ‘ANl !’ exclaimed I, opening my eyes, for the word seemed to
T icate some very l: \rge m wtter lying behind his confession
¢ What he has seen,’ she said, ‘ for two nights running has been
)su'llnua writing upon his cabin wall.’
‘Humph !’ said L.
= ‘Do you remember, Mr. Monson, that he told us of a dream in
*lch he had seen a boat with a sort of sign-board in it on which
inscribed the word Monday in letters of flame? Well, he sees
same sort of fiery scrawl now in his cabin.’
& * What is the nature of the mes-age 1’
' ‘He says that the words are, ‘‘ RETURN TO BaBY !’
" He has dreamnt this,” said I, ‘or it is some wretched trick of
the sight or brains ; but I would rather believe it a dream.’
$1t is an illusion of some kind, no doubt,’ she exclaimed, ¢but
it i8 strange that it should occur, be the cause what it will, on two
ssive nights, and much about the same time. No wonder the
fellow is depressed this morning. It is not only that he fears
| warning as signifying that something is seriously wrong with
By, and that it is a mysterious command to him to return to her
j@nce ; he dreads that it mmay occur again to-night and to-morrow
, continuously, indeed, until it actually drives him mad by
@iFing him to make up his mind either to neglect his child or to
fidon his pursuit of his wife.’
he long and short of it is, Miss Jennings,” said I, * that when
pes to one’s being thrown with a man whose mind is a misfit
8 apt to shift like an ill-stuww] carzo to any breeze of wind
feels the craft over, one must ‘“stand by,” as sailors say, for
tm“les(mw half-hours and bewilderingly umxpv(twl confront-
) nut there was no use in my telling her the wish was strong in
ind that if it was to be Wilfrid’s unhappy destiny to grow
B, then the sooner he acted in such a way as to force all hands
t,lmt it would be at his own as well as at our peril to leavo
him™8t large and to suffer him to preserve control over the move-
md of thv ys uht, and by consequence the lives and fortunes of
who sailed in her, the better ; for I protest that even in the
of my talk with the girl, I never sent a glance at the white
spinning waters twisting and roaring away alongside with
nse of the absurdity of the whole business, the aimlessness
pursuit, the futility of it as a project of revenge, its profound
as a scheme of recove ring Lady Monson, guessing, as any-
uld from my cousin’s talk and from what Laura Jennings
fall, that if Wilfrid shou(d succeed in regaining his wife, he

wan*n t know what in the world to do with her |
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CHAPTER XIIL

I/INTERPRET THE WARNING.

THE strong wind blew throughout the day and the yacht made a
gallant run, floating buoyant in foam from one blue knoll to
another, with nothing living outside our decks saving a grey gull
that overhung the seething line torn up by the furrow of our kecl
A bright look-out was kept aloft ; rarely did I send a glance that
way but that I saw one or another of the men whose duty lay in
overhanging the topgallant-yard sweeping the windy sallow sky
against which the ridged horizon was beating, with Wilfrid'
polished, lance-bright tube.

In the first dog-watch before we sat down to dinner the brecze
5

thinned and the ocean flattened out into a softly-heaving surfuc
flowing in folds of tender blue to the dark orange of the west,
where lines of the hectic of the crimsoning orb hung like mouldy

stains of blood.
when after dinner I came on deck I found her sliding through th

evening shadow, large and pale, like a body of moon-tincturcd

mist that tloats off some great mountain-top and sails stately on tl
indigo-blue air, melting as it goes, as our canvas seemed to dissolv
to the deepening of the dusk upon its full bosoms.
playing a concertina forward, and a man was singing to it.

Her

and there upon the forecastle was a dim grouping of outlines witl

a scarlet tipping of the darkness by above half-a-score of wel
sucked tobacco pipes, making one think of a constellation of fir
tlies or of a cluster of riding lights.
I had asked Miss Jennings to join me on deck, but she declin

on the plea—which two or three sneezes emphasised in the i
reassuring way—that she felt chilly and was afraid of catching col
Wilfrid produced his diary again, if a diary it was, and sat writiny
[ tried to court him into a walk and a smoke, but he said no

had a fancy for writing just then ; it was a humour whose visi

were somewhat rare, and therefore, the mood being on him, b
wished to encourage it as he had a very great deal to commit!
paper.
‘Well,” said I, ‘I’ll just go and smoke one cigar, and thu
with your permission, Miss Jennings, I'll endeavour to win as
pence from you at beggar-my-neighbour again, and you shall te
me my fortune once more.’
I yawned as I stepped on deck. Dull enough work, by Georg:
thought I.  Only think of this sort of thing lasting till we get!
the Cape, with Wilfrid’s intention that even by that time, 1if
don’t fall in with the ¢Shark, little more than a beoinning shs

have been made ! Let me once see the inside of Table Bay a

All cloths were crowded on our little ship, aud
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I INTERPRET THE WARNINGH 117
her ladyship may go hang for any further pursuit that I shall be
concerned in. The worst of it was that poor Wilfrid’s troubles,
warnings, health and the like, engrossed Miss Jennings. Nearly all
our talk was about my cousin. I had hoped that the sunshine of
her nature. that was bright in her laugh just as you seemed to see
it glowing in her hair, would have somewhat clearedthe gloom that
Wilfrid cast upon our social atmosphere ; but she seemed to lie
under a kind of spell ; it was keen womanly sympathy, no doubt,
# beautiful for its sincerity, animated too by an honourable sensitive-
ness—by the feeling, I mean, that the runaway was her sister, and
" that she to that degree at least shared in the responsibility of the
% blow that had been dealt the poor fellow’s fond and generous heart.
All this was doubtless as it should be ; nevertheless her qualities
went to fashion a behaviour I could not greatly relish simply because
it came between us. Her thoughts were so much with my cousin
and her sister’s wrong-doing, that the side of her I was permitted

