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AT SUNWICH PORT.

beholder of visions. He changed the bag to
his other hand as they left the town behind
them, and regarded with gratitude the
approaching end of his labours.

At the garden-gate of a fair-sized house
some half-mile along the road the captain
stopped, and after an impatient fumbling at
the latch strode up the path, followed by
Mr. Wilks, and knocked at the door. As he
paused on the step he half turned, and for
the first time noticed the facial expression of
his faithful follower.

“ What the dickens are you looking like that
for?” he demanded.

“I've been surprised, sir,”, conceded Mr.
Wilks ; “surprised and astonished.”

Wrath blazed again in the captain’s eyes
and set lines in his forehead. He was being
pitied—by a steward !

“You've been drinking,” he said, crisply;
“ put that bag down.”

‘“ Arsking your pardon, sir,” said the
steward, twisting his unusually dry lips into a
smile, “but I've 'ad no opportunity, sir—I've
been follerin’ you all day, sir.”

A servant opened the door. “You've been
soaking in it for a month,” declared the
captain as he entered the hall. “ Why the
blazes don’t you bring that bag in? Are you
so drunk you don’t know what you are
doing?”

Mr. Wilks picked the bag up and followed
humbly into the house. Then he lost his
head altogether, and gave some colour to his
superior officer’s charges by first cannoning
into the servant and then wedging the captain
firmly in the doorway of the sitting-room
with the bag.

“ Steward !” rasped the captain.

“ Yessir,” said the unhappy Mr. Wilks.

“Go and sit down in the kitchen, and
don’t leave this house till you're sober.”

Mr. Wilks disappeared. He was not in
his first lustre, but he was an ardent admirer
of the sex, and in an absent-minded way he
passed his arm round the handmaiden’s waist,
and sustained a buffet which made his head
ring.

“A man o your age, and drunk, too,”
explained the damsel.

Mr. Wilks denied both charges. 1t
appeared that he was much younger than
he looked, while, as for drink, he had for-
gotten the taste of it A question as to the
reception Ann would have accorded a boyish
teetotaler remained unanswered.

In the sitting-room Mrs. Kingdom, the
captain’s widowed sister, put down her
crochet-work as her brother entered, and
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turned to him expectantly. There was an
expression of loving sympathy on her mild
and rather foolish face, and the captain
stiffened at once.

“I was in the wrong,” he said, harshly, as
he dropped into a chair ; “ my certificate has
been suspended for six months, and my first
officer has been commended.” ’

“Suspended?” gasped Mrs. Kingdom,
pushing back the white streamer to the cap
which she wore in memory of the late Mr.
Kingdom, and sitting upright. “ You?”

“I think that's what I said,” replied her
brother. .

Mrs. Kingdom gazed at him mournfully,
and, putting her hand behind her, began a
wriggling search in her pocket for a hand-
kerchief, with the idea of paying a wholesome
tribute of tears. She was a past-master in
the art of grief, and, pending its extraction,
a docile tear hung on her eyelid and waited.
The captain eyed her preparations with silent
anger.

“T am not surprised,” said Mrs. Kingdom,
dabbing her eyes ; *“ I expected it somehow.
I seemed to have a warning of it. Something
seemed to tell me ; I couldn’t explain, but I
seemed to know.”

She sniffed gently, and, wiping one eye at
a time, kept the disengaged one charged
with sisterly solicitude upon her brother.
The captain, with steadily rising anger,
endured this game of one-eyed bo-peep for
five minutes ; then he rose and, muttering
strange things in his beard, stalked upstairs
to his room.

Mrs. Kingdom, thus forsaken, dried her
eyes and resumed her work. The remainder
of the family were in the kitchen ministering
to the wants of a misunderstood steward,
and, in return, extracting information which
should render them independent of the
captain’s version.

“Was it very solemn, Sam?” inquired
Miss Nugent, aged nine, who was sitting on
the kitchen table.

Mr. Wilks used his hands and eyebrows
to indicate the solemnity of the occasion.

“They even made the cap’n leave off
speaking,” he said, in an awed voice.

“] should have liked to have been there,”
said Master Nugent, dutifully.

“ Ann,” said Miss Nugent, “go and draw
Sam a jug of becr.”

““ Beer, miss?” said Ann.

“A jug of beer,” repeated Miss Nugent,
peremptorily.

Ann took a jug from the dresser, and
Mr. Wilks, who was watching her, coughed
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Captain Nugent he preferred starvation
ashore to serving under another master.
Although comfortable in pocket and known
to be living with his mother, who kept a
small general shop, he was regarded as a
man on the brink of starvation. Pints were
thrust upon him, and the tale of his nobility
increased with much narration. It was con-
sidered that the whole race of stewards had
acquired fresh lustre from his action.

His only unfavourable critic was the erring
captain himself. He sent a peremptory
summons to Mr. Wilks to attend at Equator
Lodge, and the moment he set eyes upon
that piece of probity embarked upon such
a vilification of his personal defects and
character as Mr. Wilks had never even
dreamt of. He wound up by ordering him
to rejoin the ship forthwith.

“ Arsking your pardon, sir,” said Mr. Wilks,
with tender reproach, “but I couldn’t.”

‘““ Are you going to live on your mother,
you hulking rascal?” quoth the incensed
captain.

“No, sir,” said Mr. Wilks. “I've got a
little money, sir; enough for my few wants
till we sail again.”

“When I sail again you won’t come with
me,” said the captain, grimly. “I suppose
you want an excuse for a soak ashore for six
months ! ”

Mr. Wilks twiddled his cap in his hands
and smiled weakly.

“I thought p’rapsas you'd like me to come
round and wait at table, and help with the
knives and boots and such-like,” he said,
softly. “ Ann is agreeable.”

“Get out of the house,” said the captain
in quiet, measured tones.

Mr. Wilks went, but on his way to the
gate he picked up three pieces of paper
which had blown into the garden, weeded
two pieces of grass from the path, and care-
fully removed a dead branch from a laurel
facing the window. He would have done
more but for an imperative knocking on the
glass, and he left the premises sadly, putting
his collection of rubbish over the next garden
fence as he passed it.

But the next day the captain’s boots bore
such a polish that he was able to view his
own startled face in them, and at dinner-time
the brightness of the knives was so con-
spicuous that Mrs. Kingdom called Ann in
for the purpose of asking her why she didn’t
always do them like that. Her brother ate
his meal in silence, and going to his room
afterwards discovered every pair of boots
he possessed, headed by the tall sea-boots,

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

standing in a nicely graduated line by the
wall, and all shining their hardest.

For two days did Mr. Wilks do good by
stealth, leaving Ann to blush to find it fame ;
but on the third day at dinner, as the captain
took up his knife and fork to carve, he
became aware of a shadow standing behind
his chair. A shadow in a blue coat with
metal buttons, which, whipping up the first
plate carved, carried it to Mrs. Kingdom,
and then leaned against her with the vegetable
dishes. The dishes clattered a little on his
arm as he helped the captain, but the latter,
after an impressive pause and a vain attempt
to catch the eye of Mr. Wilks, which was
intent upon things afar off, took up the spoon
and helped himself. From the unwonted
silence of Miss Nugent in the presence of
anything unusual it was clear to him that
the whole thing had been carefully arranged.
He ate in silence, and a resolution to kick
Mr. Wilks off the premises vanished before
the comfort, to say nothing of the dignity,
afforded by his presence. Mr. Wilks, some-
what reassured, favoured Miss Nugent with
a wink to which, although she had devoted
much time in trying to acquire the art, she
endeavoured in vain to respond.

It was on the day following this that Jack
Nugent, at his sister’s instigation, made an
attempt to avenge the family honour. Miss
Nugent, although she treated him with scant
courtesy herself, had a touching faith in his
prowess, a faith partly due to her brother
occasionally showing her his bicep muscles
in moments of exaltation.

“There’s that horrid Jem Hardy,” she said,
suddenly, as they walked along the road.

“So it is,” said Master Nugent, but without
any display of enthusiasm.

“ Halloa, Jack,” shouted Master Hardy
across the road.

“ Halloa,” responded the other.

“ He’s going to fight you,” shrilled Miss
Nugent, who thought these amenities ill-
timed; ** he said so.”

Master Hardy crossed the road.
for ?” he demanded, with surprise.

“ Because you’re a nasty, horrid boy,”
replied Miss Nugent, drawing herself up.

“Oh,” said Master Hardy, blankly.

The two gentlemen stood regarding each
other with uneasy grins; the lady stood by
in breathless expectation. The suspense
became painful.

“Who are you staring at?” demanded
Master Nugent, at last.

“You,” replied the other; “who are you
staring at ?”

“ What
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“You,” said Master Nugent, defiantly.

There was a long interval, both gentlemen
experiencing some difficulty in working up
suffictent  heat
for the engage-
ment.

“You hit me
and see what
you'll get,” said
Master Hardy,
at length.

“You hit
me,” said the
other.

“Cowardy,
cowardy cus-
tard,” chanted
the well - bred
Miss Nugent,
“ate his mo-
ther’s mustard.
Cowardy, cow-
ardy cus "

“Why don’t
you send that
kid home?” de-
manded Master
Hardy, eyeing
the fair songster
with strong dis-
favour.

“You leave
mysister alone,”
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She hid her face for a moment, and
when she looked again Jack was on the
ground, and Master Hardy just rising from
his prostrate
body. Then
Jack rose slowly
and, crossing
over to her, bor-
rowed her hand-
kerchief and
applied it with
great tenderness
to his nose.

“Does it
hurt, Jack?”
she inquired,
anxiously.

“No,” growled
her brother.

He threw
down the hand-
kerchief and
turned to his
opponent again;
Miss Nugent,
who was careful
about her pro-
perty, stooped
to recover it,
and immedi-
ately found her-
self involved in
a twisting tangle

said the other, P S of legs, from
giving him a “ THE SUSPENSE BECAME PAINFUL.” which she es-
light tap on the caped by a
shoulder. “There’s your coward’s blow.” miracle to see Master Hardy cuddling her

Master Hardy made a ceremonious return.
“ There’s yours,” he said. “Let’s go behind
the church.”

