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THE NEST EGG.

Then a thing happened that I've known
to ’appen to sailormen afore. At Sydney ’e
got silly on another gal, and started walking
out with her, and afore he knew wot he was
about he’d promised to marry ’er too.

Sydney and London beinga long way from
each other was in ’is favour, but the thing
that troubled ’im was 'ow to get that seventy-
two pounds out of Emma Cook, ’is London
gal, so as he could marry the other with it. It
worried 'im all the way home, and by the
time we got into the London river 'is head was
all in a maze with it. Emma Cook 'ad got it
all saved up in the bank, to take a little shop
with when they got spllced and ’ow to get 1t
he could not think.

He went straight off to Poplar, where she
lived, as soon as the ship was berthed. He
walked all the way so as to ’ave more time
for thinking, but wot with bumping into two
old gentlemen with bad tempers, and being
nearly run over by a cabman with a white
‘orse and red whiskers, he got to the house
without ’aving thought of anything.

They was just finishing their tea as ’e got
there, and they all seemed so pleased to see
‘im that it made it worse than ever for ’im.
Mrs. Cook, who ’ad pretty near finished,
gave 'im her own cup to drink out of, and
said that she ’ad dreamt of ’im the night
afore last, and old Cook said that he ’ad got
so good-looking ’e shouldn’t ’ave known
him.

“1 should ’ave passed 'im in the street,”
he ses. *I never see such an alteration.”

“ They’ll be a nice-looking couple,” ses his
wife, looking at a young chap, named George
Smith, that ’ad been sitting next to Emma.

Charlie Tagg filled is mouth with bread
and butter, and wondered 'ow he was to
begin. He squeezed Emma’s ’and just for
the sake of keeping up appearances, and all
the time 'e was thinking of the other gal
waiting for ’im thousands o’ miles away.

“You’ve come ’ome just in the nick o’
time,” ses old Cook ; “if youw’'d done it o
purpose you couldn’t 'ave arranged it better.”

‘“ Somebody’s birthday?” ses Charlie, trying
to smile.

Old Cook shook his ’ead. “Though mine
is next Wednesday,” he ses, “and thank you
for thinking of it. No; you’re just in time
for the biggest bargain in the chandlery line
that anybody ever 'ad a chance of. If you
'adn’t ha’ come back we should have ’ad to
ha’ done it without you.”

‘ Eighty pounds,” ses Mrs. Cook, smiling
at Charlie. “With the money Emma’s got
saved and your ‘wages this trip you'll ’ave
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plenty. You must come round arter tea and
'ave a look at it.”

“ Little place not arf a mile from ’ere,” ses
old Cook. *“Properly worked up, the way
Emma’ll do it, it’ll be a little fortune. I wish
I'd had a chance like it in my young time.”

He sat shaking his ’ead to think wot he'd
lost, and Charlie Tagg sat staring at 1m and
wondering wot he was to do.

“ My idea is for Charlie to go for a few
more v'y'ges arter theyre married while
Emma works up the business,” ses Mrs.
Cook ; “she’ll be all right with young Bill
and Sarah Ann to ’elp her and keep ‘er com-
pany while he’s away.”

“ We'll see as she ain’t lonely,” ses George
Smith, turning to Charlie.

Charlie Tagg gave a bit of a cough and
said it wanted considering. He said it was
no good domg things in a ’urry and then
repentmg of ’em all the rest of your life.
And ‘e said he’d been given to understand
that chandlery wasn’t wot it ’ad been, and
some of the cleverest people ’e knew thought
that it would be worse before it was better.
By the time he’d finished they was all looking
at 'im as though they couldn’t believe their
ears.

“You just step round and 'ave a look at
the place,” ses old Cook ; ““if that don’t make
you alter your tune, call me a sinner.”

Charlie Tagg felt as though ’e could ha’
called 'im a lot o’ worse things than that, but
he took up ’is hat and Mrs. Cook and Emma
got their bonnets on and they went round.

“I don’t think much of it for eighty
pounds,” ses Charlie, beginning his artfulness
as they came near a big shop, with plate-glass
and a double front.

“Eh?” ses old Cook, staring at ’im.
“Why, that ain’t the plage. Why, you
wouldn’t get that for eight 'undred.”

“Well, I don’t think much of it,” ses
Charlie ; “if it’s worse than that I cant look
at it—1I can’t, indeed.”

“You ain’t been drinking, Charlie?” ses
old Cook, in a puzzled voice.

“Cert'nly not,” ses Charlie.

He was pleased to see ’ow anxious they all
looked, and when they did come to the shop e
set up a laugh that old Cook said chilled the
marrer in 'is bones. He stood looking in a
‘elpless sort o' way at his wife and Emma,
and then at last he ses, “ There it is ; and a
fair bargam at the pnce

“1 s’pose you ain’t been drinking?” ses
Charlie.

