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A MASTER

“] daresay you know where to go, so I
sha’n’t worry about you,” replied Mrs. Wheeler.
“You quiet ones are generally the worst.”

“I am sorry,” murmured Poppy; “I did
not mean to be rude, or ungrateful.”

“You're very kind,” said Mrs. Wheeler.
“Is Mr. Fraser up in London ?”

“I'm sure I don’t know,” said the girl,
pausing at the door.

“ Sure to be, though,” said Mrs. Wheeler,
significantly ; “you won't 'ave to starve, my
dear. But, there, you know that—some
people’s pride is a funny thing.”

Miss Tyrell regarded her for a moment in
silence, and then quitted the room, coming
back again from half-way up the stairs to
answer a knock at the door. She opened it
slowly, and discovered to her horror Mr.
Fraser standing upon the doorstep, with a
smile which was meant to be propitiatory, but
only succeeded in being uneasy.

“Is that Mr. Fraser?” demanded Mrs.
Wheeler's voice, shrilly.

“ That’s me,” said Fraser, heartily, as he
shook hands with Poppy and entered the
room.

¢ I thought you wouldn’t be far off,” said
Mrs. Wheeler, in an unpleasant voice.
“ Poppy’s been expecting you.”

“I didn’t know that Mr. Fraser was
coming,” said Poppy, as the helpless man
looked from one to the other. I suppose
he has come to see you. He has not come
to see me.”

“Yes, 1 have,” said Mr. Fraser, calmly.
“1 wanted——"

But Miss Tyrell had gone quietly upstairs,
leaving him to gaze in a perturbed fashion at
the sickly and somewhat malicious face on
the sofa.

“ What's the matter? ” he inquired.

‘ Nothing,” said Mrs. Wheeler.

“Isn’t Miss Tyrell well?”

“So far as I'm permitted to know the state
of ’er ’ealth, she is,” was the reply.

“Mr. Wheeler well?” inquired Fraser,
after a long pause. *

“Very well, I thank you,” said Mrs.
Wheeler.

“ And Miss Wheeler, and Bob, and the
whole pa and all o, them ?” said Fraser.

“ All very well,” said Mrs. Wheeler.

His stock of conversation being exhausted,
he sat glancing uncomfortably round the
littered room, painfully conscious that Mrs.
Wheeler was regarding him with a glance
that was at once hostile and impatient.
While he was wondering whether Miss
Tyrell had gone upstairs for a permanency,
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he heard her step on the stairs, and directly
afterwards she appeared at the door with her
hat and jacket on.

“Good-bye, Mrs. Wheeler,”
gravely.

“ Good-bye,” said Mrs. Wheeler, in the
same way that a freer-speaking woman would
have said “ Good riddance.”

The girl’s eyes rested for a moment on
Fraser. Then she bade him good-bye, and,
opening the door, passed into the street.

Fraser looked at Mrs. Wheeler in perplexity,
then, jumping up suddenly as Poppy passed
the window, he crossed to the door.

“ Good-bye, Mrs. Wheeler,” he shouted,
and, vaguely conscious that something was
wrong somewhere, dashed off in pursuit.

Poppy Tyrell, her face pale and her eyes
burning, quickened her pace as she heard
hurrying footsteps behind her.

she said,

“I just wanted a few words with you,
Miss Tyrell,” said Fraser, somewhat breath-
lessly.

“I—I am going on business,” said Poppy,
in a quiet voice.

“I didn’t understand Mrs. Wheeler just
now,” said Fraser. ‘I hope you didn’t mind

© my calhng? »

“Oh, no,” said the girl; “call as often as
you hke, but this evening I'm busy. Come
to-morrow.”

This hospitality over-reached itself. ‘ Have
you left the Wheelers?” he inquired, suddenly.

“Yes,” said Poppy, simply.

“What's the good of telling me to call,
then ?” inquired Fraser, bluntly.

“They will be pleased to see you, I'm
sure,” said Miss Tyrell.

“ Where are you going?” asked Fraser.

Miss Tyrell made no reply, except to
favour him with a glance which warned him
not to repeat the question, and he walked
beside her for some time in silence.

“ Good-bye,” she said, suddenly.

“I'm not going,” said Fraser, with artless
surprise.

“Mr. Fraser,” said the girl, reddening with
anger, “will you please understand that I
wish to be alone? ”

“ No,” said Mr. Fraser, doggedly.

“A gentleman would not have to have
half as much said to him,” said Poppy,
trembling.

“ Well, thank God I'm not a gentleman,”

said Fraser, calmly.

“If I had a father or a brother you would
not behave like this,” said the girl.

“If you had a father or a brother they
would do it instead,” said Fraser, gently;
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the pathway with her head bent. He walked
back slowly until he stood beside her, and
saw that she was crying softly. He placed
his hand on her arm.

“Go away,” she said, in a low voice.

I shall not.”

“ You walked away from me just now.”

1 was a brute,” said Fraser, vehemently.

The arm beneath his hand trembled, and
he drew it unresistingly through his own. In
the faint light from the lamp opposite he saw
her look at him.

“I'm very tired,” she said, and leaned
on him trustfully. “Were you really going to
deave me just now?”

“You know I was not,”
simply.

Miss Tyrell, walking very slowly, pon-
dered. ‘I should never have forgnen you
if you had,” she said, thoughtfully. “I’'m so
tired, I can hardly stand. You must take
me to your ship.”

They walked slowly to the end of the
road, but the time seemed very short to
Fraser. As far as he was concerned he
would willingly have dispensed with the
tram which they met at the end and the
antique four-wheeler in which they completed
their journey to the river. They found a
waterman’s skiff at the stairs, and sat side
by side in the stern, looking contentedly
over the dark water, as the waterman
pulled in the direction of the Swallow,
which was moored in the tier. There
was no response to their hail, and Fraser
himself, clambering over the side, assisted
Miss Tyrell, who, as the daughter of one
sailor and the guest of another, managed
to throw off her fatigue sufficiently to
admire the lines of the small steamer.

