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slowly, “bat T'll cut it short for the present.
When the Nortk Star went down in the
South Pacific most o’ the hands got away in
the boats, but I was too late. I got this
crack on the head with something falling on

it from aloft. Look here.”
He bent his head, .and Mrs. Boxer,
separating the stubble with her fingers,

uttered an exclamation of pity and alarm at
the extent of the scar; Mrs. Gimpson,
craning forward, uttered a sound which
might mean anything—even pity.

“When I come to my senses,” continued
Mr. Boxer, “the ship was sinking, and I just
got to my feet when she went down and took
me with her. How I escaped I don’t know.
I seemed to be choking and fighting for. my
breath for years, and then I found myself
floating on the sca and clinging to a grating.
I clung to it all night, and next day I was
picked up by a native who was paddling
about in a canoe, and taken ashore to an
island, where I lived for over two years. It
was right out o’ the way o’ craft, but at last 1

was picked up by a trading schooner named -

the Pear/, belonging to Sydney, and taken
there. At Sydney I shipped aboard the
Marston Tovwers, a steamer, and landed at
the Albert Docks this morning.”

“Poor John,” said his wife, holding on 10
his arm.  “How you must have suffered !”

“I did,” said Mr. Boxer. * Mother got a:
cold ? ” he inquired, eyeing that lady.

“No, I ain’y,” said Mrs. Gimpson, answer-
ing for herself. “\Why didn’t you write when
you got to Sydney?” ‘

“ Didn’t know where to write to,” replied
Mr. Boxer, staring. “1 didn’t know where
Mary had gone to.”

“You might ha’ wrote here,” said Mrs.
Gimpson.

“ Didn’t think of it at the time,” said Mr.
Boxer. “One thing is, I was very busy at
Sydney, looking for a ship. However, I'm
‘ere now.”

“I always felt you'd turn up some day,”
said Mrs. Gimpson. ‘1 felt certain of it in
my own mind. Mary made sure you was
dead, but I said ¢ no, I knew better.” ”

Fhere was something in Mrs. Gimpson’s
manner of saying this that impressed her
listeners unfavourably. The impression was
deepened when, after a short, dry laugh
a propos of nothing, she sniffed again—three
times.

“Well, you turncd out to be right,” said
Mr. Boxer, shortly.

“1 gin'rally am,” was the reply ; “there’s
very few people can take me in.”

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

She sniffed again.

*“ Were the natives kind to you? ” inquired
Mrs. Boxer, hastily, as she turned to her
husband.

“Very kind,” said the latter. *“Ah! you
ought to have seen that island. Beautiful
yellow sands and palm trees ; cocoa-nuts to
be 'ad for the picking, and nothing to do all
day but lay about in the sun and swim in the
sea.”

“ Any public-’ouses there ?” inquired Mrs.
Gimpson.

*Cert’nly not,” said her son-in-law. *“ This
was an island—one o' the little islands in
the South Pacific Ocean.”

“What did you say the name 0’ the
schooner was?” inquired Mrs. Gimpson.

“ Pearl” replied Mr. Boxer, with the.air
of a resentful witness under cross-examina-
tion.

“ And what was the name o' the captin?”
said Mrs. Gimpson.

“ Thomas— Henery— Walter—Smith,” said
Mr. Boxer, with somewhat unpleasant
cmphasis. .

* An’ the mate’s name ?”

“ John Brown,” was the reply.

“Common names,” commented Mrs.
Gimpson, ‘“very common. But I knew
you'd come back all right—JZ never ’ad no

alarm.  ‘He’s safe and: happy, my dear,’ 1
says. ‘Hell come back all in his own good
time.”” '

“What d’you mean by that?” demanded
the sensitive Mr. Boxer. *“I come back as
soon as I could.”

“You know you were anxious, mother,”
interposed her daughter. “Why, you in-
sisted upon our going to see old Mr. Silver
about it.”

“Ah! but I wasn’t uneasy or anxious
afterwards,” said Mrs. Gimpson, compressing
her lips.

“Who's old Mr. Silver, and what should
he know about it ?” inquired Mr. Boxer.

“ He’s a fortune-teller,” replied his wife.

‘ Reads the stars,” said his mother-in-law.

Mr. Boxer laughed—a good ringing laugh.
“What did he tell you?” he inquired.

‘“ Nothing,” said his wife, hastily.

“Ah!” said Mr. Boxer, waggishly, “ that
was wise of 'im. Most of us could tell
fortunes that way.”

“That’s wrong,” said Mrs. Gimpson to her
daughter, sharply. * Right’s right any day,
and truth’s truth. He said that he knew all
about John and what he’d been doing, but
he wouldn’t tell us for fear of ’urting our
feclings and making mischief.”
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THE CASTAWAY.

