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after making fast, went below to prepare
themselves for an evening ashore. Standing
before the largest saucepan-lid in the galley,
the cook was putting the finishing touches to
his toilet.

A light, quick step on the wharf attracted
the attention of the skipper as he leaned
against the side smoking. It stopped just
behind him, and turning round he found
himself gazing into the soft brown eyes of
the prettiest girl he had ever seen.

“Js Mr. Jewell on board, please?” she
asked, with a smile.

‘“ Jewell ?” repeated the skipper. * Jewell ?
Don’t know the name.”

“He was on board,” said the girl, some-
what taken aback. “This is the Elizadeth
Barstow, isn’t it?”

“What's his Christian name,” inquired the
skipper, thoughtfully.

“ Albert,” replied the girl. “ Bert,” she
added, as the other shook his head.

“Oh, the cook!” said the skipper. “1
didn’t know his name was Jewell. Yes, he’s
in the galley.”

He stood eyeing her and wondering in a
dazed fashion what she could see in a small,
white-faced, slab-sided——

The girl broke in upon his meditations.
“ How does he cook ?” she inquired, smiling.

He was about to tell her, when he suddenly
remembered the cook’s statement as to his
instructor. *“He’s getting on,” he said, slowly;
‘“ he’s getting on. Are you his sister? ”

The girl smiled and nodded. “ Ye—es,”
she said, slowly. “Will you tell him I am
waiting for him, please?”

The skipper started and drew himself up;
then he walked forward and put his head in
at the galley.

‘“Bert,” he said, in a friendly voice, * your
sister wants to see you.”

“ Who?” inquired Mr. Jewell, in the
accents of amazement. He put his head out
at the door and nodded, and then, somewhat
red in the face with the exercise, drew on
his jacket and walked towards her. The
skipper followed.

“Thank you,” said the girl, with a pleasant
smile. _

“You're quite welcome,” said the skipper.

Mr. Jewell stepped ashore and, after a
moment of indecision, shook hands with his
visitor.

“If you're down this way again,” said the
skipper, as they turned away, ‘ perhaps you’d
like to see the cabin. We’re in rather a
pickle just now, but if you should happen to

come down for Bert to-morrow night——"
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The girl’s eyes grew mirthful and her lips
trembled. “Thank you,” she said.

“Some people like looking over cabins,”
said the skipper, confusedly.

He raised his hand to his cap and turned
away. The mate, who had just come on deck,
stared after the retreating couple and gave
vent to a low whistle.

“ What a fine gal to pick up with Slushy,”
he remarked.

“It’s his sister,” said the skipper, some-
what sharply.

“The one that taught him to cook ?” said
the other, hastily. ‘“Here! TI'd like five
minutes alone with her ; I'd give ’er a piece
o’ my mind that 'ud do her good. I'd learn
‘er. I'd tell her wot I thought of her.”

“That’ll do,” said the skipper ; “ that’ll do.
He’s not so bad for a beginner; I've known
worse.”

“Not so bad ?” repeated the mate. “ Not

so bad? Why”—his voice trembled—
““ain’t you going to give ’im the chuck,
then?” ;

“I shall try him for another voy'ge,
George,” said the skipper. “It’s hard lines
on a youngster if he don't have a chance. I
was never one to be severe. Live and let live,
that’s my motto. D)o as you’d be done by.”

“You're turning soft-arted in your old
age,” grumbled the mate.

“Qld age!” said the other, in a startled
voice. “Old age! I'm not thirty-seven yet.”

“You're getting on,” said the mate;
* besides, you look old.”

The skipper investigated the charge in the
cabin looking-glass ten minutes later. He
twisted his beard in his hand and tried to
imagine how he would look without it. As
a compromise he went out and had it cut
short and trimmed to a point. The glass
smiled approval on his return; the mate
smiled too, and, being caught in the act, said
it made him look like his own grandson.

It was late when the cook returned, but
the skipper was on deck, and, stopping him
for a match, entered into a little conversa-
tion. Mr. Jewell, surprised at first, soon
became at his ease, and, the talk drifting in
some unknown fashion to Miss Jewell, dis-
cussed her with brotherly frankness.

“You spent the evening together, I
s’pose?” said the skipper, carelessly.

Mr. Jewell glanced at him from the corner

of his eye. ‘“Cooking,” he said, and put
his hand over his mouth with some
suddenness.