Fraser conducted her to the cabin, and
motioning her to a seat on the locker,
went forward to see about some supper.
He struck a match in the forecastle and
scrutinized the sleepers, and coming to the
conclusion that something which was lying
doubled up in a bunk, with its head
buried in the pillow, was the cook, shook
it vigorously.

“Dnd you want the cook, sir?” said a
voice from another bunk.

“Yes,” said Fraser, sharply, as he punched
the figure again and agam

“Pore cookie ain’t well, sir,” said the
seaman, sympathetically; ‘“’e’s been very
delikit all this evenin’; that’s the worst o’
them teetotalers.”

“ All night ; that'll do,” said the skipper,
sharply, as he struck another match, and

said Fraser,
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gave the invalid a final disgusted punch.
“ Where's the boy ?”

A small, dirty face with matted hair pro-
truded from the bunk above the cook and
eyed him sleepily.

“ (et some supper,” said Fraser, * quick.”

“Supper, sir?” said the boy, with a
surprised yawn.

“ And be quick about it,” said the skipper,
“and wash your face first, and put a comb
through your hair. Come, out you get.”

The small sleeper sighed disconsolately,
and, first extending one slender leg, clambered
out and began to dress, yawning pathetically
as he did so.

* And some coffee,” said Fraser, as he lit
the lamp and turned to depart.

“Bill,” said the small boy, indignantly.

“Wot d’ye want?” said the seaman.

“’Elp me to wake that drunken pig up,”
said the youth, pointing a resentful finger at
the cook. “I ain’t goin’ to do all the
work.”

“You leave ’im alone,” said Bill, ferociously.
The cook had been very liberal that evening,
and friendship is friendship, after all.

“That’s what a chap gets by keeping his-
self sober,” said the youthful philosopher, as
he poured a little cold tea out of the kettle
on to his handkerchief and washed himself.
“ Qther people’s work to do.”

He went grumbling up to the galley, and,
lighting some sticks, put the kettle on, and
then descended to the cabin, starting with
genuine surprise as he saw the skipper sitting
opposite a pretty girl, who was leaning back
in her seat fast asleep.

“Cook’ll be sorry ’e missed this,” he
murmured, as he lighted up and began briskly
to set the table. He ran up on deck again
to see how his fire was progressing, and
thrusting his head down the forecastle com-
municated the exciting news to Bill.

To Fraser sitting watching his sleeping
guest it seemed like a beautiful dream. That
Poppy Tyrell should be sitting in his cabin
and looking to him as her only friend seemed
almost incredible. A sudden remembrance
of Flower subdued at once the ardour of his
gaze, and he sat wondering vaguely as to the
whereabouts of that erratic mariner until his
meditations were broken by the entrance of
the boy with the steaming coffee, followed
by Bill bearing a couple of teaspoons

“] nearly went to sleep,” said Poppy, as
Fraser roused her gently.

She took “off her hat and jacket, and
Fraser, taking them from her, laid them
reverently in his bunk. Then Poppy moved
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Captain Nibletts’s nerve failed him at the
responsibility.

“It’s your plan, Captain Barber,” he said,
impressively, “and nobody can tell a man
like you how it should be done. It wants
acting, and you’'ve got to have a good
memory to remember that you haven’t got a
memory.”

“Say that agin,” said Captain Barber,
breathing thickly.

Captain Nibletts repeated it, and Captain
Barber, after clearing his brain with a glass
of spirits, bade him a solemn good-night,
and proceeded. slowly to his. home. The
door was opened by Mrs. Church, and a hum
of voices from the front room indicated
company. Captain Barber, hanging his hat
on a peg, entered the room to discover
Mrs. Banks and daughter, attended by Mr.
Gibson. :

“ Where’s Fred ? ” he asked, slowly, as he
took a seat. .

“Who?” said Miss Banks, with a little
scream.

“ Lawk-a-mussy, bless the man,” said her
mother. “I never did.”

“Not come in yet?” asked Barber, looking
round with a frightful stare. *“The Fvam's
up-”

The company exchanged glances of con-
sternation.

“ Why, is he alive ?” inquired Mrs. Church,
sharply.

‘“ Alive,” repeated Captain Barber.
shouldn’t he be?
wasn’t he?”

There was a dead silence, and then Captain
Barber from beneath his shaggy eyebrows
observed with delight that Gibson, tapping
his forehead significantly, gave a warning
glance at the others, while all four sitting in
a row watched anxiously for the first signs of
acute mania.

“I expect he’s gone round after you, my
dear,” said the wily Barber to Miss Banks.

In the circumstances this was certainly
cruel, and Gibson coughed confusedly.

“Tll go and see,” said Miss Banks,
hurriedly ; “ come along, mother.”

The two ladies, followed by Mr. Gibson,
shook hands and withdrew hurriedly. Captain
Barber, wondering how to greet Mrs. Church
after he had let them out, fixed his eyes on
the carpet and remained silent.

‘“Aren’t you well ?” inquired the lady,
tenderly.

“ Well, ma’am ?” repeated Uncle Barber,
with severity.

“Ma’am ? ” said Mrs. Church, in tones of

“ Why
He was alive yesterday,

tender reproach; ‘“two hours ago I was
Laura. Have you been to the Thorn?”

“ What Thorn ? ” demanded Captain
Barber, who had decided to forget as much
as possible, as the only safe way.

“The Thorn Inn,” said Mrs. Church,
impatiently.

“Where is it ?” inquired Captain Barber,
ingenuously.

Mrs. Church looked at him with deep
consideration. *“ Why, at the end of the
cottages, opposite the Swan.” ..

“What Swan ?” inquired Captain Barber.

“The Swan Inn,” said Mrs. Church,
restraining her temper, but with difficulty.

“Where is it?” said Uncle Barber, with
breezy freshness.

“ Opposite the Thorn, at the end of the
row,” said Mrs. Church, slowly.

“ Well, what about it ?” inquired Captain
Barber.