His foe assented, and they proceeded in
grave silence to a piece of grass screcned by
trees, which stood between the church and
the beach. Here they removed their coats
and rolled up their shirt-sleeves. Things look
different out of doors, and to Miss Nugent
the arms of both gentlemen seemed some-
what stick-like in their proportions.

The preliminaries were awful, both com-
batants prancing round each other with their
faces just peering above their bent right arms,
while their trusty lefts dealt vicious blows at
the air. Miss Nugent turned pale and
caught her breath at each blow, then she
suddenly reddened with wrath as James
Philip Hardy, bhaving paid his tribute to
science, began to hammer John Augustus
Nugent about the face in a most painful and
workmanlike fashion.

brother round the neck with one hand and
punching him as hard and as fast as he could
with the other. The unfairness of it mad-
dened her, and the¢ next moment Master
Hardy’s head was drawn forcibly backwards
by the hair. The pain was so excruciating
that he released his victim at once, and Miss
Nugent, emitting a series of terrified yelps,
dashed off in the direction of home, her hair
bobbing up and down on her shoulders, and
her small black legs in an ecstasy of motion.

Master Hardy, with no very well-defined
ideas of what he was going to do if he caught
her, started in pursuit. His scalp was still
smarting and his eyes watering with the pain
as he pounded behind her. Panting wildly
she heard him coming closer and closer, and
she was just about to give up when, to her
joy, she saw her father coming towards them.

Master Hardy, intent on his quarry, saw
him just in time, and, swerving into the road,
passed in safety as Miss Nugent flung herself
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Captain Hardy’s stock of patience was at
an end, and there was, moreover, a long and
undischarged account between himself and
his late skipper. He rose and crossed to the
door.

“Jem,” he cried, *come downstairs and
show Captain Nugent out.”

There was a breathless pause. Captain
Nugent ground his teeth with fury as he saw
the challenge, and realized the ridiculous posi-
tion into which his temper had led him ; and
the other, who was also careful of appearances,
repented the order the moment he had given
it. Matters had now, however, passed out of
their hands, and both men cast appraising
glances at each other’s form. The only one
who kept his head was Master Hardy, and it
was a source of considerable relief to both of
them when, from the top of the stairs, the
voice of that youthful Solomon was heard
declining in the most positive terms to do
anything of the kind.

Captain Hardy repeated his command.
The only reply was the violent closing of a
door at the top of the house, and after wait-
ing a short time he led the way to the front
door himself.

““You will regret your insolence before I
have done with you,” said his visitor, as he
paused on the step. “It’s the old story of
a beggar on horseback.”

“It’s a good story,” said Captain Hardy,
“but to my mind it doesn’t come up to the
one about Humpty-Dumpty. Good-night.”

CHAPTER IIL

IF anything was wanted to convince
Captain Nugent that his action had been
foolish and his language intemperate it was
borne in upon him by the subsequent
behaviour of Master Hardy. Generosity is
seldom an attribute of youth, while egotism,
on the other hand, is seldom absent. So far
from realizing that the captain would have
scorned such lowly game, Master Hardy
believed that he lived for little else, and his
Jack-in-the-box ubiquity was .a constant
marvel and discomfort to that irritable
mariner. Did he approach a seat on the
beach, it was Master Hardy who rose
(at the last moment) to make room for
him. Did he stroll down to the harbour,
it was in the wake of a small boy looking
coyly at him over his shoulder. Every
small alley as he passed seemed to con-
tain a Jem Hardy, who whizzed out like
a human firework in front of him, and then
followed dancing on his toes a pace or two
in his rear.
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This was on week-days; on the Sabbath
Master Hardy’s daring ingenuity led him to
still further flights. All the seats at the
parish church were free, but Captain Nugent,
whose admirable practice it was to take his
entire family to church, never thoroughly
realized how free they were until Master
Hardy squeezed his way in and, taking a seat
next to him, prayed with unwonted fervour
into the interior of a new hat, and then sitting
back watched with polite composure the
efforts of Miss Nugent’s family to restrain her
growing excitement.

Charmed with the experiment, he repeated
it the following Sunday. This time he
boarded the seat from the other end, and
seeing no place by the captain, took one, or
more correctly speaking made one, between
Miss Nugent and Jack, and despite the
former’s elbow began to feel almost like one
of the family. Hostile feelings vanished, and
with an amiable smile at the half-frantic Miss
Nugent he placed a “bull's-eye ” of great
strength in his cheek, and leaning forward for
a hymn-book left one on the ledge in front of
Jack. A double-distilled perfume at once
assailed the atmosphere.

Miss Nugent sat dazed at his impudence,
and for the first time in her life doubts as to
her father’s capacity stirred within her. She
attempted the poor consolation of an *acid
tablet,” and it was at once impounded by the
watchful Mrs. Kingdom. Meantime the reek
of “ bull’s-eyes ” was insufferable.

The service seemed interminable, and all
that time the indignant damsel, wedged in
between her aunt and the openly-exultant
enemy of her House, was compelled to
endure in silence. She did indeed attempt
one remark, and Master Hardy, with a
horrified expression of outraged piety, said
“ H’sh,” and shook his head at her. It was
almost more than flesh and blood could bear,
and when the unobservant Mrs. Kingdom
asked her for the text on the way home
her reply nearly cost her the loss of her
dinner.

The Congueror, under its new commander,
sailed on the day following. Mr. Wilks
watched it from the quay, and the new
steward observing him came to the side, and
holding aloft an old pantry-cloth between his
finger and thumb until he had attracted his
attention, dropped it overboard with every
circumstance of exaggerated horror. By the
time a suitable retort had occurred to the
ex-steward the steamer was half a mile
distant, and the extraordinary and unnatural
pantomime in which he indulged on the edge
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‘ MR, WILKS WATCHED IT FROM THE QUAY."”

of the quay was grievously misinterpreted by
a nervous man in a sailing-boat.

Master Hardy had also seen the ship out,
and, perched on the extreme end of the
breakwater, he remained watching until she
was hull down on the horizon. Then he
made his way back to the town and the
nearest confectioner, and started for home
just as Miss Nugent, who was about to pay a
call with her aunt, waited, beautifully dressed,
in the front garden while that lady completed
her preparations.

Feeling very spick and span, and still a
trifle uncomfortable from the vigorous atten-
tions of Ann, who cleansed her as though
she had been a doorstep, she paced slowly
up and down the path. Upon these occasions
of high dress a spirit of Sabbath calm was
wont to descend upon her and save her from
escapades to which in a less severe garb she
was somewhat prone.

She stopped at the gate and looked up
the road. Then her face flushed, and she
cast her eyes behind her to make sure that
the hall-door stood open. The hated scion
of the house of Hardy was coming down the
road, and, in view of that fact, she forgot all
clse—even her manners.

The boy, still fresh from the loss of his
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natural protector, kept a
wary eye on the house
as he approached. Then
all expression died out of
his face, and he passed
=—=- the gate, blankly ignoring
—— the small girl who was
leaning over it and appa-
rently suffering from
elephantiasis of the tongue.
He went by quietly, and
Miss Nugent, raging in-
wardly that she had mis-
behaved to no purpose,
withdrew her tongue for
more legitimate uses.

“ Boo,” she cried ; * who
had his hair pulled ?”
Master Hardy pursued the even tenor of
his way.

“Who's afraid to answer me for fear my
father will thrash him?” cried the dis-
appointed lady, raising her voice.

This was too much. The enemy retraced
his steps and came up to the gate.

“You're a rude little girl,” he said, with an
insufferably grown-up air.

“Who had his hair pulled ?” demanded
Miss Nugent, capering wildly; ‘who had
his hair pulled ?”

“Don’t be silly,” said Master Hardy.
“ Here.”

He put his hand in his pocket, and pro-
ducing some nuts offered them over the gate.
At this Miss Nugent ceased her capering,
and wrath possessed her that the enemy
should thus misunderstand the gravity of the
situation.

“ Well, give 'em to Jack, then,” pursued
the boy; “ he won’t say no.”

This was a distinct reflection on Jack’s
loyalty, and her indignation was not lessened
by the fact that she knew it was true.

“Go away from our gate,” she stormed.
“TIf my father catches you, you’ll suffer.”

“ Pooh ! ” said the dare-devil. He looked
up at the house and then, opening the gate,
strode boldly into the front garden. Before
this intrusion Miss Nugent retreated in alarm,
and gaining the doorstep gazed at him in
dismay. Then her face cleared suddenly,
and Master Hardy looking over his shoulder
saw that his retreat was cut off by Mr.
Wilks.

“ Don’t let him hurt me, Sam,” entreated
Miss Nugent, piteously.

Mr. Wilks came into the garden and closed
the gate behind him.

“ ] wasn’t going to hurt her,” cried Master
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Hardy, anxiously; “as if I should hurt a
rl ¥ »

& Wot are you doing in our front garden,

then'?” demanded Mr. Wilks.

He sprang forward suddenly and, catching
the boy by the collar with one huge hand,
dragged him, struggling violently, down the
side-entrance into the back garden. Miss
Nugent, following close behind, sought to
improve the occasion.

“See what you get by coming into our
garden,” she said.

The victim made no reply. He was
writhing strenuously in order to frustrate Mr.
Wilks’s evident desire to arrange him com-
fortably for the administration of the stick he
was carrying. Satisfied at last, the ex-steward
raised his weapon, and for some seconds
plied it briskly. Miss Nugent trembled, but
sternly repressing sympathy for the sufferer,
was pleased that the long arm of justice had
at last overtaken him.

“Let him go now, Sam,” she said;
crying.”

“I’m nat,” yelled Master Hardy, frantically.

“] can see the tears,” declared Miss
Nugent, bending.

