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chance of getting it. As it was, all ’e got was
a black eye for shoving another man, and for
a day or two he was so down-arted that ’e
was no company at all for the other two.

For three or four days 'e went out by 'im-

.self, and then, all of a sudden, Ginger Dick

and Peter began to notice a great change in
him. He seemed to ’ave got quite cheerful
and ’appy. He answered ’em back pleasant
when they spoke to ’im, and one night he
lay in ’is bed whistling comic songs until
Ginger and Peter Russet 'ad to get out o’
bed to him. When he bought a new necktie
and a smart cap and washed ’imself twice in
one day they fust began to ask each other
wot was up, and then they asked him,

“Up?” ses Sam ; ‘“nothing.”

“ He’s in love,” ses Peter Russet.

“You're a liar,” ses Sam, without turning
round.

“He'll "ave it bad at ’is age,” ses Ginger.

Sam didn't say nothing, but he kept
fidgeting about as though ’e’d got some-
thing on his mind. Fust he looked out o’
the winder, then he ’'ummed a tune, and
at last, looking at 'em very fierce, he took a
tooth-brush wrapped in paper out of ’is
pocket and began to clean ’is teeth.

“He #s in love,” ses Ginger, as soon as he
could speak.

“Or else ’e’s gorn mad,” ses Peter, watch-
ing ‘im.  “Which is it, Sam?”

Sam made believe that he couldn’t answer
im because o’ the tooth-brush, and arter he’d
finished he ’ad such a raging toothache that
’e sat in a corner holding ’is face and looking
the picture o’ misery. They couldn’t get a
word out of him till they asked 'im to go out
with them, and then he said e was going to
bed. Twenty minutes arterwards, when
Ginger Dick stepped back for ’is pipe, he
found he ’ad gorn.

He tried the same game next night, but
the other two wouldn’t ’ave it, and they
stayed in so long that at last ’e lost ’is temper,
and, arter wondering wot Ginger’s father and
mother could ha’ been a-thinking about, and
saying that he believed Peter Russet ’ad
been changed at birth for a sea-sick monkey,
he put on’is cap and went out. Both of ’em
follered 'im sharp, but when he led ’em to a
mission-hall, and actually went inside, they
left 'im and went off on their own.

They talked it over that night between
themselves, and next evening they went out
fust and hid themselves round the corner.
Ten minutes arterwards old Sam came out,
walking as though ’e was going to catch a
train, and smiling to think ’ow he ’ad shaken

them off. At the corner of Commercial
Road he stopped and bought ’'imself a
button-hole for ’is coat, and Ginger was so
surprised that ‘e pinched Peter Russet to
make sure that he wasn’t dreaming.

Old Sam walked straight on whistling, and
every now and then looking down at ’is
button-hole, until by-and-by he turned down
a street on the right and went into a little
shop. Ginger Dick and Peter waited for
‘im at the corner, but he was inside for so
long that at last they got tired o’ waiting and
crept up and peeped through the winder.

It was a little tobacconist’s shop, with
newspapers and penny toys and such-like ;
but, as far as Ginger could see through two
rows o pipes and the Police News, it was
empty. They stood there with their noses
pressed against the glass for some time,
wondering wot had ’appened to Sam, but by-
and-by a little boy went in and then they
began to 'ave an idea wot Sam’s little game
was.

As the shop-bell went the door of a little
parlour at the back of the shop opened, and
a stout and uncommon good-looking woman
of about forty came out. Her ’ead pushed
the Police News out o’ the way and her ’and
came groping into the winder arter a toy.
Ginger ’ad a good look at ’er out o’ the
corner of one eye, while he pretended to be
looking at a tobacco-jar with the other. As
the little boy came out ’im and Peter Russet
went in.

“I want a pipe, please,” he ses, smiling
at ’er; ‘““a clay pipe—one o’ your best.”

The woman handed ’im down a box to
choose from, and just then Peter, wot ’ad
been staring in at the arf-open door at a boot
wot wanted lacing up, gave a big start and
ses, “Why! Halloa!”

“ Wot’s the matter?” ses the woman,
looking at ’im.

“T’d know that foot anywhere,” ses Peter,
still staring at it; and the words was hardly
out of ’is mouth afore the foot ad moved
itself away and tucked itself under its chair.
“Why, that’s my dear old friend Sam Small,
ain’t it?”

“Do you know the captin?” ses the
woman, smiling at ’'im.

“Cap——2?"ses Peter. “Cap ? Oh,
yes ; why, he’s the biggest friend I’ve got.”

“’Ow strange !’ ses the woman.

“We've been wanting to see ‘im for some
time,” ses Ginger. “He was kind enough
to lend me arf a crown the other day, and
I’ve been wanting to pay ’im.”

“ Captin Small,” ses the woman, pushing
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began to think that they was on the wrong
tack.