“Nothing,” said Mrs. Church, sharply, .
and proceeded to set supper.

Captain Barber, hugging himself over his
scheme, watched her eagerly, evincing a little
bewilderment as she brought on a small,
unappetizing rind of cheese, bread, two
glasses, and a jug of water. He checked
himself just in time from asking for the cold
fowl and bacon left from dinner, and, drawing
his chair to the table, eyed the contents
closely.

“Only bread and cheese ? ” he said, some-
what peevishly.

“That’s all,” said Mrs. Church, smiling;
“bread and cheese and kisses.”

Captain Barber tapped his forehead.
“What did we have for dinner?” he asked,
suddenly.

“ Sausages,” replied Mrs. Church, blandly;
“we ate them all.”

A piece of Captain Barber’s cheese went
the wrong way, and he poured himself out
some water and drank it hurriedly. * \Where’s
the beer? ” he demanded.

“You've got the key of the cask,” said the
housekeeper.

Captain Barber, whose temper was rising,
denied it.

“I gave it to you this morning,” said Mrs.
Church ; “you were going to do something
to it, don’t you know?”

“] don’t remember,” said Uncle Barber,
surlily.

“Whatever has happened to your memory?”
said Mrs. Church, sweetly.

“ My memory,” said the trickster, slowly,
passing his hand over his brow ; ¢ why, what’s
the matter with it?”
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skipper caught a departing customer by the
coat and held him,

“Do me a favour, old man,” he said,
heartily.

“Wot d'ye want?” asked the other,
suspiciously.

“Tell that tall chap in there that a friend of
his is waiting outside,” said Flower, pointing
to Joe.

He walked off a little way as the man
re-entered the bar. A second or two later
the carman came out alone.

“E ses come inside, ’e ses, if you want to
see ’im.’

“1 can’t,” said Flower.

“ Why not ?” asked the other, as a horrible
suspicion dawned upon him. “Strewth, you
ain’t a teetotaler, are you?”

“No,” replied the skipper, “ but I can’t go
in-”

“ Well, ’e won’t come out,” said the other ;
“e seems to be a short-tempered sort o’
man.”

“I must see him,” said the skipper,
pondering. Then a happy thought struck
him, and he smiled at his cleverness. ¢ Tell
him a little flower wants to see him,” he said,
briskly.

“A little wot?” demanded the carman,
blankly.

“ A little flower,” repeated the other.

“Where is she?” inquired the carman,
casting his eyes about him.

“You just say that,” said the skipper,
hurriedly. “You shall have a pint if you
do. He'll understand.”

It was unfortunate for the other that the
skipper had set too high an estimation on
Joe’s intelligence, for the information being
imparted to him in the audible tones of con-
fidence, he first gave his mug to Mr. William
Green to hold, and then knocked the
ambassador down. The loud laugh con-
sequent on the delivery of the message ceased
abruptly, and in the midst of a terrific
hubbub Joe and his victim, together with two
or three innocent persons loudly complain-
ing that they hadn’t finished their beer, were
swept into the street.

“He'll be all right in a minute, mate,”
said a bystander to Joe, anxiously; “don’t
run away.”

“’Tain’t so likely,” said Joe, scornfully.

“Wot did you ’it me for? ” demanded the
victim, turning a deaf ear to two or three
strangers who were cuddling him affection-
ately and pointing out, in alluring whispers,
numberless weak points in Joe’s fleshly

armour.
Vol. xix.—22.

OF CRAFT. 169

“T’ll ’it you agin if you come into a pub
making a fool of me afore people,” replied
the sensitive seaman, blushing hotly with the
recollection of the message.

“ He told me to,” said the carman, point-
ing to Flower, who was lurking in the back-
ground. .

The tall seaman turned fiercely and strode
up to him, and then, to the scandal of the
bystanders and the dismay of Mr. William
Green, gave a loud yell and fled full speed
up the road. Flower followed in hot pursuit,
and owing, perhaps, to the feeling of light-
ness before mentioned, ran him down nearly
a mile farther on, Mr. Green coming in a
good second.

. “Keep orf,” panted the seaman, backing
into a doorway. “ Keep—it—orf!”

“Don’t be a fool, Joe,” said the skipper.

“Keep orf,” repeated the trembling sea-
man.

His fear was so great that Mr. Green, who
had regarded him as a tower of strength and
courage, and had wormed himself into the
tall seaman’s good graces by his open
admiration of these qualities, stood appalled
at his idol’s sudden lack of spirit.

“Don’t be a fool, Joe,” said the skipper,
sharply ; “ can’t you see it's me?”

“I thought you was Jrownded,” said the
trembling seaman, stili regarding him sus-
piciously. I thought you was a ghost.”

“ Feel that,” said Flower, and gave him a
blow in the ribs which almost made him
regret that his first impression was not the
correct one.

“I’m satisfied, sir,” he said, hastily.

“I was picked up and carried off to Riga :
but for certain reasons I needn’t go into I
want my being alive kept a dead secret.
You mustn’t breathe a word to anybody,
d’ye understand? Not a wo!

‘“ Aye, aye, sir,” said Joe; “you hear that,
Will-yum ?”

“Who the deuce is this ?” demanded the
skipper, who had not bargained for another
confidant.

“It’s the new ’and, sir,” said Joe. “TIll
be answerable for 'im.”

Flower eyed the pair restlessly, but Mr.
Green assured him with a courtly bow that
Mr. Smith’s assurances might be relied upon.
“.He hoped he was a gentleman,” he said,
feelingly.

“Some of us thought—I thought,” said
Joe, with a glance at the skipper, ‘“that the
mate shoved you overboard.”

“You always were a fool,” commented the
skipper.
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address which had enabled them to exchange
the rudeness of Ben for the appreciative
amiability of Captain Fraser.