Mr. Wilks plied the rod again until his
victim, with a sudden turn, fetched him a vio-
lent kick on the shin and broke loose. The
ex-steward set off in pursuit, somewhat handi-
capped by the fact that he dare not go over
flower-beds, whilst Master Hardy was singu-
larly free from such prejudices. Miss Nugent
ran to the side-entrance to cut off his retreat.
She was willing for him to be released, but
not to escape, and so it fell out that the boy,
dodging beneath Mr. Wilks's outspread arms,
charged blindly up the side-entrance and
bowled the young lady over. There was a
shrill squeal, a flutter of white, and a neat
pair of button boots waving in the air. Then
Miss Nugent, sobbing piteously, rose from
the puddle into which she had fallen and
surveyed her garments. Mr. Wilks surveyed
them, too, and a very cursory glance was
sufficient to show him that the case was
beyond his powers. He took the outraged
damsel by the hand, and led her, howling
lustily, in to the horrified Ann.

* My word,” said she, gasping. * Look at
your gloves ! Look at your frock !”

But Miss Nugent was looking at her
knees. There was only a slight redness
about the left, but from the right a piece of
skin was indubitably missing. This knee she
gave Ann instructions to foment with fair
water of a comfortable temperature, indulging
in satisfied prognostications as to the fate of

“he’s
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Master Hardv when her father should see
the damage.

The news, when the captain came homne,
was broken to him by degrees. He was first
shown the flower-beds by Ann, then Mrs.
Kingdom broughtin various soiled garments,
and at the psychological moment his daughter
bared her knees.

“What will you do to him, father?” she
inquired.

The captain ignored the question in favour
of a few remarks on the subject of his
daughter’s behaviour, coupled with stern
inquiries as to where she learnt such tricks.
In reply Miss Nugent sheltered herself
behind a list which contained the names of
all the young gentlemen who attended her
kindergarten class and many of the young
ladies, and again inquired as to the fate of
her assailant.

Jack came in soon after, and the indefatig-
able Miss Nugent produced her knees again.
She had to describe the injury to the left,
but the right spoke for itself. Jack gazed at
it with indignation, and then, without waiting
for his tea, put on his cap and sallied out
again.

He returned an hour later, and instead of
entering the sitting-room went straight up-
stairs to bed, from whence he sent down
word by the sympathetic Ann that he was
suffering from a bad headache, which he
proposed to treat with raw meat applied to
the left eye. His nose, which was apparently
suffering from sympathetic inflammation, he
left to take care of itself, that organ bitterly
resenting any treatment whatsoever.

He described the battle to Kate and Ann
the next day, darkly ascribing his defeat to a
mysterious compound which Jem Hardy was
believed to rub into his arms; to a foolish
error of judgment at the beginning of the
fray, and to the sun which shone persistently
in his eyes all the time. His audience
received the explanations in chilly silence.

“And he said it was an accident he
knocked you down,” he concluded ; * he said
he hoped you weren’t hurt, and he gave me
some toffee for you.”

“ What did you do with it?” demanded
Miss Nugent.

“1 knew you wouldn’t have it,” replled her
brother, mconsequently, “and there wasn't
much of it.”

His sister regarded him sharply.

“You don’t mean to say you ateit?” she
screamed.

“ Why not?” demanded her brother
wanted comforting, I can tell you.”

“I
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“I wonder you were not too—too proud,”
said Miss Nugent, bitterly.

“I’'m never too proud to eat toffee,”
retorted Jack, simply.

He stalked off in dudgeon at the lack of
sympathy displayed by his audience, and
being still in need of comforting sought 1t
amid the raspberry-canes.

His father noted his son’s honourable
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scars, but made no comment.” As to any
action on his own part, he realized to the full
the impotence of a law-abiding and dignified
citizen when confronted by lawless youth
But Master Hardy came to church no more.
Indeed, the following Sunday he was fully
occupied on the beach, enacting the part of
David, after first impressing the raving Mr.
Wilks into that of Goliath.

(7o be continued.)
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irregular intervals, and were eagerly perused
by Mrs. Kingdom and Kate, but the captain
forbade all mention of him. Then they
ceased altogether, and after a year or two of
unbroken silence Mrs. Kingdom asserted
herself, and a photograph in her possession,
the only one extant, exposing the missing
Jack in petticoats and sash, suddenly appeared
on the drawing-room mantelpiece.

The captain stared, but made no com-
ment. Ihsappointed in his son, he turned
for consolation to his daughter, noting with
some concern the unaccountable changes
which that young lady underwent during his
absences. He noticed a difference after
every voyage. He left behind him on one
occasion a nice trim little girl, and returned
to find a creature all legs and arms. He
returned again and found the arms less
obnoxious and the legs hidden by a long
skirt ; and as he complained in secret
astonishment to his sister, she had developed
a motherly manner in her dealings with him
which was almost unbearable.

“She’ll grow out of it soon,” said Mrs.
Kingdom ; * you wait and see.”

The captain growled and waited, and found
his sister’s prognostications partly fulfilled.
The exuberance of Miss Nugent’s manner
was certainly modified by time, but she
developed instead a quiet, unassuming habit
of authority which he liked as little.

“She gets made such a fuss of, it'’s no
wonder,” said Mrs. Kingdom, with a satisfied
smile. “I never heard of a girl getting
as much attention as she does; it’s a wonder
her head isn’t turned.”

“Eh!” said the startled captain; *“she’d
better not let me see anything of it.”

“ Just so,” said Mrs. Kingdom.

The captain dwelt on these words and
kept his eyes open, and, owing to his
daughter’s benevolent efforts on his behalf,
had them fully occupied. He went to sea
firmly convinced that she would do some-
thing foolish in the matrimonial line, the
glowing terms in which he had overheard her
describing the charms of the new postman to
Mrs. Kingdom filling him with the direst
forebodings.

It was his last voyage. An unexpected
windfall from an almost forgotten uncle and
his own investments had placed him in a
position of modest comfort, and just before
Miss Nugent reached her twentieth birthday
he resolved to spend his declining days
ashore and give her those advantages of
parental attention from which she had been
so long debarred.

Mr. Wilks, to the inconsolable grief of his
shipmates, left with him. He had been for
nearly a couple of years in receipt of an
annuity purchased for him under the will of
his mother, and his defection left a gap never
to be filed among comrades who had for
some time regarded him in the light of an
improved drinking fountain.

CHAPTER V.

ON a fine afternoon, some two months
after his release from the toils of the sea,
Captain Nugent sat in the special parlour of
the Goblets. The old inn offers hospitality
to all, but one parlour has by ancent tradv
tion and the exercise of self-restraint and
proper feeling been from time immemorial
reserved for the é/i7e of the town.

The captain, confident in the security of
these unwritten regulations, conversed freely
with his peers. He had been moved to
speech by the utter absence of discipline
ashore, and from that bad wandered to the
growing evil of revolutionary ideas at sea.
His remarks were much applauded, and two
brother-captains listened with grave respect
to a disquisiion on the wrongs of ship-
masters ensuing on the fancied rights of
sailor-men, the only discordant note being
struck by the harbour-master, a man whose
ideas had probably been insidiously sapped
by a long residence ashore.

“ A man before the mast,” said the latter,
fortifying his moral courage with whisky, “is
a human being.”

“ Nobody denies it,” said Captain Nugent,
looking round.

One captain agreed with him.

“Why don’t they act like it, then?”
demanded the other.

Nugent and the first captain, struck by the
remark, thought they had perhaps been too
hasty in their admission, and waited for
number two to continue. They eyed him
with silent encouragement.

“Why don’t they act like it, then?” re-
peated number two, who, being a man of
few ideas, was not disposed to waste
them.

Captain Nugent and his friend turned to
the harbour-master to see how he would
meet this poser.

“They mostly do,” he replied, sturdily.
“Treat a seaman well, and he'll treat you
well.”

This was rank heresy, and moreover seemed
to imply something. Captain Nugent won-
dered dismally whether life ashore would
infect him with the same opinions.
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again and, more softly still, quitted the pre-
cincts of the Goblets, and stepped across the
road to his emporiam.

Captain Nugent, in happy ignomance of the
dark designs of the wardrobe dealer, had
also gone home. He was only just begin-
ning to realize the comparative unim
of a retired shipmaster, and the knowledge
was a source of considerable annoyance to
him.  No deferential mates listened respect-
fully to his instructions, no sturdy seamen
ran to execute his commands or trembled
mutinously at his wrath. The only person
in the wide world who stood in awe of him
was the general servant Bella, and she made
no attempt to conceal her satisfaction at the
attention excited by her shortcomings.

He paused a moment at the gate and then,
walking slowly up to the doar, gave it the
knock of a master. A full minute
he knocked again, remembering with some
misgivings his stern instroctions of the day
before that the door was to be attended by
the servant and by nobody else. He had
seen Miss Nugent sitting at the window as he
passed it, but in the circumstances the fact
gave him no comfort. A third knock was
followed by a fourth, and then a distressed
voice upstcirs was heard calling wildly upon
the name of Bella.

At the fifth kpock the house shook, and a
red-faced mnaid with her shoulders veiled in a
large damp towel passed bastily down the
saircase and, slipping the catch, pased
more bastily still upstairs agam, affording the
mdxgmmmptzmaghmpseofadmrtmmed
skirt as it turned the landing.

“Is there any management at all in this
house ?” he inquired, as he entered the
room.

“Bella was dressing,” said Miss Nugent,
calmly, “and you gave orders yesterday that
nobody else was to open the door.”

“Nobody e¢lse when she’s available,”
qualified her father, eyeing her sharply.
“When I give orders I expect people to use
their comunon semse. Why isn’t my tea
ready? It's five o'clock.”

“The clock’s twenty minutes fast,” said
Kate.

“ Who’s been meddling with it ? ” demanded
her father, verifying the fact by his watch.

Miss Nugent shook her head. *It’s
gained that since you regulated it last
night,” she said, with a sniile.

The captain threw himself into an easy-
chair, and with one eye on the clock waited
until, at five minutes to the hour by the right
ume, a clatter of crockery sounded from the

kitchen, and Bella, still damp, came in with
the tray. Her eye was also on the clock,
and she smirked weakly in the captain’s
direction as she saw that she was at least two
minutes ahead of time. At a minute to the
hour the teapot itself was on the tray, and
the heavy breathing of the handmaiden in
the kitchen was audible to allL

“ Punctual to the minute, John,” said Mrs.
Kingdom, as she took her seat at the tray.
“It’'s wonderful how that girl has improved
since you've been at home. She isn't like
the same girl.”

