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Blundell sat neglected, the unwilling
witness of a flirtation he was powerless to
prevent. Considering her limited oppor-
tunities, Miss Turnbull displayed a proficiency
which astonished him. LEven the sergeant
was amazed, and suspected her of long
practice.

“1 wonder whether it is very hot outside ?”
she said, at last, rising and looking out of the
window.

“Only pleasantly warth,” said the sergeant.
“ It would be nice down by the water.”

“I'm afraid of disturbing father by our
talk,” said the considerate daughter. *You
might tell him we've gone for a little stroll
when he wakes,” she added, turning to
Blundell.

Mr. Blundell, who had risen with the idea
of acting the humble but, ir his opinion,
highly necessary part of chaperon, sat down
again and watched blankly from the window
until they were out of sight. He was half-
inclined to think that the exigencies of the
case warranted him in arousing the farmer
at once,

It was an hour later when the farmer
awoke, to find himself alone with Mr.
Blundell, a state of affairs for which he
strove with some pertinacity to make that
aggrieved gentleman responsible. ‘

“Why didn’t you go with them?” he
demanded.

‘“ Because I wasn’t asked,” replied the
other.

Mr. Turnbull sat up in his chair and eyed
him disdainfully. “For a great, big chap
like you are, John Blundell,” he exclaimed,
“it’s surprising what a little pluck you've
gOt.”

“I don’t want to go where I'm not
wanted,” retorted Mr. Blundell.

*“That’s where you make a mistake,” said
the other, regarding him severely ; “girls like
a masterful man, and, instead of getting your
own way, you sit down quietly and do as

you're told, like a tame-—tame——"
“Tame what?” inquired Mr. Blundell,
resentfully.

“I don’t know,” said the other, frankly ;
‘“ the tamest thing you can think of. There’s
Daly laughing in his sleeve at you, and talk-
ing to Venia about Waterloo and the Crimea
as though he'd been there. I thought it
was pretty near settled between you.”

“So did 1,” said Mr. Blundell.

“You're a big man, John,” said the other,
‘“ but you're slow. You're all muscle and no
head.”

“I think of things afterwards,” said

THE STRAND

MAGAZINE.

Blundell, humbly ; *generally after I get to
M.l’

Mr. Turnbull sniffed, and took a turn up
and down the room; then he closed the
door and came towards his friend again.

“I dare say you're surprised at me being
so anxious to get rid of Venia,” he said, slowly,
“but the fact is I’'m thinking of marrying
again myself.”

“.You /" said the startled Mr. Blundell.

“Yes, me,” said the other, somewhat
sharply. “ But she won’t marry so long as
Venia is at home. It’s a secret, because if
Venia got to hear of it she’d keep single to
prevent it. She’s just that sort of girl.”

Mr. Blundell coughed, but did not deny it.
“Who is it?” he inquired.

“ Miss Sippet,” was the reply. “She
couldn’t hold her own for half an hour against
Venia.”

Mr. Blundell, a great stickler for accuracy,
reduced the time to five minutes.

“And now,” said the aggrieved Mr.
Turnbull, “now, so far as I can see, she’s
struck with Daly. If she has him it'll be
years and years before they can marry. She
seems crazy about heroes. She was talking
to me the other night about them. Not to
put too fine a point on it, she was talking
about you.” ’

Mr. Blundell
surprise. :

“Said you were mo/ a hero,” explained
Mr. Turnbull.  “ Of course, I stuck up for
you. I said you'd got too much sense to go
putting your life into danger. I said you
were a very careful man, and I told her how
particular you was about damp sheets. Your
housekeeper told me.”

“It’'s all nonsense,” said Blundell, with a
fiery face. “I’ll send that old fool packing
if she can't keep her tongue quiet.”

“It's very sensible of you, John,” said
Mr. Turnbull, *“and a sensible girl would
appreciate it. Instead of that, she only
sniffed when I told her how careful you
always were to wear flannel next to your
skin. She said she liked dare-devils.”

“I suppose she thinks Daly is a dare-
devil,” said the offended Mr. Blundell. ““ And
I wish people wouldn't talk about me and
my skin. Why can’t they mind their own
business ?”

Mr. Turnbull eyed him indignantly, and
then, sitting in a very upright position, slowly
filled his pipe, and declining a proffered
match rose and took one from the mantel-
piece.