Flower was punctual to the minute next
evening, and shaking hands hastily with
Fraser, who had gone down to the door to
wait for him, went in alone to see Miss Tyrell.
Fraser, smoking his pipe on the doorstep,
gave him a quarter of an hour, and then went
upstairs, Miss Tyrell making a futile attempt
to escape from the captain’s encircling arm as
be entered the room. Flower had just com-
menced the recital of his adventures. He
broke off as the other entered, but being
urged by Miss Tyrell to continue, glanced
somewhat sheepishly at his friend before
complying.

“When I rose to the surface,” he smd,
slowly, “and saw the ship drawing away in
the darkness and heard the cries on boamd,
I swam as strongly as I could towards it.
1 was weighed down by my clothes, and I
bad also struck my head going overboard,
and I felt that every moment was my last,
when I suddenly bumped up against the
lifebelt. I just had to put that on
and give one faint hail, and then I think for
a time I lost my senses.”

Miss Tyrell gave an exclamation of pity ;
Mr. Fraser made a noise which might have
been intended for the same thing.

“The rest of it was like a dream,” con-
tinued Flower, pressing the girl’s hand;
“ sometimes my eyes were open and some-
times not. 1 heard the men pulling about

and hailing me without being able to reply.’

By-and-by that ceased, the sky got grey
and the water brown ; all feeling had gone
out of me. The sun rose and bumt in the
salt on my face ; then, as I rose and fell like a
cork on the waters, your face seemed to come
before me, and I determined to live.”

‘ Beautiful,” said Fraser, involuntarily.

“1 determined to live,” repeated Flower,
glancing at him defiantly. “I brushed the
wet hair from my eyes, and strove to move
my chilled limbs. Then I shouted, and
anything more dreary than that shout across
the waste of water I cannot imagine, but it
did me good to hecar my own voice, and 1
shouted again.” '

He paused for breath, and Fraser, taking
advantage of the pause, got up hurriedly and
left the room, muttering something about
matches.

“He doesn’t like to hear of your suffer-
ings,” said Poppy.

“I suppose not,” said Flower, whose
eloquence had received a chill, “but there

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

is little more to tell I was picked up by a

Russian brig bound for Riga, and lay there
for some time in a state of fever. When I
got better I worked my passage home in a
timber boat and landed yesterday.”

“ What a termible experience,” said Poppy,
as Fraser entered the room again.

“ Shocking,” said the latter.

“And now you've got your own ship
again,” said the gil, ‘“weren't your crew
delighted to see you?”

“Tve not seen them yet,” said Flower,
hesitatingly. “I shipped on another craft
this morning before the mast.”

“ Before the mast? ” repeated the girl, in
amazement.

“Full-rigged ship Golden Clond, bound
for New Zealand,” said Flower, slowly,
watching the effect of his words—* we're to
be shipmates.”

Poppy Tyrell started up with a faint cry,
but Flower drew her gently down again.

“Well be mamied in New Zealand,” he
said, softly, “ and then we’ll come back and

I'll have my own again. Jack told me you
were going out on her. Another man has
got my craft ; he lost the one he had before,
and I want to give him a chance for a few
months, poor chap, to redeem his character.
Besides, 1t'll be a change. We shall see the
world. It'll just be a splendid boneymoon.”

“You didnt tell Captain Martin?” in-
quired the girl, as she drew back in her
chair and eyed him perplexedly.

‘“Not likely,” said Flower, with a laugh.
“I've shipped in the name of Robert Orth.
I bought the man’s discharges this moming.
He’s lying in bed, poor chap, wanmg for his
last now, and hoping it'll be marked ‘v.g.’”

Poppy was silent. For a moment her
eyes, dark and inscrutable, met Fraser’s;
then she looked away, and in a low voice
addressed Flower.

“] suppose you know best what is to be
done,” she said, quietly.

“You leave it to me,” said Flower, in
satisfied tones. “‘I'm at the wheel.”

There was a long silence. Poppy got up
and crossed to the window, and, resting her
cheek on her hand, sat watching the rest-
less life of the street. The room darkened
slowly with the approach of evening. Flower
rose and took the seat opposite, and Fraser,
who had been feeling in the way for some
time, said that he maust go.

“ You sail to-morrow evening, Jack ?” said
Flower, with a careless half-turn towards him.

“ About six,” was the reply.

“We sail Saturday evening at seven,”
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which the - fireman, with one eye peeping
furtively from beyond the rim of a quart pot,
saw both Joe and the cook kick Mr. Green’s
foot to call his attention to the fact that his
words might be misconstrued by another
member of the

“7T ’ate toffs,” he sald deliberately, as he
placed his mug on the counter.

“They’re all right when you know ’em,
Charlie,” said Joe, who was averse to having
the evening spoiled at that early hour.

‘ A real toff’s bad enough,” continued the
fireman, “but a himitation one—-pah !” He
buried his face in the pewter again, and
laughed discordantly.

“You go aboard and wash your face,
Tommy,” repeated Mr. Green. “I should
think you'd find plenty o’ soap in Charlie’s
bunk.”

“Do you know what you want?” de-
manded the fireman, regarding him fixedly.

“T know what you want,” said Mr. Green,
with a supercilious smile.

“Oh! Wot?” said the other.

The seaman rose to his feet and watched
him carefully. ¢ A banjo,” he replied.

It was not the reply according to time-
honoured formula,” and Charlie, who was
expecting something quite different, was at
no pains to hide his perplexity. A danjo?
he repeated, slowly, “a banjo—a ban——2?”

Light came to him suddenly, and he flew
at Mr. Green with his fists whirling. In a
second the bar was in an uproar, and the
well-meant and self-preservative efforts of Joe
and the cook to get the combatants into the
street were frustrated by people outside
blocking up the doors. They came out at
last, and Fraser, who was passing, ran over
just in time to save Mr. Green, who was
doing his best, from the consequences of a
somewhat exaggerated fastidiousness. The
incident, however, afforded a welcome dis-
traction, and having seen Mr. Green off in
the direction of the steamer, while the fire-
man returned to the public-house, he bent
his steps homewards and played a filial game
at cards with his father before retiring.

