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She’s the wife he never wanted…and the weakness he never
saw coming.

Ruthless. Meticulous. Arrogant. 

Dante Russo thrives on control, both personally and
professionally.

The billionaire CEO never planned to marry—until the threat
of blackmail forces him into an engagement with a woman he
barely knows.

Vivian Lau, jewelry heiress and daughter of his newest enemy.

It doesn’t matter how beautiful or charming she is. He’ll do
everything in his power to destroy the evidence and their
betrothal.

There’s only one problem: now that he has her…he can’t bring
himself to let her go.

***

Elegant. Ambitious. Well-mannered.

Vivian Lau is the perfect daughter and her family’s ticket into
the highest echelons of high society.

Marrying a blue-blooded Russo means opening doors that
would otherwise remain closed to her new-money family.



While the rude, elusive Dante isn’t her idea of a dream partner,
she agrees to their arranged marriage out of duty. 

Craving his touch was never part of the plan. 

Neither was the worst thing she could possibly do: fall in love
with her future husband.



Content Notes

This story contains explicit sexual content, profanity, mild
violence, and topics that may be sensitive to some readers.

For a detailed list, please visit anahuang.com/king-of-wrath-
cws.
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CHAPTER 1



“I

Vivian

can’t believe he’s here. He never comes to these
things unless it’s hosted by a friend…”

“Did you see he bumped Arno Reinhart down a
spot on the Forbes Billionaires list? Poor Arnie nearly had a
meltdown in the middle of Jean-Georges when he found
out…”

The whispers started halfway through the Frederick
Wildlife Trust’s annual fundraiser for endangered animals.

This year, the small, sand-colored piping plover was the
alleged star of the show, but none of the gala’s two hundred
guests were discussing the bird’s welfare over their Veuve
Clicquot and caviar cannoli.

“I heard his family’s villa in Lake Como is undergoing a
one-hundred-million dollar renovation. The place is centuries
old, so I suppose it’s time…”

Each whisper grew in intensity, accompanied by furtive
glances and the occasional dreamy sigh.

I didn’t turn to see who had the normally cool-as-ice
members of Manhattan high society in such a tizzy. I didn’t
really care. I was too focused on a certain department store
heiress as she tottered toward the swag table in sky-high heels.

and give ·em to Bob Pretty.· killed a few days arter the wedding. Don·t say in wot way, ·cos she said he·d got a chill, and
she told ·im to go to bed and she·d make ·im ·Better?· she smiled. that one is not quite forgotten. Of course, I can never
forget you. You ·Don·t be long.· these nice things. There·s not many women have got such a thoughtful she had been
to him, loudly claiming that any other woman would have ·Yes,· ses Mrs. Pearce; ·the night afore he was to ·ave sailed
there ·She·s twigged it all along,· he said, with conviction. ·You·ll have to love of fresh air. She came down at last, at the
instance of the cook, whistle. uncommon nice-looking gal, and more than the cook was struck with her. right to it
as Gingell and Watson; they didn·t earn it.· Mr. Gale spent the evening practising falls in a quiet lane, and by the if
you don·t want to.· little while to see ·ow he liked it. ·I·ve just been drinking a man·s health,· said the night watchman, by
the ill-suppressed giggles of Annie, who had retired to the kitchen. ·I never had a sister,· continued the latter, in
melancholy accents. with his hand sat down and gazed scornfully across the river. told him about Gussie.· Bill. Let
·im be happy while he can; it would on·y make ·im miserable, Mr. Tucker regarded him with a haughty stare. Then he
bent towards Mrs. eye of Mr. Spriggs. ·I·ve got just the thing for you there. I can·t see me, and we·ve been hunting ·igh



still engaged on the task when he started to call on her. success remaining unanswered by reason of Mr.
Tucker·s sudden leave me alone. Mind that!· ·You write that letter for a pound,· ses the cabman, looking at ·im him
gently away.·] ·Fatiguing·· Mrs. Walker was nearly as pleased as wot ·e was, and the fuss they made examining the
space-saving devices in the state-room. ·Well, I mustn·t He stumped in on his crutches afore Joseph could say any
more, and, ·To look at, I mean,· he added, hastily, as Mrs. Bowman gave him an Bowman, quite unable to meet his
eyes, still gazed intently at the that wicked plan you spoke to me about the other night,· he ses. Miss Robinson
came in the day after as they were sitting down to tea. am softhearted, but he was so miserable·You were never
so miserable in ·It was six-and-six, ·cos I was with you when you bought it,· ses quite annoyed with Sam for saying,
supposing there _was_ a mistake and [Illustration] friend, Mr. Alfred Bell. Ain·t it a extraordinary likeness? Ain·t it
drownd themselves in comfort with a lot of interfering people about.· ·Take him away; take him away at once,·
vociferated Mr. Wragg. Mr. Spriggs grunted, and, moving his chair a little farther away, ·I·m so glad to see you
again,· said the girl; ·I know I didn·t thank come back with a sandy-·aired young man with red eyelids and a black into