“1 was doing the best I could for you,”

blushed with pleased
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“ He might if we walked up and down
three or four times,” said Mr Turnbull,
‘“ especially if you happened to stumble.”

“] never stumble,” said the matter-of-fact
Mr. Blundell. *I don’t know anybody more
sure-footed than I am.”

. “Or thick-headed,” added the exasperated
Mr. Turnbull. '

Mr. Blundell regarded him patiently ; he
had a strong suspicion that his friend had
been drinking.

“Stumbling,” said Mr. Turnbull, con-
quering . his annoyance with an effort —
‘“stumbling is a thing that might happen
to anybody. You trip your foot against a
stone and lurch up against Daly ; he
tumbles overboard, and you off with your
jacket and dive in off the quay after him.
He can’t swim a stroke.”

Mr. Blundell caught his breath and gazed
at him in speechless amaze.

*“There’s sure to be several people on the
quay if it's a fine afternoon,” continued his
instructor.. “You’'ll have half Dunchurch
round you, praising you and patting you on
the back—all in front of Venia, mind you.
Itll be put in all the papers and you'll get a
medal.”

“ And suppose we are both drowned?”
said Mr. Blundell, soberly.

“ Drowned?  Fiddlesticks ! ” said Mr.
Turnbull.  “ However, please yourself. If
you're afraid——"

“I'll do it,” said Blundell, decidedly.

“ And mind,” said the other, “don’t do it
as if it's as easy as kissing your fingers ; be
half-drowned yourself, or at least pretend to
be. And when you're on the quay take your
time about coming round. Be longer than
Daly is ; you don’t want him to get all the
p]ty.”

*“ All right,” said the other.

‘“ After a time you can open your eyes,”
went on his instructor ; “then, if I were you,
I should say, ‘Good-bye, Venia,” and close
’em again. Work it up affecting, and send
messages to your aunts.”

“ It sounds all right,” said Blundell.

“Tt ssall right,” said Mr. Turnbull. ¢ That’s
just the bare idea I've given you. It’s for
vou to improve upon it. You've got two
days to think about it.”

Mr. Blundell thanked him, and for the
next two days thought of little else. Being
a careful man he made his will, and it was in
a comparatively cheerful frame of mind that

he made his way on Sunday afternoon to’

Mr. Turnbull’s.
The sergeant was already there conversing
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in low tones with Venia by the window,
while Mr. Turnbull, sitting opposite in an
oaken armchair, regarded him with an
expression which would have shocked Iago.

“We were just thinking of having a blow
down by the water,” he said, as Blundell
entered.

“What ! a hot day like this ?” said Venia.

“I was just thinking how beautifully cool
it -is in here,” said the sergeant, who
was hoping for a repetition of the previous
Sunday’s performance.

“It’s cooler outside,” said Mr. Turnbull,
with a wilful ignoring of facts; “ much cooler
when you get used to it.”

He led the way with Blundell, and Venia
and the sergeant, keeping as much as possible
in the shade of the dust-powdered hedges,
followed. The sun was blazing in the sky,
and scarce half-a-dozen people were to be
seen on the little curved quay which consti-
tuted the usual Sunday afternoon promenade.
The water, a dozen feet below, lapped
cool and green against the stone sides.

At the extreme end of the quay, under-
neath the lantern, they all stopped, ostensibly
to admire a full-rigged ship sailing slowly by
in the distance, but really to effect the change
of partners necessary to the afternoon’s busi-
ness. ‘The change gave Mr. Turnbull some
trouble ere it was eflfected, but he was
successful at last, and, walking behind the
two young men, waited somewhat nervously
for developments.

Twice they paraded the length of the
quay and nothing happened. The ship was
still visible, and, the sergeant halting to gaze
at it, the company lost their formation, and
he led the complaisant Venia off from
beneath her father’s very nose.

“You're a pretty manager, you are, John
Blundell,” said the incensed Mr. Turnbull.

“1 know what I'm about,” said Blundell,
slowly.

“ Well, why don’t you do it?” demanded
the other. “1 suppose you are going to
wait until there are more people about, and
then perhaps some of them will see you
push him over.”

“ It isn’t that,” said Blundell, slowly,  but
you told me to improve on your plan, you
know, and I've been thinking out improve-
ments.”

“ Well ?” said the other.

“Jt doesn’t seem much good saving
Daly,” said Blundell ; ¢ that's what I've been
thinking. He would be in as much danger
as I should, and he’d get as much sympathy ;
perhaps more.”



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