They sailed for London the following
afternoon, Mr. Green taking a jaundiced
view of the world from a couple of black
eyes, while the fireman openly avowed that
only the economical limitations of Nature
prevented him from giving him more.
Fraser, a prey to gentle melancholy, called
them to order once or twice, and then left
them to the mate, a man whose talent for
ready invective was at once the admiration
and envy of his peers.
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The first night in London he spent on
board, and with pencil and paper sat down
to work out the position of the Golden Cloud.
He pictured her with snowy pinions out-
spread, passing down Channel. He pictured
Poppy sitting on the poop in 3 deck-chair
and Flower coming as near as his work
would allow, exchanging glances with her.
Then he went up on deck, and, lighting his
pipe, thought of that never-to-be-forgotten
night when Poppy had first boarded the Foam.

The next night his mood changed, and
unable to endure the confinement of the
ship, he went for a lonely tramp round the
streets. He hung round the Wheelers’, and,
after gazing at their young barbarians at play,
walked round and looked at Flower's late
lodgings. It was a dingy house, with broken
railings and an assortment of papers and
bottles in the front garden, and by no means
calculated to relieve depression. From there
he instinctively wandered round to the
lodgings recently inhabited by Miss Tyrell

He passed the house twice, and noted with
gloom the already neglected appearance of
her front window. The venetian blind, half
drawn up, was five or six inches higher one
side than the other, and a vase of faded
flowers added to the forlornness of the picture.
In his present state of mind the faded blooms
seemed particularly appropriate, and suddenly
determining to possess them, he walked up
the steps and knocked at the door, trembling
like a young housebreaker over his first job.

“T think I left my pipe here the other
night,” he stammered to the small girl who
opened it.

“I'll swear you didn’t,” said the small
damsel, readily.

“Can I go up and see?” inquired Fraser,
handing her some coppers.

The small girl relented, and even offered
to assist him in his search, but he waved her
away, and going upstairs sat down and
looked dreanly round the shabby little room.
An execrable ornament of green and pink
paper in the fireplace had fallen down,
together with a little soot; there was dust
on the table, and other signs of neglect.
He crossed over to the window and
secured two or three of the blooms, and
was drying the stalks on his handkerchief
when his eye suddenly lighted on a little
white ball on the mantelpiece, and, hardly
able to believe in his good fortune, he
secured a much-darned pair of cotton gloves,
which had apparently been forgotten in the
hurry of departure. He unrolled them, and
pulling out the little shrivelled fingers,
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“Now, then,” said Jones, as he took
something reverently from an empty bunk,
“who’s going up fust?”

“T ain’t,” said Tim.

“Wot about you, cookie ? ” said Jones.

“ Well, wot about me?” demanded the
other.

“] thought p’rhaps you'd like to lead the
way,” said Mr. Jones, mildly.

“You thought wrong, then,” said the cook,
shortly.

“Jt was jist a compliment,” urged Mr.
Jones.

“]I don’t like flattery,” said the cook ;
“never did.”

Mr. Jones sighed and shook his head
irresolutely. The other A.B. patted him on
the back.

“You look a fair bloomm treat,” he said,
heartily. “You go up fust; you look as
though you've slep’ in one a’'most.”

“None o’ your larks, you know,” remarked
Mr. Jones, with suspicious sourness; “no
backing out of it and leavin’ me there by
myself.”

There was a chorus of virtuous but profane
indignation. It was so indignant that Mr.
Jones apologized, and stood for some time
regarding the article in his hand with the
face of a small child eyeing a large powder.
Then he clapped it on his head and went on
deck.

The mate was just talking to the fisherman
about an uncle of his (born since his promo-
tion) who had commanded a brig, when his
voice failed him, and he gazed open-mouthed
at a stout seaman who had just come up on
deck. On the stout seaman’s face was the
look of ore who sees a vision many miles off ;
on the stout seaman’s head was a high hat of
antique pattern which had suffered in the
brushing. To avoid the mate’s eye he
folded his arms and, leaning over the side,
gazed across the river. Words trembled on
the mate’s lips, but they died away in a
squeak as a little top-hatted procession of
three issued coyly from the forecastle and,
ranging itself beside Mr. Jones, helped hlm
to look across the river.

“T never did,” said the fisherman. ‘ What
are we a-coming to ?”
The mate did not stay to inform hun He

walked hastily to the quartette and, bursting
with rage, asked Jones what he meant by it.

“Mean by wot, sir?” asked Jones, in
surprise.

* Top-hats,” said the mate, choking.

The four turned and regarded him stolidly,
keeping as close together as possible for, the
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sake of moral support and the safety of their
head-gear.

“ For the weddin’, sir,” said Jones, as
though that explained everything.
~ “You take ’em off,” said the mate, sharply.
“1 won’t let you wear ’em.”

“I beg your pardin,” said Jones, with
great politeness, *“we got these ’ere ‘ats for
the weddin’, an’ we’re a-goin’ to wear ’em.”

He took the offending article off and
brushed it tenderly with his coat-sleeve,
while the furious mate looked assault and
battery at the other three. Tim, whose hat
came well down over his eyes, felt compara-
tively safe ; but the cook, conscious that his
perched lightly on the top of his head, drew
back a pace. Then he uttered an exclama-
tion as Captain Nibletts, who was officiating
as best man, came hurriedly down the cliff.

“ Hats ? ” said the little skipper, disengaging
himself from the mate’s grasp, as he came on
board. “Yes, I don’t mind.”

“Wot about Cap’n Barber?” demanded
the mate, impressively.

“If they was pudding-basins e wouldn’t
mind,” said Nibletts, testily; ‘“he’s that
nervous ’e don’t know what ’e’s doing hardly.
He was raving like a madman for five minutes
cos ’e couldn’t fasten his collar, and then I
found he’d forgot to put his shirt on. He
don’t care.”

He hurried down to the cabin and then
came bustling up again. His small face was
strained with worry, and the crew eyed him
respectfully as he came forward and dealt out
white satin favours.