By the time -they parted the skipper had
his |hand in 72 friendly fashion on the cook’s
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“I don't mind being alone,” said Miss
Jewell, gently ; I'm used to it.”

The other’s reply was lost in the rush for
the 'bus, and for the second time that even-
ing the skipper had to find fault with the
seating arrangements. And when a vacancy
by the side of Miss Jewell did occur, he was
promptly forestalled by a young man in a
check suit smoking a large cigar. -

They got off at Aldgate, and the girl
thanked him for a pleasant evening. A
hesntatmg offer to see her home was at once
negatived, and the skipper, watching her and
the cook until they disappeared in the traffic,
walked slowly and thoughtfully to his ship.

The brig sailed the next evening at eight
o’clock, and it was not until six that the cook
remarked, in the most casual manner, that
his sister was coming down to see him off.
She arrived half an hour late, and, so far
from wanting to see the cabin again, dis-
covered an inconvenient love of fresh air.
She came down at last, at the instance of the
cook, and, once below, her mood changed,
and she treated the skipper with a soft
graciousness which raised him to the seventh
heaven. “You'll be good to Bert, won't you?”
she inquired, with a smile at that young man.

“T’ll treat him like my own brother,” said
the skipper, fervently. “No, better than
that ; I'll treat him like your brother.”

The cook sat erect and, the skipper being
occupied with Miss Jewell, winked solemnly
at the skylight.

“I know you will,” said the girl, very
softly ; “but I don't think the men——"

“The men’ll do as I wish,” said the
skipper, sternly. “I'm the master on this
ship—she’s half mine, too—and anybody
who interferes with him interferes with
me. If there’s anything you don’t like, Bert,
you tell me.’

Mr. Jewell, his small, black eyes sparkling,
promised, and then, muttering something
about his work, e\changed glances with the
girl and went up on deck.

“It is a nice cabin,” said Miss Jewell,
shifting an inch and a half nearer to the
skipper. ¢ 1 suppose poor Bert has to have
his meals in that stuffy little place at the other
end of the ship, doesn’t he ?”

‘““The fo'c’sle? ” said the skipper, struggling
between love and discipline. * Yes.”

‘The girl sighed, and the mate, who was
listening at the skylight above, held his breath
with anxiety. Miss Jewell sighed again and
in an absent-minded fashion increased the
distance between herself and companion by
six inches.
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‘“It’s usual,” faltered the skipper.

“Yes, of course,” said the girl, coldly.

“But if Bert lkes to feed here, he’s
welcome,” said the skipper, desperately, ‘“and
he can sleep aft, too. The mate can say
what he likes.”

The mate rose and, walking forward, raised
his clenched fists to heaven and availed
himself of the permission to the fullest extent
of his vocabulary.

“Do you know what I think you are?”

‘inquired Miss Jewell, bending towards him

with a radiant face.

“No,” said the other, trembling. “What ?”

The girl paused. “ It wouldn’t do to tell
you,” she said, in a low voice. ‘It might
make you vain.”

“Do you know what I think you are?”
inquired the skipper in his turn.

Miss Jewell eyed him composedly, albeit
the corners of her mouth trembled. “ Yes,”
she said, unexpectedly.

Steps sounded above and came heavily
down the companion-ladder. “ Tide’s a'most
on the turn,” said the mate, gruffly, from the
door.

The skipper hesitated, but the mate stood
aside for the girl to pass, and he followed her
up on deck and assisted her to the jetty.
For hours afterwards he debated with him-
self whether she really had allowed her hand
to stay in his a second or two longer than
necessary, or whether unconscious muscular
action on his part was responsible for the
phenomenon.

He became despondent as they left London
behind, but the necessity of interfering
between a goggle-eyed and obtuse mate and
a pallid but no less obstinate cook helped to
relieve him.

“ He says he is going to sleep aft,” choked
the mate, pointing to the cook’s bedding.

‘ Quite right,” said the skipper. “1I told
him to. He’s going to take his meals here,
too. Anything to say against it?”

The mate sat down on a locker and fought
for breath. The cook, still pale, felt his
small, black moustache and eyed him with
triumphant malice. “1 told im they was
your orders,” he remarked.

“And I told him I didn’t believe him,”
said the mate. “ Nobody would. Whoever
‘eard of a cook living aft? Why, they'd laugh
at the idea.”