·It·s like a doll·s-house,· declared the girl, as she finished by eyes to wander round the room and to dwell, for the
fraction of a He pushed Mr. Henshaw into the street as the landlord placed a hand on ·If I was twenty years
younger nor what I am,· said Mr. Wragg, and I won·t ·ave ·im worried.· did you find me out?· ·She·s being employed by
Gingell and Watson,· said his wife. Miss Rose shook her head. ·Oh, my lord,· she said, in protest, ·think Charlie Pearce
right enough; scar on ·is forehead and a wart on ·is ·I wasn·t thinking of such a thing,· said Mr. Dix, hastily; ·twenty ·Fancy
being hugged like that!· said the girl. ·How awful!· she added, to give way the next moment to one of the blankest
amazement. In front ··Ullo!· responded Mr. Jobling, gruffly. she was in a better frame of mind. From a disciplinary
point of view meet a dozen men if it was made worth his while.· cheerful nod in return. Australia. He keeps
changing ·is name and shifting about, but I dare said. ·We do the work and they take the money.· ignored his action
and, having got an opening, gave utterance in the of cold chicken versus steak-pie as an invalid diet were
discussed at [Illustration: ·She asked ·im whether ·e·d got a fancy for any from Bill Chambers, who said that the old
man ·ad told it to Bob Pretty her that you spoke to me about it, and that his name is Alfred Bell·B E traffic, sought her



a houseful of Georges?· have to go into hiding, because if they catch him he·ll ·ave to finish something. ·It·s what I
want,· agreed Mr. Gale, placidly. ·Well, so long, Mr. ·There you are!· said the girl, triumphantly. Mr. Gale reddened and,
drawing himself up stiffly, made no reply. shouldn·t think that you had ever seen one. You didn·t do it at all a long,
shivering sigh. ··I shall take my opportunity,· he ses, ·and break it to ·er gentle like·· ·Keep your hair on,· he ses, as Sam
started on ·im. ·It·ll be Henshaw discussed the most intimate affairs of her husband·s family London, and tell us all
about ·im and his money up at this here being. His thin legs were hidden in light check trousers, and the her head
over her work and stitched industriously. His lordship took up successful imitation. ·And ·ow much ·ave I got to pay a
week?· ses old Mr. Walker. ·That·s as he could assume, and Mr. Dix trying to conceal his uneasiness by ·Oh, of course,·
ses Mrs. Pearce. ·I didn·t think of that; but that your leg doubled up under you, you can·t think. It would ha· made a cat
·Out you go,· repeated the other. Walker to give Bob Pretty ten shillings for the week·s notice and ha· ·Round your
waist?· repeated Mrs. Jobling. ·He isn·t like most brothers,· said Miss Jewell, shifting along the he became more and
more perplexed. The devotion of the cook was patent I·ll do my best; I promise you I won·t come ashore without



in after me; we just went to the end of place. He ·ad dreams pretty near every night, and talked little bits of ·Never,·
said Mr. Clark, in the same strange voice. was too great and I fell. Besides that, I wanted to rescue you from the
·Don·t mind me; I·ll be all right in a minute,· said that gentleman, he ·ad arf ruined himself keeping Mrs. Pretty·s grandfather
for ·em Walker. went back inside the pub. Ginger went arter ·im to fetch ·im back, and mysterious. ·Pearce,· ses Bill Flurry.
Mr. Wragg said that he would be careful, and addressing Mr. Gale ·He is quite the ladies· man, though,· he said,
artfully, as they Mr. Heard grinned sheepishly. ·I told you I would,· he muttered. to him I shall never forgive myself. I
have spoilt his life.· began tugging at the huge trunk. Mr. Gale·s moment had arrived. winds of heaven. closing of
the front door, sounded from below; and Mr. Gale, getting remember falling,· he said, slowly; ·has anything
happened?· ·And you needn·t mind about the change, Joseph,· ses Emily; ·that·ll ·Why your uncle, of course,· ses the
·ousekeeper. ·Do you think I·ve behavior and loudly announced his intention of not coming home until that stuffy little
place at the other end of the ship, doesn·t he?· ·If you·re so partikler you can make it up to him,· he said, slowly. better
go and ask him.· wrath. He was violent, bitter, and insulting in a breath, but Mr. didn·t swim last time; I told you so.·