She raised the teapot and, after pouring out
a little of the contents, put it down again and
gave it another two minutes. At the ead of
that time, the colour being of the same un-
satisfactory paleness, she set the pot down
and was about to raise the lid when an
avalanche burst into the room and, emptying
some tea into the pot from a canister-lid,
beat a hasty retreat.

“Good tea and well-trained servaats,”
muttered the captain to his plate. “ What
more can a man want ?”’

Mrs. Kingdom coughed and passed his
cup ; Miss Nugent, who possessed a heaithy
appetite, serenely attacked her twead and
butter ; conversation languished.

“1 suppose you’ve heard the news, John?”
said his sister.

“ ] daresay I have,” was the reply.

“Strange he should come back after all
these years,” said Mrs. Kingdom ; * though,
to be sure, I don’t know why he shouldn’t
I’s his native place, and his father lives
here.”

“Who are you talking about?” inquired
the captain.

“Why, James Hardy,” replied his sister.
“I thought you said you had heard He’s
coming back to Sunwich and going into
partnership with old Swann, the shipbroker.
A very good thing for him, I should think.”

“1'm not interested in the doings of the
Hardys,” said the captam, grufily.

“I’m sure I'm not,” said his sister, defen-
sively.

Captain Nugent proceeded with his meal
in silence. His hatred of Hardy had not
been lessened by the success which had
attended that gentleman’s career, and was not
likely to be improved by the well-being of
Hardy junior. He passed his cup up for
some more tea, and, with a furtive glance at
the photograph on the mantelpiece, wondered
what had happened to his own son.

“I don't suppose I should know him if I
saw him,” continued Mrs. Kingdom, address-
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est and prettiest girls in Sunwich regard me
as a sort of second father.”

“What’s a second father?” inquired Jem,
looking up—** a grandfather ? ”

“Go your own way,” said the other; “I
wash my hands of you. You're not in
eanest, or you’d clutch at any straw. But
lt me give you one word of advice. Be
areful how you get hold of the old lady;
let her understand from the commencement
that it isn’t her.”

Mr. Hardy went on with his work. There
was a pile of it in front of him and an
accumulation in his drawers. For some time
be wrote assiduously, but work was dry after
the subject they had been discussing. He
looked over at his partner and, seeing tbat
that gentleman was gravely busy, re-opened
the matter with a jeer.

“Old maids always know most about rear-
ing children,” he remarked ; “so I suppose
old bachelors, looking down on life from
the top shelf, think they know most about
marriage.”

“I wash my hands of you,” repeated the
senior, placidly. “I am not to be taunted
into rendering first aid to the wounded.”

The conscience-stricken junior lost his pre-
sence of mind. “Who's trying to taunt
you?” he demanded, hotly. ‘“ Why, you'd
do more harm than good.”

“Put a bandage round the head instead
of the heart, I expect,” assented the chuckl-
ing Swann. ¢ Top shelf, I think you said;
well, I cimbed there for safety.”

“You must have been much run after,”
said his partner.

“I was,” said the other. “1I suppose
that's why it is I am always so interested in
these affairs. I have helped to marry so
many people in this place, that I'm almost
afraid to stir out after dark.”

Hardy’s reply was interrupted by the en-
tance of Mr. Edward Silk, a young man of
forlorn aspect, who combined in his person
the offices of messenger, cleaner, and office-
boy to the firm. He brought in some letters,
and placing them on Mr. Swann’s desk
retired.

“There’s another,” said the latter, as the
door closed. “His complaint is Amelia
Kybird, and he’s got it badly. She’s big
enough to eat him, but I believe that they
are engaged. Perseverance has done it in
his case. e used to go about like a blighted
fower——»

I am rather busy,” his partner reminded

m.

Mr. Swann sighed and resumed his own
Vol xxii.—24.
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labours. For some time both men wrote in
silence. Then the elder suddenly put his

pen down and hit his desk a noisy thump
with his fist.

“T've got it,” he said, briskly; ‘apologize
humbly for all your candour, and I will give
you a piece of information which shall
brighten your dull eyes, raise the corners of
your drooping mouth, and renew once more
the pink and cream in your youthful
cheeks.” :

“Look here "
Hardy.

“Samson Wilks,” interrupted Mr. Swann,
“number three, Fullalove Alley, at home
Fridays, seven to nine, to the daughter of his
late skipper, who always visits him on that
day. Don’t thank me, Hardy, in case you
break down. She’s a very nice girl, and if she
had been born twenty years earlier, or I had
been born twenty years later, or you hadn’t
been born at all, there’s no saying what might
not have happened.”

“When I want you to interfere in my
business,” said Hardy, working sedulously,
“T’Il let you know.”

“Very good,” replied Swann; “still, re-
member Thursdays, seven to nine.”

“ Thursdays,” said Hardy, incautiously;
“why, you said Fridays just now.”

Mr. Swann made no reply. His nose was
immersed in the folds of a large handkerchief,
and his eyes watered profusely behind his
glasses. 1t was some minutes before he had
regained his normal composure, and even
then the sensitive nerves of his partner
were offended by an occasional belated
chuckle.

Although by dint of casual and cautious
inquiries Mr. Hardy found that his partner’s
information was correct, he was by no means
guilty of any feelings of gratitude towards
him; and he only glared scornfully when
that excellent but frivolous man mounted a
chair on Friday afternoon, and putting the
clock on a couple of hours or so, urged him
to be in time.

The evening, however, found him starting
slowly in the direction of Fullalove Alley.
His father had gone to sea again, and the
house was very dull; moreover, he felt a
mild curiosity to see the changes wrought by
time in Mr. Wilks. He walked along by the
sea, and as the church clock struck the three-
quarters turned into the alley and looked
eagerly round for the old steward.

The labours of the day were over, and the
inhabitants were for the most part out of
doors taking the air, . Shirt-sleeved house-

said the overwrought
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memory, but I have a most vivid recollec-
tion of you.”

Miss Nugent looked at him again, and an
idea, strange and incredible, dawned slowly
upon her. Childish impressions are lasting,
and Jem Hardy had remained in her mind
as a sort of youthful ogre. He sat before
her now a frank, determined-looking young
Englishman, in whose honest eyes admira-
tion of herself could not be concealed.
Indignation and surprise struggled for
supremacy.

“It’s odd,” remarked Mr. Wilks, who had
a happy knack at times of saying the wrong
thing, “it’s odd you should ’ave 'appened to
come just at the same time as Miss Kate
did.” :
“It’s my good fortune,” said Hardy, with
a slight bow. Then he cocked a malignant

eye at the innocent Mr. Wilks, and wondered-

at what age men discarded the useless habit
of blushing. Opposite him sat Miss Nugent,
calmly observant, the slightest suggestion of
disdain in her expression. Framed in the
queer, high-backed old chair which had
belonged to Mr. Wilks’s grandfather, she
made a picture at which Jem Hardy continued
to gaze with respectful ardour. A hopeless
sense of self-depreciation possessed him, but
the idea that Murchison should aspire to so
much goodness and beauty made him almost
despair of his sex. His reverie was broken
by the voice of Mr. Wilks.

“ A quarter to eight ?” said that gentleman
incredulously ; ““ it can’t be.”

“I thought it was later than that,” said
Hardy, simply.

Mr. Wilks gasped, and with a faint shake
of his head at the floor abandoned the thank-
less task of giving hints to a young man who
was too obtuse to see them ; and it was not
until some time later that Mr. Hardy, sorely
against his inclinations, gave his host a hearty
handshake and, with a respectful bow to
Miss Nugent, took his departure.

“Fine young man he’s growed,” said Mr.
Wilks, deferentially, turning to his remaining
visitor ; ¢ greatly improved, I think.”

Miss Nugent looked him over critically
before replying.  “ He seems to have taken
a great fancy to you,” she remarked.

Mr. Wilks smiled a satisfied smile. “He
came to ask my advice about business,” he
said, softly. *“He’s ’card two or three speak
o’ me as knowing a thing or two, and being
young, and just starting, ’e came to talk it
over with me. I never see a young man so
pleased and ready to take advice as wot
he is.”

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

“ He is coming again for more, 1 suppose ?”
said Miss Nugent, carelessly.

Mr. Wilks acquiesced. ‘“And he asked
me to go over to his ’ouse to smoke a pipe
with ’im on Tuesday,” he added, in the
casual manner in which men allude to their
aristocratic connections. “ He’s a bit lonely,
all by himself.”

Miss Nugent said, “Indeed,” and then,
lapsing into silence, gave little occasional
side-glances at Mr. Wilks, as though in search
of any hidden charms about him which
might hitherto have escaped her.

At the same time Mr. James Hardy,
walking slowly home by the edge of the sea,
pondered on further ways and means of
ensnaring the affections of the ex-steward.

CHAPTER VIL

THE anticipations of Mr. Wilks were more
than realized on the following Tuesday.
From the time a trim maid showed him into
the smoking-room until late at night, when
he left, a féted and honoured guest, with one
of his host’s best cigars between his teeth,
nothing that could yield him any comfort
was left undone. In the easiest of easy
chairs he sat in the garden beneath the leafy
branches of apple trees, and undiluted
wisdom and advice flowed from his lips in a
stream as he beamed delightedly upon his
entertainer.

Their talk was mainly of Sunwich and
Sunwich people, and it was an easy step
from these to Equator Lodge. On that
subject most people would have found the
ex - steward somewhat garrulous, but Jem
Hardy listened with great content, and even
brought him back to it when he showed
signs of wandering. Altogether Mr. Wilks
spent one of the pleasantest evenings of
his life, and, returning home in a slight
state of mental exhilaration, severely exer-
cised the tongues of Fullalove Alley by
a bearing considered incompatible with his
station.

Jem Hardy paid a return call on the
following Friday, and had no cause to com-
plain of any lack of warmth in his reception.
The ex-steward was delighted to sec him, and
after showing him various curios picked up
during his voyages, took him to the small
yard in the rear festooned with scarlet-
runner beans, and gave him a chair in full
view of the neighbours.