‘“ Afore 'e got stout and old,” he ses,
shaking his ead, “there wasn’t a smarter
skipper afloat.”

“We all ’ave our day,” ses Ginger, shaking
his ’ead too.

“I dessay he’s good for another year or
two afloat yet,” ses Peter Russet, considering.

“ With care,” ses Ginger.

Old Sam was going to say something, but
‘e stopped himself just in time. “They will
’ave their joke,” he ses, turning to Mrs. Finch
and trying to smile. “I feel as young as
ever I did.”

Mrs. Finch said that anybody with arf an
eye could see that, and then she looked at a
kettle that was singing on the ’ob.

“I s’pose you gentlemen wouldn’t care for
a cup o’ cocoa ? ” she ses, turning to them.

Ginger Dick and Peter both said that they
liked it better than anything else, and, arter
she 'ad got out the cups and saucers and a
tin o’ cocoa, Ginger held the kettle and
poured the water in the cups while she
stirred them, and old Sam sat looking on
’elpless.

“It does seem funny to see you drinking
cocoa, captin,” ses Ginger, as old Sam took
his cup.

“Ho!” ses Sam, firing up; “and why,
if I might make so bold as to ask ?”

“’Cos I've generally seen you drinking
something out of a bottle,” ses Ginger.

“ Now, look ’ere,” ses Sam, starting up and
spilling some of the hot cocoa over ’is lap.

“ A ginger-beer bottle,” ses Peter Russet,
making faces at Ginger to keep quiet.

“Yes, 0’ course, that’s wot I meant,” ses
Ginger.

Old Sam wiped the cocoa off ’is knees
without saying a word, but his weskit kept
going up and down till Peter Russet felt quite
sorry for ’im.

“There’s nothing like it,” he ses to Mrs.
Finch. “It was by stlckmg to ginger-beer
and milk and such-like that Captam Small
'ad command of a ship afore e was twenty-
five.”

“Lor!” ses Mrs. Finch.

She smiled at old Sam till Peter got
uneasy agin, and began to think p’raps ’e’d
been praising im too much.

“Of course, I'm speaking of long ago
now,” he ses.

“ Years and years afore you was born,
ma’am,” ses Ginger.

Old Sam was going to say somethmg, but
Mrs. Finch looked so pleased that ’e thought
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better of it. Some o’ the cocoa ’e was
drinking went the wrong way, and then
Ginger patted 'im on the back and told ’im
to be careful not to bring on ’is brownchitis
agin. Wot with temper and being afraid to
speak for fear they should let Mrs. Finch
know that ’e wasn’t a captin, he could ’ardly
bear ’imself, but he very near broke out
when Peter Russet advised ’im to ’ave
his weskit lined with red flannel. They
all stayed on till closing time, and by
the time they left they ’ad made theirselves
so pleasant that Mrs. Finch said she'd be
pleased to see them any time they liked to
look in.

Sam Small waited till they ’ad turned the
corner, and then he broke out so alarming
that they could ’ardly do anything with ’im.
Twice policemen spoke to ’im and advised
‘im to go home afore they altered their
minds ; and he ’ad to hold ’imself in and
keep quiet while Ginger and Peter Russet
took ’is arms and said they were seeing
him ’ome.

He started the row a.gm when they got
indoors, and sat up in 1s bed smackmg is
lips over the things he’d like to ’ave done to
them if he could. And then, arter sdying
‘'ow he’d like to see Ginger boiled alive like
a lobster, he said he knew that ’¢ was a
noble-arted feller who wouldn’t try and cut
an old pal out, and that it was a case of love
at first sight on top of a tram-car.

“She’s too young for you,”
“and too good-looking besides.”

“It’s the nice little bisness he’s fallen in
love with, Ginger,” ses Peter Russet. “T’ll
toss you who ’as it.”

Ginger, who was sitting on the foot o
Sam’s bed, said “no ” at fust, but arter a time
he pulled out arf a dollar and spun it in the
air. That was the last ’e see of it, although
he 'ad Sam out o’ bed and all the clothes
stripped off of it twice. He spent over arf
an hour on his 'ands and knees looking for
it,and Sam said when he was tired of playing
bears p’raps he’d go to bed and get to sleep
like a Christian.

They ’ad it all over agin next morning,
and at last, as nobody would agree to keep
quiet and let the others 'ave a fair chance,
they made up their minds to let the best man
win. Ginger Dick bought a necktie that
took all the colour out o’ Sam’s, and Peter
Russet went in for a collar so big that ’e was
lost in it.

They all strolled into the widow’s shop
separate that night. Ginger Dick ’ad
smashed his pipe and wanted another ; Peter

ses Ginger ;
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time Mrs. Finch had ’er hands full, but she
took to it wonderful considering. She was
so nice and kind to ’em all that even arter a
week’s 'ard work none of ’em was really
certain which she liked best.