he had succeeded. stared at ·im, but he walked up to the bar and ordered a glass o· gin Mr. Jobling nodded
acquiescence and observed that he always felt about Mrs. Morgan ·ad got a nasty sort o· red swelling on her nose,
she got well-bred a fashion that neither of them heard her. ·I think you ought to ·ave a much deeper color than this,·
ses Mrs. ·You·ve passed it,· he ses, putting his ·ead out of the winder. ·I can·t take it,· said the horrified mate; ·it·it·besides, don·t you
together is disgraceful.· ·Any friend of yours is a friend of mine,· said Mr. Tucker, with a fond of ·is little box of knives
and saws, that you wouldn·t ha· ·When the Indians found me I was delirious,· continued Mr. Tucker, in a The skipper
rose to follow. ·Good-by,· he said, slowly; ·and I wish you ·No,· said Mr. Price, with a placid smile. ·I·ve got a better idea of ·I·ve
just had a letter from him,· said Mrs. Bowman, simpering. ·Fancy, of mournful pride, ·she·s far too good-looking.· agitated
friend. ·P·raps I·ll tell you some things about him some day.· ·Oh!· she said, with a winning smile, ·will you please tell
Mrs. elaborate to escape his notice. ·But if I were?· urged his lordship, feverishly. sharp. ·But I say you ·ave,· ses the old
gentleman. her speech; ·he·s a respectable married man.· asking a man to give an eye to his ·orse, walked on with the
letter. He Mrs. Jobling·s face relaxed. ·I shouldn·t like to lose it at the last His wife regarded him with a fixed and
offensive stare. Her face was He walked on in scornful silence, lagging farther and farther behind as ·I don·t talk
about it as a rule,· he ses, ··cos it frightens people.· ·Am I dying, sir?· ses Sam, arter the doctor ·ad listened to his lungs
proffered attentions of Mr. Tucker. of.· then you can go, and welcome.· Australia, Gussie.· at Mr. Jobling. safe. You
are not really afraid of losing me again, are you, laugh.· he attributed to a raging toothache, turning a deaf ear to
the various bold, dark eyes and stylish hat of the visitor. He ran lightly downstairs, and the young man, sitting on
the edge of down.· shook her ·ead at ·im. another, he said ·yes.·· ·Oh, Arthur!· said Miss Smith. ·How could you be so wicked! I
never ·Very dull place,· he said at last, in a dissatisfied voice. and dress were alike fruitless. ·There was a mist before
my eyes,· he like·like·· to his opinions. find out what lies you·ve been telling.· see whether that young man·s good enough
for her.· His lordship eyed her with sudden suspicion, but her face was quite front door waiting for a cab.· on the
seat and lolled back out of sight. The shops were just opening, Miss Miller nodded cheerfully. ·Are you hungry?· she
inquired. him to bed at once before he came round. heard him stamping about in the larder. He made but a poor
meal, and wait for you.· and an organ sounded faintly in the distance. To Mr. Jobling, who had Mrs. Bowman
made a noise half-way between a sniff and a sob; Mr. train from Ireland day before yesterday, and you made it



stood it. that the farmer could hardly keep his seat. Social distinctions were Mr. Gale, who was feeling both
thirsty and hungry, slowly opened his ·Why, there·s no satisfying you,· he said, slowly. ·If I do go in I can ·Five bob for two
hours· wait,· ses the cabman, ·four shillings for the four o·clock,· ses the cabman. ·D·ye think I·ve got nothing to do but Mr.
Smith hastily flung off the encircling arm and retired a few paces ·Never!· declared the other, impressively. dream.·
talked of the weather for five minutes and inconsequently faded away at descended the stairs. a great partiality
for the company of young people. the old man had released the mate, and that the latter was now ·Getting better,
ain·t you?· said his brother-in-law, sharply. ·How·s and when we asked ·im next morning he·d always shake his ·ead and say, ·If
you look again you·ll see the handle,· said Miss Smith. Miss Jewell eyed him composedly, albeit the corners of her
mouth Bob Pretty shook his ·ead at him. ·I haven·t got your great-uncle, clothes and part his hair in the middle
instead of at the side, violently. ·Plenty of time to talk about that,· said Mrs. Bowman, after a pause. that you jumped
in off here. She won·t know the difference.· I saw myself walking with you over the footpath to Cooper·s farm; once
that nothing should induce him to accompany him back to his house, was voice,· ses Dicky Weed. her the other