“Wot’s the matter with it?” ses Mrs.
Cook, flaring up.
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T THE NEST EGG.

and, when Mrs. Cook spoke about the shop
agin, said that chandlers’ shops was for
happy people, not for ’im.

By the time they sat down to supper they
was nearly all as miserable as Charlie *imself.
From words he let drop they all seemed to
‘ave the idea that the police was arter 'im,
and Mrs. Cook was just asking 'im for wot
she called the third and last time, but wot
was more likely the hundred and third, wot
he’d done, when there was a knock at the
front door, so loud and so sudden that old
Cook and young Bill both cut their mouths
at the same time.

‘“ Anybody ’ere o’ the name of Emma
Cook ?” ses a man’s voice, when young Bill
opened the door.

“She’s inside,” ses the boy, and the next
moment Jack Bates follered ’im into the
room, and then fell back with a start as ’e
saw Charlie Tagg.

“Ho, ’ere you are, are you?” he ses, look-
ing at ’im very black.

“Wot’s the matter ? 7 ses Mrs. Cook, very
sharp.

“T didn’t expect to ’ave the pleasure o’
seeing you ere, my lad,” ses Jack, still staring
at Charlie, and twisting ’is face up into awful
scowls. “ Which is Emma Cook ?”

“ Miss Cook is my name,” ses Emma, very
sharp. “ Wot d’ye want?”

“Very good,” ses Jack Bates, looking at
Charlie agin ; “then p’raps you’ll do me the
kindness of telling that lie o’ yours agin afore
this young lady.”

*It’s the truth,” ses Charlie, looking down
at 'is plate.

“ If somebody don’t tell me wot all this is
about in two minutes, I shall do something
desprit,” ses Mrs. Cook, getting up.

“This ’ere—er—man,” ses Jack Bates,
pointing at Charlie, “ owes me seventy-five
pounds and won’t pay. When I ask 'im for
it he ses a party he’s keeping company with,
by the name of Emma Cook, ’as got it, and
he can’t get it.”

“ So she has,” ses Charlie, without looking
up.
“Wot does 'e owe you the money for?”
ses Mrs. Cook.

“’Cos I lent it to ’im,” ses Jack.

“Jentit? What for?” ses Mrs. Cook.

“'Cos I wasa fool, 1 s’pose,” ses Jack
Bates; “a good-natured fool. Anyway,
I'm sick and tired of asking for it, and if I
don’t get it to-night I'm going to see the
police about it.”

He sat down on a chair with ’is hat cocked
over one eye, and they all sat staring at
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im as though they didn't know wot to say
next.

“So this is wot you meant when you said
you'd got the chance of a lifetime, is it ? ” ses
Mrs. Cook to Charlie. “This is wot you
wanted it for, is it? Wot did you borrow all
that money for?”

“ Spend,” ses Charlie, in a sulky voice.

“Spend ! ” ses Mrs. Cook, with a scream ;
“wot in?”

“ Drink and cards mostly,” ses Jack Bates,
remembering wot Charlie ’ad told 'im about
blackening ’is character.

You might ha’ heard a pin drop a’most,
and Charlie sat there without saying a word.

“ Charlie’s been led away,” ses Mrs. Cook,
looking ’ard at Jack Bates. ‘I s’pose you
lent ’im the money to win it back from 'im at
cards, didn’t you ?”

“ And gave 'im too much licker fust,” ses
old Cook. “I've 'eard of your kind. If
Charlie takes my advice 'e won’t pay you a
farthing. I should let you do your worst if I
was 'im ; that's wot I should do. You've got
a low face ; a nasty, ugly, low face.”

“QOne o’ the worst I ever see,” ses Mrs,
Cook. “It looks as though it might ha’ been
cut out o’ the Police News.”

“'Owever could you ha’ trusted a man with
a face like that, Charlie?” ses old Cook.
“ Come away from 'im, Bill ; T don’t like such
a chap in the room.”

Jack Bates began to feel very awk’ard.
They was all glaring at 'im as though they
could eat ’im, and he wasn't used to such
treatment. And, as a matter o’ fact, he’'d got
a very good-‘arted face.

“You go out o’ that door,” ses old Cook,
pointing to it. *“Go and do your worst.
You won’t get any money ’ere.”

“Stop a minute,” ses Emma, and afore
they could stop ’er she ran upstairs. Mrs.
Cook went arter 'er and 'igh words was heard
up in the bedroom, but by-and-by Emma
came down holding her head very ’igh and
looking at Jack Bates as though he was dirt.

“How am I to know Charlie owes you
this money ?” she ses.

Jack Bates turned very red, and arter
fumbling in ’is pockets took out about a
dozen dirty little bits o’ paper, which Charlie
‘ad given im for I O U’s. Emma read ’em
all, and then she threw a little parcel on the
table.

“There’s your money,” she ses ; *take it
and go.”

Mrs. Cook and ’er father began to call out,
but it was no good.

* There’s seventy-two. pounds there,” ses



Original from

Digitized by G‘DDS[*? UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN



