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Mr. Heard grinned sheepishly. “I told
you I would,” he muttered.

“Don’t stand talking here,” said Mrs.
Smith, gazing at the puddle which was grow-
ing in the centre of the carpet ; “ they’ll catch
cold. Take 'em upstairs and give '’em some
dry clothes. And I’ll bring some hot whisky
and water up to 'em.”

“Rum is best,” said Mr. Smith, herding
his charges and driving them up the small
staircase. “ Send young Joe for some. Send
up three glasses.”

They disappeared upstairs, and Joe appear-
ing at that moment from the kitchen, was
hastily sent off to the Blue Jay for the rum.
A couple of curious neighbours helped him
to carry it back, and, standing modestly just
inside the door, ventured on a few skilled
directions as to its preparation. After which,
with an eye on Miss Smith, they stood and
conversed, mostly in headshakes.

Stimulated by the rum and the energetic
Mr. Smith, the men were not long in
clnnging. Preceded by their host, they came
dcwn to the sitting-room again; Mr. Heard
w th as desperate and unrepentant an air as
b: could assume, and Mr. Dix trying to
¢ onceal his uneasiness by taking great interest
in a suit of clothes three sizes too large
for him.

“They was both as near drownded as
could be,” said Mr. Smith, looking round ;
“he ses Arthur fought like a madman to
prevent “imself from being saved.”

‘It was nothing, really,” said the mate, in
an almost inaudible voice, as he met Miss
Smith’s admiring gaze.

“Listen to ’im,” said the delighted Mr.
Smith ; “all brave men are like that. That’s
wot’s made us Englishmen wot we are.”

“I don’t suppose he knew who it was he
was saving,” said a voice from the door.

“I didn’t want to be saved,” said Mr.
Heard, defiantly.

“ Well, you can easy do it again, Arthur,”
said the same voice ; “the dock won’t run
away.”

Mr. Heard started and eyed the speaker
with some malevolence.

“Tell us all about it,” said Miss Smith,
gazing at the mate, with her hands clasped.
“ Did you see him jump in?”

Mr. Dix shook his head and looked at
Mr. Heard for guidance. * N—not exactly,”
he stammered ; “I was just taking a stroll
round the harbour before turning in, when
all of a sudden I heard a cry for help——"

“No you didn’t,” broke in Mr. Heard,
fiercely.
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“ Well, it sounded like it,” said the mate,
somewhat taken aback.

“]I don’t care what it sounded like,” said
the other. “I didn’t say it. It was the last
thing I should ’ave called out. I didn’t want
to be saved.”

~ “Praps it was Emma,” said the voice
from the door.

“ Might ha’ been,” admitted the mate.
“ Well, when I heard it I ran to the edge and
looked down at the water, and at first I
couldn’t see anything. Then I saw what
I took to be a dog, but, knowing that dogs
can’t cry ‘help!’'—”

“ Emma,” corrected Mr. Heard.

“Emma,” said the mate, “I just put my
hands up and dived in. When I came to the
surface I struck out for him and tried to seize
him from behind, but before I could doso he
put his arms round my neck like—like "

“Like as if it was Emma’s,” suggested
the voice by the door.

Miss Smith rose with majestic dignity and
surveyed the speaker. ‘ And who asked you
in here, George Harris ? ” she inquired, coldly.

“I see the door open,” stammered Mr.
Harris—“1 see the door open and I

-thought——"

“If you look again you'll see the handle,”
said Miss Smith.

Mr. Harris looked, and, opening the door
with extreme care, melted slowly from a gaze
too terrible for human endurance.

“We went down like a stone,” continued
the mate, as Miss Smith resumed her seat
and smiled at him. “ When we came up he
tried to get away again. I think we went
down again a few more times, but I ain’t
sure. Then we crawled out ; leastways I did,
and pulled him after me.”

“ He might have drowned you,” said Miss
Smith, with a severe glance at her unfortunate
admirer. “And it's my belief that he
tumbled in after all, and when you thought
he was struggling to get away he was
struggling to be saved. That’s more like
him.”

“Well, they’re all right now,” said Mr.
Smith, as Mr. Heard broke in with some
vehemence. ‘“ And this chap’s going to ’ave
the Royal Society’s medal for it, or I’ll know
the reason why.”

“No, no,” said the mate, hurriedly; “I
wouldn’t take it, I couldn’t think of it.”

“Take it or leave it,” said Mr. Smith;
“but I'm going to the police to try and get
it for you. I know the inspector a bit.”

“] can't_take it,” said the horrified mate;
“it—it—besides, don’t you see, if this isn’t
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about,” said Mr. Dix, sharply. “If it'll ease
your wmind, and do you any good to know,
you ncver had a chance. She told me so.”