He laughed himself, but in a strangely
mirthless fashion, and, afraid to trust himself,
went up on deck and brooded savagely apart.
Nor did he come down to breakfast until the
skipper, and cook-had finished.
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for hours, and it was past eleven when he
returned to the ship and found the cook
waiting for him.

““ We thought something ’ad happened to
you,” said the cook. ‘Kate has been in a
fine way about it. Five minutes after you
lost me she found me, and we’ve been hunt-
ing ’igh and low ever since.”

Miss Jewell expressed her relief the next
evening, and, stealing a glance at the face
of the skipper, experienced a twinge of some-
thing which she took to be remorse. Ignor-
ing the cook’s hints as to theatres, she elected
to go for a long ’bus ride, and, sitting in
front with the skipper, left Mr. Jewell to keep
a chaperon’s eye on them from three seats
behind.

Conversation was for some time disjointed ;
then the brightness and crowded state of the
streets led the skipper to sound his com-
panion as to her avowed taste for a country
life.

“I should love it,” said Miss Jewell, with
a sigh. “But there’s no chance of it; I've
got my living to earn.”

“You might — might marry somebody
living in the country,” said the skipper, in
trembling tones.

Miss Jewell shuddered. “Marry!” she
said, scornfully. .

¢ Most people do,” said the other.

“Sensible people don't,” said the girl
“You hav'n’t,” she added, with a smile.

“I'm very thankful I hav’n't,” retorted the
skipper, with great meaning.

“There you are!” said the girl, triumph-
antly.

“1 never saw anybody I liked,” said the
skipper, ‘ be—before.”

“If ever I did marry,” said Miss Jewell,
with remarkable composure, “if ever I was
foolish enough to do such a thing, I think I
would marry a man a few years younger than
myself.”

“ Younger ?” said the dismayed skipper.

Miss Jewell nodded. “They make the
best husbands,” she said, gravely.

The skipper began to argue the point, and
Mr. Jewell, at that moment taking a seat
behind, joined in with some heat. A more
ardent supporter could not have been found,
although his repetition of the phrase “ May
and December” revealed a want of tact of
which the skipper had not thought him
capable. What had promised to be a red-
letter day in his existence was spoiled, and
he went to bed that night with the full
conviction that he had better abandon a
project so hopeless.
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With a fine morning his courage revived,
but as voyage succeeded voyage he became
more and more perplexed. The devotion of
the cook was patent to all men, but Miss
Jewell was as changeable as a weather-glass.
The skipper would leave her one night con-
vinced that he had better forget her as soon
as possible, and the next her manner would
be so kind, and her glances so soft, that only
the presence of the ever-watchful cook pre-
vented him from proposing on the spot.

The end came one evening in October.
The skipper had hurried back from the City,
laden with stores, Miss Jewel having, after
many refusals, consented to grace the tea-
table that afternoon The table, set by the
boy, groaned beneath the weight of unusual
luxuries, but the girl had not arrived. The
cook was also missing, and the only occupant
of the cabin was the mate, who, sitting at one
corner, was eating with great relish.

“ Ain’t you going to get your tea?” he
inquired.

“No hurry,” said the skipper, somewhat
incensed at his haste. “It wouldn’t have
hurt yox to have waited a bit.”

“\Waited ? ” said the other. ‘“What for?”

“ For my visitors,” was the reply.

The mate bit a piece off a crust and stirred
his tea. ‘“No use waiting for them,” he said,
with a grin.  “ They ain’t coming.”

“What do you mean?” demanded the
skipper. .

“T mean,” said the mate, continuing to stir
his tea with great enjoyment—* 1 mean that
all that kind’artedness of yours was clean
chucked away on that cook. He’s got a
berth ashore and he’s gone for good. He left
you ’is love ; he left it with Bill Hemp.”

“ Berth ashore?” said the skipper, staring.

“Ah!” said the mate, taking a large and
noisy sip from his cup. ‘ He’s been fooling
you all along for what he could get out of
you. Sleeping aft and feeding aft, nobody to
speak a word to ’'im, and going out and being
ireated by the skipper ; Bill said he laughed
so much when he was telling 'im that the tears
was running down ’is face like rain. He
said he’d never been treated so much in his
life.”

“That'll do,” said the skipper, quickly.

“ You ought to hear Bill tell it,” said the
mate, regretfully. “I can’t do it anything
like as well as what he can. Made us all
roar, he did. What amused ’em most was
you thinking that that gal was cookie’s
sister.”

The skipper with-a sharp exclamation
leaned, forward; staring-at him.
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