“Cap’n Barber ’ll be all right with you
looking arter ’im, sir,” said Jones, with strong
conviction.

“That he will,” said the cook, nodding.

“There’s some whisky in a bottle in my
locker, cook,” said Nibletts, dancing about
nervously ; “give the hands one drink each,
cook. Only one, mind.”

The men thanked him, and with kindly
eyes watched him go ashore. The cook went
down for the whisky, and Tim, diving into
the forecastle, brought up four mugs.

“He must ha’ meant another bottle,” said
Jones, as the cook came slowly up again with
a bottle containing one dose.

“ There ain’t another,”
“he’s ‘alf off ’is 'ed.”

There was a pained silence.
toss for it,” said Jones, at length ;
unless you chaps don’t want it.”

“Toss,” said three voices speaking as one.

Jones sighed, and the coins were pro-
duced. The prize fel! to Tim, and he leaned

said the cook ;

“We must
“that is,
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“QOverslept yourself,” said Fraser,
solingly.

Miss Tyrell made an impatient gesture,
but listened hopefully as her visitor suggested
that it was quite possible Flower nad got
away in another boat.

“I'll watch the paper every day,” she said,
brightening ; “you miss some at sea.”

But nothing came of the watching. The
Golden Cloud had had its obituary in' the
paper in large type, and that was all—
a notice to certain women and children
scattered about Europe to go into mourning,
and to the owners to get another ship.

By the end of a couple of months Fraser
had given up all hope. He was very sorry
for his unfortunate friend, but his sorrow was
at times almost tempered by envy as he
pondered over the unexpected change which
had come over his relations with Poppy
Tyrell. The old friendly footing had dis-
appeared, and her manner had become
distant as though, now that the only link
which connected them was broken, there
was no need for further intercourse. The
stiffness which ensued made his visits more
and more difficult. At last he missed calling
one night when he was in London, and the
next time he called the girl was out. It was
a fortnight before he saw her, and the
meeting was embarrassing to both.

“I'm sorry I was out last time you came,”
said Poppy.

“ It didn’t matter,” said Fraser.

Conversation came to a standstill. Miss
Tyrell with her toes on the fender gazed in a
contemplative fashion at the fire. “I didn’t
know——" began Fraser, who was still
standing.

He cleared his voice and began again. “1
didn’t know whether you would rather I left
off coming,” he said, slowly.

Her gaze travc.lkd slowly from the fire to
his face. “You must please yourself,” shc
said, quietly.

con-

“I would rather please you,” he said,
steadily.
The girl regarded him gravely. “It is

rather inconvenient for you sometimes,” she
suggested, “and I am afraid that I am not
very good company.”

Fraser shook his head eagerly.
that at all,” he said, hastily.

Poppy made no reply, and there was
another long silence. Then Fraser advanced
and held out his hand.

“ Good-bye,” he said, quietly.

“ Good-bye,” said the girl. She smiled
brightly, and got up to see him downstairs.

“Tt is not

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

“I wanted to say something before I
went,” said Fraser, slowly, as he paused at

_the street-door, “and I will say it.”

Miss Tyrell, raising her eyebrows some-
what at his vehemence, waited patiently.

“1 have loved you from the moment I saw
you,” said Fraser, “and I shall go on loving
you till I die. Good-bye.”

He pressed her hand again, and walked
down the little front garden into the street.
At the gate he paused and looked round at
Poppy still standing in the lighted doorway ;
he looked round again a few yards down the
street, and again farther on. The girl still
stood there; in the momentary glimpse he
had of her he fancied that her arm moved.
He came back hastily, and Miss Tyrell
regarded him with unmistakable surprise.

“T thought—-you beckoned me,” he stam-
mered.

“Thought I beckoned you?” repeated
the girl.

“I thought so,” murmured Fraser.
your pardon,”
again.

“So—I —did,” said a low voice.

Fraser turned suddenly and faced her;
then, as the girl lowered her eyes before his,
he reentered the house, and closing the
door led her gently upstairs.

“] didn't like you to go like that,” said
Miss Tyrell, in explanation, as they entered
her room.

Fraser regarded her steadfastly, and her
eyes smiled at him. He drew her towards
him and kissed her, and Miss Tyrell, trem-
bling with something which might have
been indignation, hid her face on his
shoulder.

For a long time, unless certain foolish
ejaculations of Fraser’s might count as con-
versation, they stood silent; then Poppy,
extricating herself from his arm, drew back
and regarded him seriously.

“It 1s not right,” she said, slowly;
forget.”

“It is quite right,” said Fraser; “it is as
right as anything can be,”

Poppy shook her head. ‘It has been
wrong all along,” she said, soberly, ‘“and
Captain Flower is dead in consequence. I
never intended to go on the Go/den Cloud,
but I let him go. And now he’s dead. He
only went to be near me, and while he was
drowning I was going out with you. I have
been very wicked.”

Fraser protested, and, taking her hand,
drew her gently towards him again.

“ He was 'very geodictor my father,”

8 | beg
and turned confusedly to go

(14 you

said
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a passenger just stepping into a boat. The
two men then tumed away until, at sight of
Captain Flower's head appearing above the
side, they went off into such silent manifesta-
tions of horror and astonishment that he
feared for their reason.

“It’s ’is voice,” said Joe, hastily, as Flower
bawled out to them with inconsiderate loud-
ness. ‘I never thought to see you ag'in, sir;
I ’eard you was drowned months and months
ago-’)

He took the captain’s proffered hand
somewhat awkwardly, and stood closely
scanning him. The visitor was bronzed
with southern suns, and looked strong and
well. His eye was bright and his manner
retained all its old easy confidence.

“ Ah, Pve been through something since I
saw you. last, my lad,” he said, shaking his
head. “The great thing is, Joe, to always
keep your head above water.”

“ Yessir,” said the seaman, slowly; “but
I ’eard as 'ow you went down with the Golden
Cloud, sir.”