@i 80 approach I found somewhat blind.
¢ % All was now quiet on deck ; the concertina had ceased ; the
watch below had gone to bed ; those who were on duty stowed
#hemselves away in \arious parts, and sat, mere shapes of shadow,
3 blending with the deep gloom betwixt the bulwarks, nodding but
peady to leap to the first call. There were many shooting stars this
ight ; one of them scored the heavens with a bright line that
ingered a full ten minutes after the meteor had vanished in a puft
Of spangles, and it was so glittering as to find a clear reflection in
e ~mooth of the swell where it writhed, broadened and contracted
e a dim silver serpent of prodigious length. There was some
w in the air, and the sparkle of it upon the rail and skylight
flashed crisply to the stars to the quiet rise and fall of the yacht
wpon the biack invisible heave that yearned the whole length of
JBer, with an occasional purr of froth at the cutwater, and a soft,
®ppling washing noise dying off astern into the gloom. The phos-
gorvm in the sea was so plentiful rhat you might have thought
pourself inside the tropics. It glared like sheet-lightning under
#8ch ebony slope running westwards, and in every small play of
foth there was the winking of it like the fir-t scratching of lucifer
tches.  Under the counter where the wake was the streaming of
18 light was lixe a thin sheathing of the water there with gold-
ter’s skin. rising and falling, and of a grecnish tint, of the light
W@Whithe moon. The flash of the sea-glow forward when the bow
#oke the swell would throw out the round of the staysail and jib
#though the clear lens of a bull’s-eye lamp had glanced upon the
e8nvas. This greenish, baflling twinkling, this fading and flicker-
-mof flames over the side thickened the ()l)SL‘,llI‘lt“," to the sight
@hin the rails. Somehow, too, the mystic illumination seemed to
v“pen the stillness that lay upon the deep, spite of the welter and
I® breeze that had weight enough to lift a streak of foam here and
re. It might be that the sight of those fires made one think of
erackling and noise of tlame, so that the very dumbness of the
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burning lay like a hush upon the darkling surface with nothiy,
aboard us to vex it, for our canvas swelled silent as if carved |
mother-of-pearl, and not so much as the chafe of a rope or the st
of a sheave in its block fell from above to trouble the ear.

‘I’]onfy of fire i
“Is there 7’ he a
look. ‘I ain’t te
‘Have you follo

[ spied a figure standing a foot or two before the main riguin,
leaning over the side. Not knowing whether Finn or Crimyp i
the watch, and supposing this man to be one of them, I approache
close and peered.

‘Is that you, captain?’ said I,
was upon him to darken him yet.

‘No sir, it’s me, Mr. Monson. Muftin,

He had no need to mention his name,
remarkable voice, along with 1ts indescribable tone of
habitual obsequiousness would have proclaimed him Muftin had
spoken as one of a crowd out of the bottomn of a coal mine.

‘Feel sick {7 said 1.
‘No, I am obliged to you, sir,” he answered with a simper
his tone. ‘I am taking the liberty of breathing the hair jus
little, sir.’
‘I suppose you'll not be sorry to get home again, Muftin !
” he exclaimed, ‘1 shall be most humbly thankfu

for the shadow of the rigu

sir.’
for his greasy,
INSInce

¢ Indeed, sir,
I assure you.’
“You're an Englishman, aren’t you ?’
¢ Oh dear yes, quite English, sir.  Born at ’ammersmith, sir
* “Then you ought to be very fond of the sea.’
“1 should be more partial to it, sir, I believe,’ said he, ‘i
I have a natural aversion to the hocean, sir., |
swim and I can row. ['ve pulled on the Serpentine, sir, and {
years ago I made a voyage to the Continong as far as Call,
found the water very hientertaining.  But there’s so much |
that 1t's alarming to think of. On a rive r, Mr. Mous

was a river.

here, 8 1,
sir, one can never seem distant, but here—why, sir, if my mot
‘ouse wus 1 oue of them stars, 1t couldn’t seemn further off,

every day 1 suppose ’ll make the distance greater.’
¢ That you must expect,’
ing Finn or Crimp.
*1 beg your pardon, sir, “but could you tell me w
them fircs are that's burning in the water 1°
" said 1.
he t-j:wnl-ttcd as though startled,

> he said,

¢ Phosphorus,
¢ Phosphorus 2’

‘huh 1

sir ! And wight I wenture to ask why 1t is that thc terd
]mt it out !
‘ There are more kinds of fire than one,’ said I, langhmg

not muach relishing the prostrative nature of the fellow’s respeu

ness I walked aft.
Close to a boat

strides from where Muflin was sta

standing with his back against the rail.

.

that hung inboards bv the davits, onlya
dimg,

Crimp.

said I, turning with a notion of se

[ spied another b
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