““ He can prove. some of it,” said the old
man, his eyes snappmg spltefully “I can
guarantee that.”

“But it wouldn’t have made mlschief if
you had told us that,” ventured Mrs. Gimp-

son. ‘“A man can’t help being cast away.”
“True,” said the astrologer, slowly ;
“true. . But let them come and question

me ; and whatever you do, for your own sake
don’t let a soul know that you have been
here. If you do, the danger to yourself will
be so terrible that even J may be unable to
help you.”

Mrs. Gimpson shivered, and more than
ever impressed by his marvellous powers
made her way slowly home, where she found
the unconscious Mr. Boxer relating his
adventures again. with’' much gusto to a
married couple from next door.

“It’'s a wonder he’s alive,” said Mr. Jem
Thompson, looking up as the old woman
entered the room ; ““it sounds like a story-
book. Show us that cut on your head again,
mate.”

‘I'be obliging Mr. Boxer compllcd

“We're going on with ’em after they've
’ad supper,” continued Mr. Thompson, as he
and his wife rose.to depart. “Itll be a fair
treat to me to see old Silver bowled out.”

Mrs. Gimpson sniffed and eyed his re-
treating figure disparagingly; Mrs. Boxer,
prompted by her husband, began to set the
table for supper.

It was a lengthy meal, owing principally
to Mr. Boxer,. but it was over at last, and
after that gentleman had assisted in shutting
up the shop they joined the ‘Thompsons,
who were waiting outside, and set off for
Crowner’s Alley. -The way was enlivened by
Mr. Boxer, who had thrills of horror every
ten yards at the idea of the supernatural
things he was about to witness, and by Mr.
Thompson, who, not to be outdone, persisted
~in standing stock-still at frequent intervals
until he had reccived the assurances of his
giggling better-half that he would not be
made to vanish in a cloud of smoke.

By the time they reached Mr. Silver's
abode the party had regained its decorum,
and, except for a tremendous shudder on the
part of Mr. Boxer as his gaze fell on a couple
of skulls which decorated the magician’s
table, their behaviour left nothing to be
desired. Mrs. Gimpson, in a few awkward
words, announced the occasion of their visit.
Mr. Boxer she introduced as a friend of the
family from London.

“I will do what I can,” said the old man,
slowly, as his visitors seated themselves, ¢ but
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I can only tell you what I see. If I do not
see all, or see clearly, it cannot be helped.”

Mr. Boxer winked at Mr. Thompson, and
received an understanding pinch in return;
Mrs. ‘Thompson in a hot whisper told them
to behave themselves.

The mystic preparations were soon com-
plete. A little cloud of smoke, through
which the fierce red eyes of the astrologer
peered keenly at Mr. Boxer, rose from the
table. Then he poured various liquids into
a small china bowl and, holding up his hand
to command silence, gazed steadfastly into
it. “I see pictures,” he announced, in a
deep voice. “The docks of a great city;
London. I see an illshaped man with a
bent left leg standing on the deck of a ship.”

Mr. Thompson, his eyes wide open with
surprise, jerked Mr. Boxer in the ribs, but
Mr. Boxer, whose figure was a sore point
with him, made no response.

“The ship leaves the docks,” continued
Mr. Silver, still peering into the bowl. * As
she passes through the entrance her stern
comes into view with the name painted on it.
The—the—the——

“Look agin, old chap,”
Boxer, in an “undertone.

“The North Star,” said the astrologer.
“The ill-shaped man is still standing on the
fore-part of the ship; I do not know his
name or who he is. He takes the portrait
of a beautiful young woman from his pocket

growled Mr.

.and gazes at it earnestly.”

Mrs. Boxer, who had no illusions on the
subject of her personal appearance, sat up as
though she had been stung; Mr. Thompson,
who was about to nudge Mr. Boxer in the
ribs again, thought better of it and assumed
an air of uncompromising virtue.

“The picture disappears,” said Mr. Silver.
“Ah!Isee; I see. A shipina gale at sea.
It is the North Star; it is sinking. The ill-
shaped man sheds tears and loses his head.
1 cannot discover the name of this man.”

Mr. Boxer, who had been several times on
the point of interrupting, cleared his throat
and endeavoured to look unconcerned.

“The ship sinks,” continued the astrologer,
in thrilling tones. *“Ah! what is this? a
piece of wreckage with a monkey clinging to
it? No, no-o. The ill-shaped man again.
Dear me !”

His listeners sat spellbound. Only the
laboured and intense breathing of Mr. Boxer
broke the silence.

‘“He is alone on the. boundless sea,
pursued the seer ; “night falls. Day breaks,
and a canoel propeiled by a slender and
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