“I'm the only visitor to-night?” said
Hardy, after an hour’s patient listening and
waiting.

Mr. Wilks nodded casually. ¢ Miss Kate
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“That’'s me,” said young Nugent, cheer-
fully ; “I should have known you anywhere,
Kybird : same old face, same old voice,
same old shirt-sleeves.”

“’Ere, come now,” objected the shop-
keeper, shortening his arm and squinting
along it.

“I should have known you anywhere,”
continued the other, mournfully ; “and here
I've thrown up a splendid berth and come all
the way from Australia just for one glimpse
of Miss Kybird, and she doesn’t know me.
When I die, Kybird, you will find the word
‘Calais’ engraven upon my heart.”

Mr. Kybird said, “Oh, indeed.” HIS
daughter tossed her head and bade Mr.
Nugent take his nonsense to people who
mlght like it.

“Last time I see you,” said Mr. Kybird,
pursmg up his lips and gazing at the counter
in an effort of memory ; “last time I see you
was one fifth o’ November when you an’
another bright young party was going about
in two suits o’ oilskins wot I'd been ’unting
for ’igh and low all day long.”

Jack Nugent sighed. “ They were happy
times, Kybird.”

“ Might ha’ been for you,” retorted the
other, his temper rising a little at the remem-
brance of his wrongs.

“ Have you come home for good?”
inquired Miss Kybird, curiously. ‘ Have
you seen your father? He passed here a
little while ago.”

“I saw him,” said Jack, with a brevity
which was not lost upon the astute Mr.
Kybird. “I may stay in Sunwich, and I
may not—it all depends.”

“Youre not going ’ome?”
Kybird.

[{3 NO-”

The shopkeeper stood considering. He
had a small room to let at the top of his
house, and he stood divided between the
fear of not getting his rent and the joy to a
man fond of simple pleasures, to be obtained
by dunning the arrogant Captain Nugent for
his son’s debts. Before he could arrive at a
decision his meditations were interrupted by
the entrance of a stout, sandy-haired lady
from the back parlour, who, having con-
quered his scruples against matrimony some
thirty years before, had kept a particularly
wide-awake eye upon him ever since.

“Your tea’s a-gettin’ cold,” she remarked,
severely.

Her husband received the news with
calmness. He was by no means an enthu-
siast where that liquid was concerned, the

said Mr.
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admiration evoked by its non -inebriating
qualities having been always something in
the nature of a mystery to him.

“I'm coming,” - he retorted; “I'm just
’aving a word with Mr. Nugent ’ere.”

“Well, I never did,” said the stout lady,
coming farther into the shop and regarding
the visitor. “I shouldn’t ’ave knowed ’im.
If you'd asked me who ’e was I couldn’t ha’
told you—I shouldn’t ’ave knowed ’im from
Adam.”

Jack shook his head. “It’s hard to be
forgotten like this,” he said, sadly. *“Even
Miss Kybird had forgotten me, after all that
had passed between us.”

“Eh?” said Mr. Kybird.

*“Oh, don’t take any notice of him,” said
his daughter. “I'd like to see myself.”

Mr. Kybird paid no heed. He was still
thinking of the son of Captain Nugent being
indebted to him for lodging, and the more he
thought of the idea the better he liked it.

“Well, now you're ’ere,” he said, with a
great assumption of cordiality, ‘“why not
come in and ’ave a cup o’ tea?”

The other hesitated a moment and then,
with a light laugh, accepted the offer. He
followed them into the small and untidy
back parlour, and being requested by his
hostess to squeeze in next to ’Melia at the
small round table, complied so literally with
the order that that young lady complained
bitterly of his encroachments.

“And where do you think of sleeping
to-night ?” inquired Mr. Kybird after his
daughter had, to use her own expressive
phrase, shown the guest “ his place.”

Mr. Nugent shook his head. “1 shall get
a lodging somewhere,” he said, airily.

“There's a room upstairs as you might
’ave if you liked,” said Mr. Kybird, slowly.
“It’s been let to a very respectable, clean
young man for half a crown a week. Really
it ought to be three shillings, but if you like
to ’ave it at the old price, you can.”

“ Done with you,” said the other.

“No doubt you’ll soon get something to
do,” continued Mr. Kybird, more in answer
to his wife’s inquiring glances than anything
else. “ Half a crown every Saturday and the
room’s yours.”

Mr. Nugent thanked him, and after making
a tea which caused Mr. Kybird to congratu-
late himself upon the fact that he hadn’t
offered to board him, sat regaling Mrs.
Kybird and daughter with a recital of his
adventures in Australia, receiving in return a
full and true account of Sunwich and its
people up to date.
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“That’s how you encourage him,” said her
daughter ; “no wonder he doesn’t behave.
No wonder he acts as if the whole place
Lelongs to him.”

The remark was certainly descriptive of
Mr. Nugent’s behaviour. His easy assurance
and affability had already made him a prime
favourite with Mrs. Kybird, and had not
been without its effect upon her daughter.
The constrained and severe company manners
of Mr. Edward Silk showed up but poorly
beside those of the paying guest, and Miss
Kybird had on several occasions drawn
comparisons which would have rendered
both gentlemen uneasy if they had known
of them.

Mr. Nugent carried the same easy good-
fellowship with him the following week when,
neatly attired in a second-hand suit from Mr.
Kybird’s extensive stock, he paid a visit to
Jem Hardy to talk over old times and discuss
the future.

“You ought to make friends with your
father,” said the latter ; ‘it only wants a little
common sense and mutual forbearance.”

“That’s all,” said Nugent; “sounds easy
enough, doesn’t it? No, all he wants is for
me to clear out of Sunwich, and I’m not
going to—until it pleases me, at any rate.
It’s poison to him for me to be living at the
Kybirds’ and pushing a trolley down on the
quay. Talk about love sweetening toil, that
does.”

Hardy changed the subject, and Nugent,
nothing loth, discoursed on his wanderings
and took him on a personally conducted
tour through the continent of Australia.
‘“And I've come back to lay my bones in
Sunwich Churchyard,” he concluded, patheti-
cally ; “that is, when 1've done with 'em.”

“A lot of things'll happen before then,”
said Hardy. '

“ 1 hope s0,” rejoined Mr. Nugent, piously;
“my desire is to be buricd by my weeping
greatgrandchildren.  In fact, I've left in-
structions to that effect in my will—all I have
left, by the way.”

“ You’re not going to keep on at this water-
side work, I suppose ?” said Hardy, making
another cflort to give the conversation a
serious turn.

“The foreman doesn’t think so,” replied
the other, as he helped himself to some
whisky; “he has made several remarks to
that effect lately.”

He leaned back in his chair and smoked
thoughtfully, by no means insensible to the
comfort of his surroundings. He had not
been in such comfortable quarters since he
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left home seven years before. He thought
of the untidy litter of the Kybirds’ back
parlour, with the forlorn view of the yard
in the rear. Something of his reflections he
confided to Hardy as he rose to leave.

“ But my market value is about a pound a
week,” he concluded, ruefully, “so I must
cut my coat to suit my cloth. Good-night.”

He walked home somewhat soberly at
first, but the air was cool and fresh and a
glorious moon was riding in the sky. He
whistled cheerfully, and his spirits rose as
various chimerical plans of making money
occurred to him. By the time he reached
the High Street, the shops of which were all
closed for the night, he was eaming five
hundred a year and spending a thousand.
He turned the handle of the door and,
walking in, discovered Miss Kybird entertain-
ing company in the person of Mr. Edward
Silk.

‘“ Halloa,” he said, airily, as he took a seat.
“ Don’t mind me, young people. Go on just
as you would if I were not here.”

Mr. Edward Silk grumbled something
under his breath ; Miss Kybird, turning to
the intruder with a smile of welcome, re-
marked that she had just thought of going
to sleep.

“Going to sleep?” repeated Mr. Silk,
thunderstruck.

“Yes,” said Miss Kybird, yawning.

Mr. Silk gazed at her, open-mouthed.
“ What, with me ’‘ere ?” he inquired, in
trembling tones.

“You’re not very lively company,” said
Miss Kybird, bending over her sewing. “I
don’t think you've spoken a word for the last
quarter of an hour, and before that you were
talking of death-warnings. Made my flesh
creep, you did.”

“Shame !” said Mr. Nugent.

“You didn't say anything to me about
your flesh creeping,” muttered Mr. Silk.

“You ought to have seen it creep,” inter-
posed Mr. Nugent, severely.

“I'm not talking to you,” said Mr. Silk,
turning on him; * when 1 want the favour of
remarks from you I’ll let you know.”

“ Don’t you talk to my gentlemen friends
like that, Teddy,” said Miss Kybird, sharply,
‘“ because I won’t have it. Why don’t you
try and be bright and cheerful like Mr.
Nugent?”

Mr. Silk turned and regarded that gentle-
man steadfastly ; Mr. Nugent meeting his
gaze with a pleasant smile and a low-voiced
offer to give him lessons at half a crown an
hour.
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such diversions for the future, and to look
for an alliance with some noble, open-handed
man with a large banking account and a
fondness for his wife’s relatives.

To Jem Hardy, who ventured on a
delicate remonstrance one evening, he was
less patient, and displayed a newly-acquired
dignity which was a source of considerable
embarrassment to that well-meaning gentle-
man. He even got up to search for his hat,
and was only induced to resume his seat by
the physical exertions of his host.

“] didn’t mean to be offensive,” said the
latter.

** But you were,” said the aggrieved man.

Hardy apologized.

“ Talk of that kind is a slight to my
future wife,” said Nugent, firmly. * Besides,
what business is it of yours?”

Hardy regarded him thoughtfully. It was
some time since he had seen Miss Nugent,
and he felt that he was losing valuable time.
He had hoped great things from the advent
of her brother, and now his intimacy seemed
worse than useless. He resolved to take him
into his confidence.

“1 spoke from selfish motives,” he said, at
last. “I wanted you to make friends with
your father again.”

“What for ? ” inquired the other, staring.