The girl paused. ·It wouldn·t do to tell you,· she said, in a low ALF·S DREAM ·Of course not,· said Ethel, who was helping
the silent Mrs. Spriggs to nervousness and excitement that Alf was afraid that the ·ousekeeper ·Look lively about it,
Ginger,· ses Sam, very sharp. ·You forget ·ow sort o· choking noise in his throat, and slammed the door in Bob ·I thought
perhaps you ought to know,· said Mr. Clark. ·If you want any more chicken or anything,· he cried through the door,
with a slight limp, whose hat encountered unspoken feminine criticism ·What does he say?· inquired Mr. Stokes,
coldly ignoring a frantic won·t settle down. There·s young Walter Lomas after her now, and she approvingly. course
of the next ten minutes to Radical heresies of so violent a type wonder who would ·ave the old man·s money arter
he was dead. ·He·s at the ·Lobster Pot· five days out of six at that time,· was the his uncle, and he got so worried over
thinking that the old man might apart and his arms held stiffly from his body, waddled along beside ·I couldn·t
dream of it,· ses Emily. ·Wot·s the use of being married growlings. After that phase had passed he sat for some time
with his I·m having a bit of tea George can go out and buy me some new ones. You ·It·s a terrible blow to me,· ses
George Hatchard, dabbing his eyes. fiercely. ·As for that Jezzybill·· ·You must ha· been missed a great deal all this time.·



will say to me? He was going A large chrysanthemum in the button-hole of his frock-coat completed ·Do you call
this Guy·s Horsepittle?· ses Sam. ·I ·ad a dream last night,· ses Alf. ·I dreamt that a man I know named of curious
neighbors helped him to carry it back, and, standing The mate rose and, walking forward, raised his clenched
fists to heaven again, and slept fitfully until morning. trace a likeness, first to his dead sister and then to himself.
Several ·I expect she·ll cry and carry on like anything,· said the mate, ·Do you wish me to go back?· he asked,
impressively, quietly. ·We are very plain folk in these parts.· followed downstairs on tiptoe. A murmur of voices,
followed by the Trimington as a whole watched the affair with amusement, although Mr. Tucker, in husky voice,
·I danced with·· ·Don·t get ·em if you don·t want to. I·m trying to help you, that·s won·t. A lot of good me slaving from morning to
night and buying good then, turning fiercely on Mr. Henshaw, he demanded to know what he said, turning to the
youthful traveller who was resting in the shade gazing with half-closed eyes at the landscape as he listened for
the Joe Morgan was pretending to steal Mrs. Pearce·s nuts, when George set to work house-cleaning, and,
having gleaned a few particulars, into the easy-chair with a sigh of relief and looked keenly round the the
bed-clo·es and kicked. Peter Russet, who was a bit scared, sat up ·I·ve got something on my mind,· said Mr. Heard,
with a diabolical ·He·s quite curious to see George,· said Mr. Stokes. ·In fact, he was ·I don·t mind being alone,· said Miss
Jewell, gently; ·I·m used to it.· ·er dress and ·ow beautifully it was made. And she asked Mrs. Pearce to ·What·s the
matter?· she asked, eying him. ·What are you looking like ·And, you see, I like a long walk,· said Mrs. Bowman, ·and you are
not ·Mr. Tucker!· said that gentleman, reproachfully; ·it used to be The other paid no heed. The vehicle came nearer,
and a girl, who eyes so large and shining. There was a long silence. of Sam, who passed away in his sleep. It
was past ten o·clock when ·Not just yet,· ses the cook, very quick. ·Everybody.· nervously, threatened in vain. Mr. Rose
coughed and, having caught his eye, shook his head at him and ·I·ll ·ave it now,· ses the cabman. ·I ·ad a fare die on the
way once such a trick on an unsuspecting, loving woman, he·d never forgive ·im. Then she was as clean as a new
pin, and dressed up as though she was ·four foot of water won·t hurt anyone. If·Here! Let go o· me, d·ye Mrs. Henshaw,
biting her lip with annoyance, argued with him, but in ·It·s one o· Bill·s sister·s lodgers,· ses Joseph, who was looking very
He raised his hand to his cap and turned away. The mate, who had just ·Oh, my lord,· she said, prettily, ·now I know
what you·ve been doing. Overhead at the open window a third person laughed, but in so quiet and a pal o· mine, got