“So I did,” said Flower, somewhat boast-
fully, “and came up again with the nearest
land a mile or two under my feet. It was
dark, but the sea was calm, and I could
see the brute that sunk us keeping on her
course. Then I saw a hen-coop bobbing up
and down close by, and I got to it just in
time, and hung on to it until I could get
my breath again and shout. I heard a hail
a little way off, and by-and-by I got along-
side two of our chaps making themselves
comfortable on two or three spars. There
were three drowned fowls in my coop, and
we finished them on the fourth day just as a
whaler hove in sight and took us off. We
were on her over four months, and then we
sighted the barque Ca/ifornia, homeward
bound, and she brought us home. I landed
at the Albert Docks this morning, and here
I am, hard as nails.”

Joe, with a troubled eye in the direction
of the cabin, murmured that it did him
credit, and Mr. Green made a low hissing
noise, intended to signify admiration.
Flower, with a cheery smile, looked round
the deck.

“ Where’s Fraser ?” he inquired.

‘“He’s ashore, sir,” said Joe, hastily.
don’t know when he’ll be back.”

“Never mind, I'll wait,” was the reply.
“ George was telling me he is to be married
on Thursday.”

Joe gasped and eyed him closely.

“ 8o I've ’eard, sir.”

“And Captain Barber’s ; married,

“I

too,
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George tells me,” said Flower.
that’s right ? ”

“So I've ’eard, sir,” said Joe, again.

Flower turned and paced a little up and
down the deck, deep in thought.” He had
arrived in London three hours before to find
that Poppy had left her old lodgings without
leaving any clue as to her whereabouts.
Then he had gone on to the Wheelers, with-
out any result, so far as he was concerned,
although the screams of the unfortunate Mrs.
Wheeler were still ringing in his ears.

“IMN go down below and wait,” he said,
stopping before the men. “Tell Fraser I'm
there, or else hell be startled. 1 nearly
killed poor old George. The man’s got no
pluck at all.”

He moved slowly towards the cabin and
Poppy, leaving the men exchanging glances
of hopeless consternation. Then, as he
turned to descend, the desperate Joe ran up
and laid a detaining hand on his sleeve.

“You can’t go down there,” he whispered,
and dragged him forcibly away.

“Why not?” demanded the other, strug-
gling. “Let go, you fool.”

He wrenched himself free, and stood
gazing angrily at the excited seaman.

“There’s a lady down there,” said the
latter, in explanation.

“Well, I sha'n’t eat her,” said the indig-
nant Flower. “ Don’t you put your hands
on me again, my lad, or you'll repent it.
Who is it ?”

Joe eyed him helplessly and, with a dim
idea of putting off the discovery as long as
possible, mysteriously beckoned him forward.

“Who is it?” asked the puzzled Flower,
advancing a pace or two.

The seaman hesitated. Then a sudden
msplratlon, born of the memories of last
year’s proceedings, seized him, and he shook
with the brilliancy of it. He looked signifi-
cantly at Mr. Green, and his voice trembled
with excitement.

“The lady who used to come down to
the Foam asking for Mr. Robinso ,” he
stammered. '

“ What?” said the dismayed Flower,
coming briskly forward and interposing two
masts, the funnel, and the galley between
himself and the cabin. “Whg on earth
didn’t you say so before?”

“Well, I didn't know what to do, sir,”
said ]oe, humbly ; “it ain’t for the likes of
me to interfere.”

Flower knit his brows, and tapped the
deck with his foot.

“What'’s she doing down there ?” he said,

“1 suppose
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on the maxim that speech is silver and
silence golden.

Joe tried a few of the principal points with
Tommy upon his return to the steamer, the
necessity for using compliments instead of
threats to a ship’s boy being very galling to
his proud nature.

“You be a good boy like you always ’ave
been, Tommy,” he said, with a kindly smile,
“and don’t breathe a word about wot’s
‘appened this evening, and ’ere’s a tanner for
you to spend--a whole tanner.”

Tommy bit it carefully, and, placing it in
his pocket, whistled thoughtfully.

“Fill your pipe out o' that, young 'un,
said Mr. Green, proffering his pouch w1th a
Aourish.

The boy complied, and putting a few
reserve charges in his pocket, looked up at
him shrewdly.

“Is it very partikler ?” he inquired, softly.

“ Partikler|” repeated ]oe “I should
think it is. He can’t think 'ow partikler it
is, can ’e, Will-yum?”

Mr. Green shook his head.

“It’s worth more than a tanner then,” said
Tommy, briskly.

“ Look ’ere,” said Joe, suppressing his
natural instincts by a strong effort. “You
keep quiet for three days, and I’ll be a friend
to you for life. And so will Will-yum, won’t
you, old man?”

Mr. Green, with a smile of rare con-
descension, said that he would.

“Look ere,” said the bargainer, “T'll tell
you what I'll do for you: you gimme another
tanner each instead, and that’s letting you off
cheap, ’cos your friendship ’ud be worth
po,unds and pounds to anybody what wanted
t- )

He gazed firmly at his speechless, would-
be friends and waited patiently until such
time as their emotion would permit of a
reply. Joe was the first to speak, and
Tommy listened unmoved to a description
of himself which would have made a jelly-
fish blush.

“ Tanner each,” he sald simply ; “I don’t
want friends who can talk like that to save
sixpence.”

Mr. Green, with 2 sarcasm which neither
Tommy nor Joe understood, gave him the
amount in coppers. His friend followed
suit, and the boy, having parted with his
reputation at a fair price, went below,
whistling,

Fraser came on board soon afterwards,
and Mr. Green, with his celebrated drunken
scene fresh in his mind, waited nervously for
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developments. None ensuing, he confided
to Joe his firm conviction that Miss Tyrell
was-a young lady worth dying for, and
gloomily wondered whether Fraser was good
enough for her. After which, both men,
somewhat elated, fell to comparing head-
pieces.