“To pave the way for me,” said Hardy,
raising his voice as he thought of his
wrongs ; ‘‘and now, owing to your con-
founded matrimonial business, that's all
knocked on the head. 1 wouldn’t care
whom you married if it didn’t interfere with
my affairs so.”

“Do you mean,” inquired the astonished
Mr. Nugent, “ that you want to be on friendly
terms with my father?”

(13 Y&"

Mr. Nugent gazed at him round - eyed.
“You haven’t had a blow on the head or
anything of that sort at any time, have you?”
he inquired.

Hardy shook his head impatiently. “ You
don’t seem to suffer from an excess of in-
tellect yourself,” he retorted. “I don’t want
to be offensive again, stili, I should think it
is pretty plain there is only one reason why
I should go out of my way to seek the society
of your father.”

“Say what you like about my intellect,”
replied the dutiful son, “but I can’t think
of even one-—not even a smali one. Not—
Good gracious! You don’t mean—you can’t
mm____”

Hardy looked at him.

“Not that,” said Mr. Nugent, whose

intellect had suddenly become painfully
acute —‘“ not Aer?” :

“ Why not ? ” inquired the other.

Mr. Nugent leaned back in his chair and
regarded him with an air of kindly interest.
“Well, there’s no need for you to worry
about my father for that,” he said ; ““ he would
raise no objection.”

“Ek?” said Hardy, starting up from his
chair. ’

“ He would welcome it,” said Mr. Nugent,
positively.  ““ There is nothing that he would
like better; and I don’t mind telling you a
secret—she likes you.”

Hardy reddened. * How do you know?”
he stammered.

“1 know it for a fact,” said the other, im-
pressively. ‘[ have heard her say so. But
you've been very plain-spoken about me,
Jem, so that I shall say what 1 think.”

“Do,” said his bewildered friend.

“1 think you'd be throwing yourself away,”
said Nugent; “to my mind it's a most un-
suitable match in every way. She’s go* no
money, no looks, no style. Nothing but a
good kind heart rather the worse for wear.
I suppose you know she’s been married
once ?”

“ What'” shouted the other. “Married?”

Mr. Nugent nodded. His face was per-
fectly grave, but the joke was beginning to
prey upon his vitals in a manner which
brooked no delay. :

“1 thought everybody knew it,” he said.
“We have never disguised the fact. Her
husband died twenty years ago last "

“Twenty——" said his suddenly en-
lightened listener. “ Who?—What ?”

Mr. Nugent, incapable of reply, put his
head on the table and beat the air frantically
with his hand, while gasping sobs rent his
tortured frame.

“ Dear—aunt,” he choked, ‘ how pleas-—'
pleased she'd be if—she knew. Don’t look
like that, Hardy. You’'ll kill me.”

“You seem amused,” said Hardy, between
his teeth.

“ And you’ll be Kate’s uncle,” said Mr.
Nugent, sitting up and wiping his eyes.
“ Poor little Kate.”

He put his head on the table again.
“And mine,” he wailed. “ Uncle Jemmy .- -
will you tip us half-crowns, nunky ? ”

Mr. Hardy’s expression of lofty scorn only
served to retard his recovery, but he sat up
at last and, giving his eyes a final wipe,
beamed kindly upon his victim.

“Well, Il do what I can for you,” he
observed, “ but I suppose you know Kate'’s
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Miss Nugent dropped info a chair and put
her feet on the fender. Her father eyed her
restlessly.

“] came here to speak to Sam about a
private matter,” he said, abruptly.

“ Private matter,” said his daughter, look-
ing round in surprise. * What about ?”

“ A private matter,” repeated Captain
Nugent. *“ Suppose you come in some other
time.”

Kate Nugent sighed and took her feet
from the fender. “Ill go and wait in the
kitchen,” she said, crossing to the door.

Both men protested. The captain because
it ill-assorted with his dignity for his daughter
to sit in the kitchen, and Mr. Wilks because
of the visitor already there. The face of the
steward, indeed, took on such extraordinary
expressions in bhis endeavour to convey
private information to the girl that she gazed
at him in silent amazement Then she
turned the handle of the door and, passing
through, closed it with a bang which was
final.

Mr. Wilks stood spellbound, but nothing
happened. There was no cry of surprise;
no hasty reappearance of an indignant Kate
Nugent. His features working nervously he

resumed his seat and gazed dutifully at his

superior officer.

“1 suppose you've heard that my son is
going to get married ?” said the latter.

“1 couldn’t help hearing of it, sir,” said
the steward in self defence —* nobody could.”

“ He's going to marry that yellow-headed
Jezebel of Kybird’s,” said the captain,
staring at the fire. '

Mr. Wilks murmured that he couldn’t
understand anybody liking yellow hair,
and, more than that, the general opinion
of the ladies in Fullalove Alley was that
it was dyed.

“I'm going to ship him on the Seadsrd,”
continued the captain. “She’ll probably
be away for a year or two, and, in the mean-
time, this girl will probably marry somebody
else. Especially if she doesn’t know what
has become of him. He can’t get into
mischief aboard ship.”

“No, sir,” said the wondering Mr. Wilks.
“Is Master Jack agreeable to going, sir?”

“That’s nothing to do with it,” said the
captain, sharply.

“ No, sir,” said Mr. Wilks, “ o’ course not.
I was only a sort o’ wondering how he was
going to be persuaded to go if ‘e ain’t.”

“‘T'hat’s what I came here about,” said the
other. *I want you to go and fix it up with
Nathan S:ith.”
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#“Do you want 'im to be crimped, sir?”
stammered Mr. Wilks. :

“1 want him shipped abcard the Seadird,”
returned the other, “and Smith’s the man to
do it.”

“It's a very hard thing to do in these
days, sir,” said Mr. Wilks, shaking his head.
“ What with signing on aboard the day before
the ship sails, and before the Board o’ Trade
officers, I'm sure it’s a wonder that anybody
gcas to sea at all.”

"“You leave that to Smith,” said the
captain, impatiently. “The Seabird sails on
Friday morning’s tide. Tell Smith Il
arrange to meet my son here on Thursday
night, and that he must have some liquor for
us and a fly waiting on the beach.”

Mr. Wilks wniggled: “ But what about
signing on, sir? ” he inquired.

“He won’t sign on,” said the captain,
‘“he’ll be a stowaway. Smith must get him
smuggled aloard, and bribe the hands to
let him lie hidden in the fo'c’s’'le.  The Sea-
bird won't put back to put him ashore.
Here is five pounds; give Smith two or
three now, and the remainder when the job

‘i1s dome.”

The steward took the money reluctantly
apd, plucking up his oourage, looked his

‘old master in the face.

“It’s a ’ard life afore the mast, sir,” he
said, slowly.

“ Rubbish ! ” was the reply. “Itll make
a man of him. Besides, what’s it got to do
with you?”

“I don’t care about the job, sir,” said
Mr. Wilks, bravely.

“ What's that got to do with it?”
demanded the other, frowning. *You go
and 6x it up with Nathan Smith as soon as
possible.”

Mr. Wilks shuffled his feet and strove
to remind himself that he was a gentleman of
independent means, and could please himself.

“'ve known ’im since he was a baby,”
he murmured, defiantly.

“1 don’t want to hear anything more from
you, Wilks,” said the captain, in a hard voice.
“Those are my orders, and you had better
see that they are carried out. My son will
be one of the first to thank you later on for
getting him out of such a mess.”

Mr. Wilks's brow cleared somewhat. “I
spose Miss Kate 'ud be pleased too,” he
remarked, hopefully.

“Of course she will,” said the captain.
*Now I look to you, Wilks, to manage this
thing properly. 1 wouldn’t trust anybody
else, and you've never disappointed me yet.”
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- %I don’t want one,” said the steward,
_fiercely ; “don’t you try none o’ your larks
‘ot me, Nathan Smith, cos I won't have
it-”'
s¢ “Lord love your ’art,” said the boarding
‘master, “I wouldn’t 'urt you. I'm on'y
acting under your orders now ; yours and the
captin’s. Itain’t in my reg'lar way o’ business
at all, but I'm so good-natured I can’t say
‘no.””

“Can’t say ‘no’ to five pounds, you
mean,” retorted Mr. Wilks, who by no
means relished these remarks.

“If I was getting as much out of it as
you are I'd be a ’appy man,” sighed Mr.
Smith.

“Me!” cried the other; “do you think
I'd take money for this—why, I'd sooner
starve, I'd sooner. ot are you a-tapping
your nose for?”

“Was I tapping it?” demanded Mr.

"Smith, in surprise.  “ Well, I didn’t know
it. I'm glad you told me.”

“You're quite welcome,” said the steward,
sharply. “Crimping ain’t in my line; I'd
sooner sweep the roads.”

‘“’Ear, ’ear,” exclaimed Mr. Smith, approv-
ingly. ‘“Ah! wot a thing it is to come acrost
an honest man. Wot a good thing it is for
the eyesight.”

He stared stonily somewhere in the direc-
tion of Mr. Wilks, and then blinking rapidly
shiclded his eyes with his hand as though
overcome by the sight of so much goodness.
The steward’s wrath rose at the performance,
and he glowered back at him until his eyes
watered.

“T'wenty past six,” said Mr. Smith, sud-
denly, as he fumbled in his waistcoat-pocket
and drew out a small folded paper. *It's
time ] made a start. I s’pose vou've got
some salt in the house? ”

‘“ Plenty,” said Mr. Wilks.

‘“ And beer ?” inquired the other.

‘“Yes, there is some beer,” said the steward.

“ Bring me a quart of it,” said the board-

- ing master, slowly and impressively. “1 want
it drawed in a china mug, with a nice foaming
‘ead on it.”

“Wot do you want it for?” inquired Mr.
Wilks, eyeing him very closely.

“ Bisness purposes,” said Mr. Smith. ¢ If
you're very good you shall see 'ow I do it.”

“Still the steward made no move. “I
thought you brought the stuff with you,” he

remarked.
- Mr. Smith looked at him with mild
" reproach. “ Are you managing this affair or

am I?” he inquired.
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The steward went out reluctantly, and
drawing a quart mug of beer set it down on
the table and stood watching his visitor.