They took to going in at odd times o’ the
day for tobacco and such-like. They used
to go alone then, but they all met and did
the polite to each other there of an evening,
and then quarrelled all the way ’ome.

Then all of a sudden, without any warning,
Ginger Dick and Peter Russet left off going
there. ‘The fust evening Sam sat expecting
them every minute, and was so surprised
that he couldn’t take any advantage of it;
but on the second, beginning by squeezing
Mrs. Finch’s ‘and at ha'-past seven, he ’ad
got best part of his arm round ’er waist by a
quarter to ten. He didn't do more that
night because she told him to be’ave 'imself,
and threatened to scream if he didn't leave
off.

He was arf-way home afore ’e thought of
the reason for Ginger Dick and Peter Russet
giving up, and then he went along smiling to
‘imself to such an extent that people thought
‘e was mad. He went off to sleep with the
smile still on ’is lips, and when Peter and
Ginger came in soon arter closing time and
’e woke up and asked them where theyd
been, ’e was still smiling.

“1 didn’t "ave the pleasure o’ seeing you-at
Mrs. Finch’s to-night,” he ses.

“No,” ses Ginger, very short.
tired of it.”

“So un’ealthy sitting in that stuffy little
room every evening,” ses Peter.

Old Sam put his 'ead under the bedclothes
and laughed till the bed shook; and every
now and then he’d put his 'ead out and look
at Peter and Ginger and laugh agin till he
choked.

“I see ’ow it is,” he ses, sitting up and
wiping his eyes on the sheet. ‘““Vell, we
can’t all win.”

“We got

“Wot d’'ye mean?” ses Ginger, very dis- -

agreeable.

“She wouldn’t 'ave you,” ses Sam, * that’s
wot I mean. And I don’t wonder at it. I
wouldn’t "ave you if I was a gal.”

“You’re dreaming,” ses Peter
sneering at ’im.

“That flower-pot o’ yours’ll come in
handy,” ses Sam, thinking 'ow he ’ad put ’is
arm round the widow’s waist ; “and I thank
you kindly for the teapot, Ginger.”

“You don’t mean to say as you've asked
‘er to marry you?” ses Ginger, looking at
Peter Russet,

Russet,

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

“Not quite ; but I'm going to,” ses Sam,
“and TI'll bet you even arfcrowns she ses
lyes.’ » N

Ginger wouldn’t take ’im, and no more
would Peter, not even when he raised it to
five shillings ; and the vain way old Sam lay
there boasting and talking about ’is way with
the gals made ’em both feel ill.

“I wouldn’t ave her if she asked me on
‘er bended knees,” ses Ginger, holding up
his ’ead.

“Nor me,” ses Peter. “ You're welcome
to ’er, Sam. When 1 think of the evenings
I've wasted over a fat old woman 1 feel o

“That'll do,” ses old Sam, very sharp;
“that ain’t the way to speak of a lady, even
if she ’as said ‘no.””

“ All right, Sam,” ses Ginger. “You go
in and win if you think you’re so precious
clever.”

Old Sam said that that was wot ’e was
going to do, and he spent so much time next
morning making ’imself look pretty that the
other two could ’ardly be civil to him.

He went off a’most direckly arter break-
fast, and they didn’t see 'im agin till twelve
o’clock that night. He ’ad brought a bottle
o’ whisky in with ’im, and he was so ’appy
that they see plain wot had ’appened.

“She said ‘yes’ at two o'clock in the
arternoon,” ses old Sam, smiling, arter they
had ’ad a glass apiece. *I'd nearly done the
trick at one o’clock, and then the shop-bell
went, and I ’ad to begin all over agin. Still,
it wasn’t unpleasant.”

“ Do you mean to tell us you've asked ’er
to marry you?” ses Ginger, 'olding out ’is
glass to be filled agin.

“1 do,” ses Sam; “but I ’ope there’s no
ill-feeling. You never ’ad a chance, neither
of you ; she told me so.”

Ginger Dick and Peter Russet stared at
each other.

“She said she ’ad been in love with me all
along,” ses Sam, filling their glasses agin to
cheer ’em up. ‘“We went out arter tea and
bought the engagement-ring, and then she
got somebody to mind the shop and we went
to the Pagoda music-'all.”

“1 ’ope you didn’t pay much for the ring,
Sam,” ses Ginger, who always got very kind-
‘arted arter two or three glasses o’ whisky.
“If I'd known you was going to be in such a
hurry I might ha’ told you before.”

“ We ought to ha’ done,” ses Peter, shaking
his ’ead.

“Told me?” ses Sam, staring at ’em. ~
“Told me wot?”

“Why me_and Peter gave it up,”
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