Joe was in a state of nervous tension
while steam was getting up, and, glued to the
side of the steamer, strained his eyes, gazing
at the dimly-lit stairs. As they steamed
rapidly down the river his spirits rose, and
he said vaguely that something inside him
seemed to tell him that his trouble would not
be in vain.

“There’s two days yet,” said- Mr. Green,
“I wish they was well over.”

Captain Flower, who had secured a bed at
the Three Sisters’ Hotel in Aldgate, was for
widely different reasons wishing the same
thing. His idea was to waylay Fraser imme-
diately after the marriage and obtain Poppy’s
address, his natural vanity leading him to
believe that Miss Tipping would at once
insist upon a change of bridegroom, if she
heard of his safety before the ceremony was
performed. In these circumstances he had
to control his impatience as best he could,
and with a view to preventing his safety
becoming known too soon, postponed writing
to his uncle until the day before the wedding.

XXIV.

HEe posted his letter in the morning, and
after a midday meal took train to Seabridge,
and here the reception of which he had
dreamed for many weary months awaited
him. The news of his escape had spread
round the town like wildfire, and he had
hardly stepped out of the train. before the
station-master was warmly shaking hands
with bim. The porters followed suit, the
only man who displayed any hesitation being
the one from the lamp-room, and he patted
him on the back several times before
venturing. The centre of a little enthu-
siastic knot of fellow-townsmen, he could
hardly get clear to receive the hearty grip
of Captain Barber, or the chaste salute
with which Mrs. Barber inaugurated her
auntship ; but he got free at last, and, taking
an arm of each, set off blithely down the
road, escorted by neighbours.

As far as the cottage their journey was a
veritable triumphal progress, and it was some
time before the adventurous mariner was
permitted to go inside; but he got free at
last, and Mrs. Barber, with a hazy idea of
the best way -to treat a shipwrecked fellow-
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uncertain which to admire most: the tactful
way in which Mrs. Barber rescued the
sausages or the readiness with which his
uncle pushed a plate over a fresh stain on
the tablecloth.

Supper finished, he sat silently thinking of
Poppy, not quite free from the fear that she
might have followed him to New Zealand by
another boat. The idea made him nervous,
and the suspense became unendurable. - He
took up his cap and strolled out into the
stillness of the evening. Seabridge seemed
strange to him after his long absence, and,
under present conditions, melancholy. There
was hardly a soul to be seen, but a murmur
of voices came through the open windows
of the Thorn, and a clumsy cart jolted and
creaked its way up the darkening road.

He stood for some time looking down on
the quay and the shadowy shapes of one or
two small craft lying in the river. The
Foam was in her old berth, and a patch of
light aft showed that the cabin was occupied.
He walked down to her, and, stepping noise-
lessly aboard, peered through the open
skylight at Ben, as he sat putting a fresh
patch in a pair of trousers. -It struck him
that the old man might know something of
the events which had led up to Frasers
surprising marriage, and, his curiosity .being
somewhat keen on the point, he descended
to glean particulars. -

Ben’s favourite subject was the mlsdeeds_

of the crew, and the steps which a kind but
firm mate had to take to control them, and
he left it unwillingly to discuss Fraser’s
marriage, of which faint rumours had reached
his ears. It was evident that he knew
nothing of the particulars, and Flower with
some carefulness proceeded to put leading
questions.

“ Did you ever see anything more of those
women who used to come down to the ship
after a man named Robinson ? ” he inquired,
carelessly.

“They come down one night soon arter
you fell overboard,” replied the old man.
“ Very polite they was, and they asked me to
go and see ’em any time I liked. I ain’t
much of a one for seeing people, but I did
go one night ’bout two or three months ago,
end o March, I think it was, to a pub wot
they ’ave at Chelsea, to see whether they ’ad
heard anything of 'im.”

“ Ah!” interjected the listener.

“They was very short about it,” continued
Ben, sourly ; “the old party got that excited
she could ’ardly keep still, but the young
lady she said good riddance to, bad rub-
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bish, she ses.. She hoped as ow he’d be
pumshed ”

Flower started, and then smiled softly to
himself. Perhaps she’s found somebody
else,” he said.

Ben grunted.

“1 shouldn’t wonder, she seemed very
much took up with a young feller she called
Arthur,” he said, slowly; “but that was the
last I see of ’em; they never even offered
me a drink, and though they’d asked me to
go down any time I liked, they was barely
civil. The young lady didn't seem to me to
want Arthur to ’ear about it.”

He stitched away resentfully, and his
listener, after a fond look round his old
quarters, bade him good-night and: went
ashore again. For a little while he walked

.up and down the road, pausing once to

glance at the bright drawn blind in the
Gibsons’ window, and then returned home.
Captain Barber and his wife were at cribbage,
and intent upon the game.

With the morning-sun his spinits rose, and
after a hurried breakfast he set off ‘for the
station and booked to Bittlesea. The little
platform was bright with roses, and the air
full of the sweetness of an early morning in
June. He watched the long line stretching
away until it was lost in a bend of the road,
and thought out ways and means of obtain-
ing a private interview with the happy bride-
groom ; a subject which occupied him long
after the train had started, as he was benevo-
lently anxious not to mar his {riend’s happi-
ness by a display of useless grief and temper

- on the part of the bride.

The wedding party left the house shortly
before his arrival at the station, after a
morning of excitement and suspense which
had tried Messrs. Smith and Green to the
utmost, both being debarred by self-imposed
etiquette from those alluring liquids by which
in other circumstances they would have
soothed their nerves. They strolled rest-
lessly about with Tommy, for whom they
had suddenly conceived an ardent affection,
and who, to do him justice, was taking
fullest advantage of the fact.

They felt a little safer when a brougham
dashed up to the house and carried off
Fraser and his supporter, and safer still when
his father appeared with Poppy Tyrell on
his arm, blushing sweetly and throwing a
glance in their direction, which was like to
have led to a quarrel until Tommy created a
giversion by stating that it was intended for

im.

By the iime¢ Flower arrived the road was
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