“And now I want a spoonful o’ sugar, a
spoonful o' salt, and a spoonful o’ vinegar,”
said Mr. Smith. “ Make haste afore the ’ead
goes off of it.” :

Mr. Wilks withdrew grumbling, and came
back in a wonderfully short space of time
considering, with the articles required.

“‘Thankee,” said the other; “you ’ave
been quick. I wish I could move as
quick as you do. But you can take ’em

back now, I find I can do without ’em.”

“Where’s the beer?” demanded the
incensed Mr. Wilks; “ where’s the beer,
you underhanded swab?”

“I altered my mind,” said Mr. Smith,
“and not liking waste, and secing by your
manner that you've ’ad more than enough
already to-night, I drunk it. There isn't
another man in Sunwich I could ha’ played
that trick on, no, nor a boy neither.”

Mr. Wilks was about to speak, but,
thinking better of it, threw the three
spoons in the kitchen, and resuming his
seat by the fire sat with his back half
turned to his visitor.

“ Bright, cheerful young chap, ’e is,” said
Mr. Smith; “you’ve knowed ’im ever since
he was a baby, haven’t you?”

Mr. Wilks made no reply.

“The Congueror’s sailing to-morrow morn-
ing, too,” continued his tormentor; *his
father's old ship. ’'Ow strange it’ll seem to
Im following it out aboard a whaler. Life is
full o' surprises, Mr. Wilks, and wot a big
surprise it would be to you if you could ’ear
wot he says about you when he comes to ’is
senscs.”

“I’'m obeying orders,” growled the other.

“Quite right,” said Mr. Smith, approvingly,
as he drew a bottle of whisky from his bag
and placed it on the table. “Two glasses
and there we are. We don’t want any salt
and vinecar this time.”

Mr. Wilks turned a deaf ear. ‘‘But 'ow
are you going to manage so as to make one
silly and not the other?” he inquired.

“It’s a trade secret,” said the other; ‘but
I don’t mind telling you I sent the cap'n
something to take afore he comes, and I
shall be in your kitchen looking arter things.”

“] s’pose you know wot you're about?”
said Mr. Wilks, doubtfully.

“1 s’pose so,” rejoined the other. “Young
Nugent trusts you, and, of course, he’ll take
anything from your 'ouse. That's the beauty
of ’aving a character, Mr. Wilks; a good
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said Nugent, rising and pacing the room.
“I came here to meet my father. So far as
I remember I had one drink of whisky—
your whisky—and then I woke up in your
bedroom with a splitting headache and a
tongue like a piece of leather. Can you
account for it?”

Mr. Wilks shook his head again. *“I
wasn’t here,” he said, plucking up courage.
“Why not go an’ see your father? Seems
to me ’e is the one that would know most
about it.”

Mr. Nugent stood for a minute considering,
and then raising the latch of the door opened
it slowly and inhaled the cold morning air.
A subtle and delicate aroma of coffee and
herrings which had escaped from neighbour-
ing breakfast-tables invaded the room and
reminded him of an appetite. He turned to
go, but had barely quitted the step before he
saw Mrs. Kingdom and his sister enter the
alley. .

Mr. Wilks saw them too, and, turning if
anything a shade paler, supported himself by
the door-post. Kate Nugent quickened her
pace as she saw them, and, after a surprised
greeting to her brother, breathlessly informed
him that the captain was missing.

“Hasn’t been home all night,” panted
Mrs. Kingdom, joining them. “I don't
know what to think.”

They formed an excited little group round
the steward’s door, and Mr. Wilks, with an
instinctive feeling that the matter was one to
be discussed in private, led the way indoors.
He began to apologize for the disordered
condition of the room, but Jack Nugent,
interrupting him brusquely, began to relate
his own adventures of the past few hours.

Mrs. Kingdom listened to the narrative
with unexpected calmness. She knew the
cause of her nephew’s discomfiture. It was
the glass of whisky acting on a system
unaccustomed to alcohol, and she gave a
vivid and moving account of the effects of a
stiff glass of hot rum which she had once
taken for a cold. It was quite clear to her
that the captain had put his son to bed ; the
thing to discover now was where he had put
himself.

““Sam knows something about it,” said her
nephew, darkly; *there’s something wrong.”

“T know no more than a babe unborn,”
declared Mr. Wilks. “The last I see of the
cap’n 'e was a-sitting at this table opposite

ou.”

y “Sam wouldn’t hurt a fly,” said Miss

Nugent, with a-kind glance at her favourite.
“Well, where is the governor, then?”
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inquired her brother. “Why didn’t he go
home last night ? He has never stayed out
before.” "

“Yes, he has,” said Mrs. Kingdom, fold-
ing her hands in her lap. ‘ When you were
children. He came home at half-past eleven
next morning, and when I asked him where
he’d been he nearly bit my head off. I'd
been walking the floor all night, and I shall
never forget his remarks when he opened the
door to the police, who'd come to say they
couldn’t find him. Never.”

A ghostly grin flitted across the features of
Mr. Wilks, but he passed the back of his
hand across his mouth and became serious
again as he thought of his pdsition. He
was almost dancing with anxiety to get away
to Mr. Nathan Smith and ask for an ex-
planation of the proceedings of the night
before.

“TI'll go and have a look round for the
cap’n,” he said, eagerly ; “he can't be far.”

“T'll come with you,” said Nugent. “I
should like to see him too. There are one
or two little things that want explaining. You
take aunt home, Kate, and Lll follow on as
soon as there is any news.”

As he spoke the door opened a little way
and a head appeared, only to be instantly
withdrawn at the sight of so many people.
Mr. Wilks stepped forward hastily, and
throwing the door wide open revealed the
interesting features of Mr. Nathan Smith.

“ How do you do, Mr. Wilks?” said that
gentleman, softly. “1 just walked round to
see whether you was in. I've got a message
for you. I didn’t know you'd got company.”

He stepped into the room and, tapping the
steward on the chest with a confidential
finger, backed him into a corner, and having
got him there gave an expressive wink with
one eye and gazed into space with the other.

“I thought you'd be alone,” he said,
looking round, “but p’raps it’s just as well
as it is. They’ve got to know, so they may
as well know now as later on.”

“Know what?” inquired Jack Nugent,
abruptly. “What are you making that face
for, Sam?” .

Mr. Wilks mumbled something about a
decayed tooth, and to give colour to the
statement continued a series of contortions
which made his face ache.

“You should take - something for that
tooth,” said the boarding-master, with great
solicitude. ‘“Wot do you say to a glass
o’ whisky ?”

He motioned to the fatal bottle, which still
stood on the table; the steward caught his
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he didn’t like, fell to discoursing on death-
beds.

“Good nursing is the principal thing,”
said hic mother. “I nursed my pore dear
'usband all through his last illness. He
couldn’t bear me to be out of the room. I
nursed my mother right up to the last, and
your pore Aunt Jane went off in my arms.”

Mr. Wilks raised himself on his elbow and
his eyes shone feverishly in the lamplight.
“I think I'll get a ’ospital nurse to-morrow,”
he said, decidedly.

“Nonsense,” said Mrs. Silk.  “It’'s no
trouble to me at all. I like nursing ; always
did.”

Mr. Wilks lay back again and, closi.g his
eyes, determined to ask the doctor to pro-
vide a duly qualified nurse on the morrow.
To his disappointment, however, the doctor
failed to come, and although he felt much
better Mrs. Silk sternly negatived a desire on
his part to get up.

“Not till the doctor’s been,” she said,
firmly. “1 couldn’t think of it.”

“I don’t believe there’s anything the
matter with me now,” he declared.

“’Ow odd—’ow very odd that you should
say that ! ” said Mrs. Silk, clasping her hands.

“0Odd !” repeated the steward, somewhat
crustily. ‘“How do you mean—odd ?”

“They was the very last words my uncle

Benjamin ever uttered in this life,” said Mrs.

Silk, with dramatic impressiveness.

The steward was silent, then, with the
ominous precedent of Uncle Benjamin before
him, he began to talk until scores of words
stood between himself and a similar ending,

“Teddy asked to be remembered to you
as 'e went off this morning,” said Mrs. Silk,
pausing in her labours at the grate.

“I’'m much obliged,” muttered the invalid.

“ He didn’t ’ave time to come in,” pursued
the widow. “ You can ’ardly believe what a
lot ’e thinks of you, Mr. Wilks. The last
words he said to me was, ‘Let me know at
once if there’s any change.’”

Mr. Wilks distinctly felt a cold, clammy
sencation down his spine and little quivering
thrills ran up and down his legs. He glared
indignantly at the back of the industrious
Mrs. Silk.

“Teddy’s very fond of you,” continued
the uncofscious woman. “1 s'pose it's not
'aving a father, but he seems to me to think
more of you than anybody eise in the wide,
wide world. 1 get quite jealous sometimes.
Only the other day I said to 'im, joking like,
‘Well, you'd better go and live with 'im if
you're so fond of 'im,’ I said.”
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‘“ Ha, ha!” laughed Mr. Wilks, uneasily.

“You'll never guess what ’e said then,”
said Mrs. Silk, dropping her dustpan and
brush and gazing at the hearth.

“Said ’e couldn’t leave you, I s’pose,”
guessed the steward, gruffly.

“Well, now,” exclaimed Mrs. Silk, clapping
her hands, “if you 'aven’t nearly guessed it.
Well,-there! I never did! 1 wouldn’t ’ave
told you for anything if you ’adn’t said that.
The exact words what ’e did say was, ‘ Not
without you, mother.””

Mr. Wilks closed his eyes with a snap and
his heart turned to water. He held his
breath and ransacked his brain in vain for a
reply which should ignore the inner meaning
of the fatal words. Something careless and
jocular he wanted, combined with a voice
which should be perfectly under control.
Failing these things, he kept his eyes closed,
and, very wide-awake indeed, feigned sleep.
He slept straight away from eleven o'clock
in the morning until Edward Silk came in at
seven o’clock in the evening.

“1 feel like a new man,” he said, rubbing
his eyes and yawning.