“I sha’n’t follow you,” said Mr. Heard ;
“it’s your last evening, so you’d better make
the most of it.”

He turned on his heel, and the mate,
pondering on his last words, went thought-
fully on te the house. Amid the distraction
.of pleasant society and a long walk, the
matter passed from his mind, and he only
remembered it at nine o’clock that evening
as a knock sounded on the door and the
sallow face of Mr. Heard was thrust into the
room.

““Good evening all,” said the intruder.

“ Evening, Arthur,” said Mr. Smith, affably.

Mr. Heard with a melancholy countenance
entered the room and closed the door gently
behind him. Then he coughed slightly and
shook his head.

“ Anything the matter, Arthur ?” inquired
Mr. Smith, somewhat disturbed by these
manifestations. A

“I've got something on my mind,” said
Mr. Heard, with a diabolical glance at the
mate—* something wot’s been worrying me
for a long time. I've been deceiving you.”

“That was always your failing, Arthur

— deceitfulness,” said Mrs. Smith. “I
remember——"

“We've both been deceiving you,” inter-
rupted Mr. Heard, loudly. “I didn't jump
into the harbour the other night, and I didn’t
tumble in, and Mr. Fred Dix didn’t jump in
after me; we just went to the end of the
harbour and walked in and wetted ourselves.”

There was a moment’s intense silence and
all eyes turned on the mate. The latter met
them boldly.

“It’s a habit o’ mine to walk into the water
and spoil my clothes for the sake of people
I’ve never met before,” he said, with a laugh.

“For shame, Arthur!” said Mr. Smith,
with a huge sigh of relief.

“’Ow can you ? ” said Mrs. Smith.

‘“Arthur’s been asleep since then,” said the
mate, still smiling. ““ All the same, the next
time he jumps in he can get out by himself.”

Mr. Heard, raising his voice, entered into
a minute description of the affair, but in
vain. Mr. Smith, rising to his feet, de-
nounced his ingratitude in language which
was seldom allowed to pass unchallenged in
the presence of his wife, while that lady con-
tributed examples of deceitfulness in the past
of Mr. Heard, which he strove in vain to
refute. Meanwhile, her daughter patted the
mate’s hand.

THE STRAND MAGAZINE,

“Tt’s a bit too thin, Arthur,” said the latter,
with a mocking smile ; “try something better
next time.”

“Very well,” said Mr. Heard, in quieter
tones; “I dare you to come along to the
harbour. and jump in, just as you are, where
you said you jumped in after me. They'll
soon see who'’s telling the truth.”

“He'll do that,” said Mr. Smith,  with
conviction.

For a fraction of a second Mr. Dix hesitated,
then, with a steady glance at Miss Smith, he
sprang to his feet and accepted the challenge.
Mrs. Smith besought him not to be foolish,
and, with an idea of dissuading him, told him
a slanderous anecdote concerning Mr. Heard’s
aunt. Her daughter gazed at the mate with
proud confidence, and, taking his arm, bade
her mother to get some dry clothes ready
and led the way to the harbour.

The night was fine but dark, and a chill
breeze blew up from the sea. Twice the
hapless mate thought of backing out, buta
glance at Miss Smith’s profile and the tender
pressure of her arm deterred him. The tide
was running out, and he had a faint hope that
he might keep afloat long enough to be
washed ashore alive. He talked rapidly,
and his laugh rang across the water. Arrived
at the spot they stopped, and Miss Smith
looking down into the darkness was unable
to repress a shiver.

“Be careful, Fred,” she said, laying her
hand upon his arm.

The mate looked at her oddly. * All right,”
he said, gaily, “ I'll be out almost before I'm
in. You run back to the house and help
your mother get the dry clothes ready for
me.”

His tones were so confident, and his laugh

" so buoyant, that Mr. Heard, who had been

fully expecting him to withdraw from the
affair, began to feel that he had under-rated
his swimming powers. * Just jumping in and
swimming out again is not quite the same as
saving a drownding man,” he said, with a
sneer.

In a flash the mate saw a chance of escape.
“Why, there’s no satisfying you,” he said,
slowly. “IfI do go in I can see that you
won’t own up that you’ve been lying.”

“He'll ’ave to,” said Mr. Smith, who,
having made up his mind for a little excite-
ment, was in no mind to lose it.

“T don't believe he would,” said the mate.
“ Look here !” he said, suddenly, as he laid
an affectionate arm on the old man’s shoulder.
“1 know what we'll-do.”

“ Welk 2 jsaidr Mr, Smith;
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