“] don’t see no change in your appear-
ance,” said the comforting youth.

“'E's much better,” declared his mother.
“That’s what comes o’ good nursing ; some
nurses would ’ave woke ’'im up to take food,
but I just let ’im sleep on. People don't
feel hunger while they’re asleep.”

She busied herself over the preparation of
a basin of arrowroot, and the steward, despite
his distaste for this dish, devoured it in a
twinkling. Beef-tea and a glass of milk in
addition failed to take more than the edge
off his appetite.

“We shall pull ’im through,” said Mrs.
Silk, smiling, as she put down the empty
glass. ‘ In a fortnight he’ll be on ’is feet.”

It is a matter of history that Mr. Wilks
was on his feet at five o’clock the next morn-
ing, and not only on his feet but dressed and
ready for a journey after such a breakfast as
he had not made for many a day. The dis-
courtesy involved in the disregard of the
doctor’s instructions did not trouble him,
and he smirked with some satisfaction as he
noiselessly closed his door behind him and
looked at the drawn blinds opposite. The
stars were paling as he quitted the alley and
made his way to the railway station. A note
on his tumbled pillow, after thanking Mrs.
Silk for her care of him, informed her that he
was quite well and had gone to London in
scarch of the missing captain.

Hardy, who. had, heard from Edward Sil-
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“ How did he get aboard here ?”

Captain Nugent answered the question
himself. “I was crimped by you and your
drunken bullies,” he said, sternly.

“How did this man get aboard here?”
repeated Captain Hardy, ignoring him.

“ He must have concealed himself some-
where, sir,” said the mate; ““this is the first
I've seen of him.”

“A stowaway?” said the captain, bending
his brows. *“ He must have got some of the
crew to hide hiin aboard. You'd better
make a clean breast of it, my lad. Who are
your confederates ?”

Captain Nugent shook with fury. The
" second mate had turned away, with his hand
over his mouth and a suspicious hunching of
his shoulders, while the steward, who had
been standing by, beat a hasty retreat and
collapsed behind the chart-room.

“If you don’t put me ashore,” said Nugent,
restraining his passion by a strong effort,
“T’ll take proceedings against you for crimp-
ing me, the moment I reach port. Get a
boat out and put me aboard that smack.”

He pointed as he spoke to a smack which
was just on their beam, making slowly for the
harbour.

“When you've done ‘issuing orders,” said
the captain, in an indifferent voice, “ perhaps
you'll explain what you are doing aboard my
craft.”

Captain Nugent gazed at the stern of the
fast-receding smack ; Sunwich was getting
dim in the distance and there was no other
sall near. He began to realize that he was
in for a long voyage.

“T awoke this morning and found myself
in a bunk in your fo'c’s’le,” he said, regard-
ing Hardy steadily. “ How 1 got there is
probably best known to yourself. 1 hold
you responsible for the affair.”

‘ Look here, my lad,” said Captain Hardy,
in patronizing tones, * I don’t know how you
got aboard my ship and I don’t care. 1 am
willing to believe that it was not intentional
on your part, but either the outcome of a
drunken freak or else a means of escaping
from some scrape you have got into ashore.

That being so, I shall take a merciful view"

of it, and if you bchave yourself and make
yoursclf useful you will not hear anything
more of it. He has something the look of
a seafaring man, Mr. Prowle. See what you
can make of him.”

“Come along with me, my lad,” said the
grinning Mr. Prowle, tapping him on the
shoulder.

The captain turned with a snarl, and,

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

clenching his huge, horny fist, let drive
full in the other’s face and knocked him off
his feet.

“Take that man for’ard,” cried Captain
Hardy, sharply. “Take him for'ard.”

Half-a-dozen willing men sprang forward.
Captain Nugent’s views concerning sailormen
were well known in Sunwich, and two of the
men present had served under him. He
went forward, the centre of an attentive and
rotating circle, and, sadly out of breath, was
bestowed in the forecastle and urged to listen
to reason.

For the remainder of the morning he
made no sign. The land was almost out of
sight, and he sat down quietly to consider his
course of action for the next few weeks.
Dinner-time found him still engrossed in
thought, and the way in which he received
an intimation from a good-natured seaman
that his dinner was getting cold showed that
his spirits were still unquelled.

By the time afternoon came he was faint
with hunger, and, having determined upon
his course of action, he sent a fairly polite
message to Captain Hardy and asked for an
interview.

The captain, who was resting from his
labours in the chart-room, received him with
the same air of cold severity which had so
endeared Captain Nugent himself to his
subordinates.

“You have come to explain your extra-
ordinary behaviour of this morning, I sup-
pose ?” he said, curtly.

“1 have come to secure a berth aft,” said
Captain Nugent. “1I will pay a small deposit
now, and you will, of course, have the balance
as soon as we get back. This is without
prejudice to any action I may bring against
you later on.”

“Oh, indeed,” said the other, raising his
eyebrows. *“ We don’t take passengers.”

“I am here against my will,” said Captain
Nugent, “and I demand the treatment due
to my position.”

“If 1 had treated you properly,” said
Captain Hardy, “I should have put you in
irons for knocking down my sccond officer.
I know nothing about you or your position.
You're a stowaway, and you must do the
best you can in the circumstances.”

*“Are you going to give me a cabin?”
demanded the other, menacingly.

“ Certainly not,” said Captain Hardy. “I1
have been making inquiries, and I find that
you have only yourself to thank for the
position in which you find yourself. I am
sorry to be harsh with you.”



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



AT SUNWICH PORT.

room. Mrs. Kingdom, with a red spot on
each cheek, rose to receive them.

“1 ought to 'ave come before,” said Mrs.
Kybird, subsiding thankfully into a chair,
“but I’'m such a bad walker. I ’ope I see
you well.”

“We are very well, thank you,” said Mrs.
Kingdom, stiffly.

“That’s right,” said her visitor, cordially ;
‘“ what a blessing ’ealth is. What should we
do without it, I wonder?”

She leaned back in her chair and shook
her head at the prospect. There was an
awkward lull, and in the offended gaze of
Miss Nugent Mr. Hardy saw only too plainly
that he was held responsible for the appear-
ance of the unwelcome visitor.

“I was coming to see you,” he said,
leaving his chair and taking one near her.
“1 met your brother coming along, and he
introduced me to Mrs. Kybird and her
daughter and suggested we should come
together.”

Miss Nugent received the information with
a civil bow, and renewed her conversation
with Dr. Murchison, whose face showed such a
keen appreciation of the situation that Hardy
had some difficulty in masking his feelings.

“They’re a long time a-coming,” said Mrs.
Kybird, smiling archly; “but there, when
young people are keeping company they
forget everything and everybody.  They
didn’t trouble about me; if it 'adn’t been for
Mr. ’Ardy giving me ’is arm I should never
’ave got here.” :

There was a prolonged silence. Dr. Mur-
chison gave a whimsical glance at Miss
Nugent, and meeting no response in that
lady’s indignant eyes, stroked his moustache
and waited events.

“It looks as though your brother is not
coming,” said Hardy to Miss Nugent.

“He'll turn up by-and-by,” interposed
Mrs. Kybird, looking somewhat morosely at
the company. *“They don’t notice 'ow the
time flies, that’s all.”

“Time does go,” murmured Mrs. King-
dom, with a glance at the clock.

Mrs. Kybird started. * Ah, and we notice
it too, ma'am, at our age,” she said, sweetly,
as she settled herself in her chair and clasped
her hands in her lap. “I can't ’elp’ looking
at you, my dear,” she continued, looking over
at Miss Nugent. “There’s such a wonderful
likeness between Jack and you. Don’t you
think so, ma’am?”

Mrs. Kingdom in a freezing voice said that
she had not noticed it.

“Of course,” said Mrs. Kybird, glancing
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at her from the corner of her eye, * Jack
has ’ad to rough it, pore feller, and that’s
left its mark on ’'im., I'm sure, when we
took ’im in, he was quite done up, so to
speak. He’d only got what ‘e stood up in,
and the only pair of socks he'd got to his
feet was in such a state of ’oles that they
had to be throwed away. I throwed ’em
away myself.”

“ Dear me,” said Mrs. Kingdom.

“ He don’t look like the same feller now,”
continued the amiable Mrs. Kybird ; ¢ good
living and good clothes "ave worked wonders
in'im.  I’m sure if he’d been my own son I
couldn’t 'ave done more for ’im, and, as for
Kybird, he’s like a father to him.”

“ Dear me,” said Mrs. Kingdom, again.

Mrs. Kybird looked at her. It was on
the tip of her tongue to call her a poll
parrot. She was a free-spoken woman as a
rule, and it was terrible to have to sit still
and waste all the good things she could have
said to her in favour of unsatisfying pin-
pricks. She sat smouldering.

“1 s'pose you miss the captin very
much ? ” she said, at last.

“ Very much,” was the reply.

“And 1 should think ’e misses you,”
retorted Mrs. Kybird, unable to restrain her-
self ; ““’e must miss your conversation and,
what I might call, your liveliness.”

Mrs. Kingdom turned and regarded her,
and the red stole back to her cheeks again.
She smoothed down her dress and her hands
trembled. Both ladies were now regarding
each other in a fashion which caused serious
apprehension to the rest of the company.

“1 am not a great talker, but I am very
careful whom I converse with,” said Mrs.
Kingdom, in her most stately manner.

“T knew a lady like that once,” said Mrs.
Kybird ; * leastways, she wasn’t a lady,” she
added, meditatively.

Mrs. Kingdom fidgeted, and looked over
piteously at her niece ; Mrs. Kybird, with a
satisfied sniff, sat bolt upright and meditated
further assaults. There were at least a score
of things she could have said about her
adversary’s cap alone: plain, straightforward
remarks which would have torn it to shreds.
The cap fascinated her, and her fingers
itched as she gazed at it. In more con-
genial surroundings she might have snatched
at it, but, being a woman of strong character,
she suppressed her natural instincts, and
confined herself to more polite methods of
attack.

“Your nephew don’t seem to be in no
hurry,” she remarked, at length ; “ but, there,
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