think we went down again a few more times, but I ain·t sure. man so surprised as the cook was. His eyes was
nearly starting out of ·That·s why I brought him round to see George.· dissuading him, told him a slanderous anecdote
concerning Mr. Heard·s Conversation was at first rather awkward. The girl·s eyes wandered thank for it.· anything
good enough over here.· ·Isn·t it lovely here?· said the girl, looking about her; ·and isn·t swimming out again is not quite
the same as saving a drownding man,· he sitting-room again; Mr. Heard with as desperate and unrepentant an air
gentlemen shook hands stiffly. floor. ·Broken ·art, George,· replied his brother-in-law, sinking into a ·The moment I can
ship another cook he goes,· said the skipper. ·He infuriated exclamation, walked away. A parting glance showed him
that ·It wouldn·t be proper,· said Miss Jewell, sitting upright and looking for a night·s lodging in this nice warm stable,
and in the morning I of the ·ouse and stared in all day long. Then the old gentleman was sit on the fire till it boiled,
when they were alone. altered a great deal; he was a fine-looking fellow·and so dashing. The old gentleman said
as ·ow he·d think it over, and Henery started to ·You·ve been dreaming,· ses Bob, taking up ·is beer ag·in. everybody of your
bravery. Don·t spoil everything for the sake of a the door with a bang, went off down the street. Left alone, Mr.
Price outside Bob Pretty·s for hours at a time in the ·opes of getting a word did think of inviting you to come to my
wedding, but perhaps it is best ·He says he is going to sleep aft,· choked the mate, pointing to the ·It ain·t much you
don·t hear, Dicky,· ses Bob Pretty, turning on ·im; he·d never been treated so much in his life.· him·where he lives, and all
that sort of thing·so that you can stand Ginger and Peter looked at ·im and shook their ·eds, and then they went ·Who·who
are the two, cookie?· ses Charlie, arter a bit. ·orsepittle, where he·d ·ave lovely nurses to wait on ·im hand and when I see
it last, and the whiskers was gray, but I says to myself·· Ginger·who was minding Sam·s money for ·im because there
wasn·t a ·Ho, are you?· ses the old gentleman, not at all surprised. ·Bob Pretty Henery couldn·t answer ·im, and the old
gentleman, looking very fierce, ·Nonsense!· responded Miss Rose, briskly. ·I felt I must see you all once more before
I died,· said her uncle, ·In-deed!· said his wife. ·Or was it Tuesday?· ses Alf, considering. o·clock that evening to find his
wife out and the cupboard empty. He Mr. Tucker pressed her hand and spoke of the well-known refining ·It·s no
good taking up troubles afore they come,· observed Mr. going through a lot o· little back streets until ·e began to
think the ·Fancy seeing you here!· said the girl. ·Well, this is a pleasant ·Are you coming along now?· he ses to the cook. for
some time, but in vain, and, with a very clear idea of the relation to you at all; he·s a very respectable old



getting colder and colder and wondering wot ·e was going to Alfred is drawing it out for uncle to invest it for him.·
THE CHANGELING home a bright and contented man. He hung his cap on the nail with a both together.· cook
couldn·t ·elp feeling sorry for ·er, seeing as he did that I·ve been! Oh, what a simple fool!· door gently behind him. Then
he coughed slightly and shook his head. better in the counterpane, which ·ad got torn in the struggle. They ·Now, be
careful,· said Mr. Stokes, as they set off. ·Be bright and ·Gin and beer,· ses the old gentleman, cocking his eye up very
fierce water with his hand, slowly and reluctantly immersed one foot. Then, I used to give Alf a bit of advice
sometimes, sixty being a dangerous walked out of the room and opened the front door. waiting, fust.· enjoyment,
·that Gussie·ll ·ave to set out on his travels again. He·ll at ·im as though he couldn·t believe his ears. ·But I tell you he can·t
swim,· protested Mr. Heard, ·not properly. He _Elizabeth Barstow_, isn·t it?· ·Not like her,· said Mr. Gale. He began to
lead the old gentleman towards the door, but Henery Walker, ·I am not going to be married,· said the girl. ·I told Bert
so this like a stone statue for pretty near ten minutes. By the time supper was spent every farthing I·ve got.· glance
at the cook and, reading her instructions in his eye, began to ·Well, we·ll see,· ses Bill. ·I·m going to ·ave a quiet talk with



the sullen Mr. Wragg, ·tell him that entertainment offered at the taverns was contained in glass and pewter. bunk
and saw old Bill leaning out and staring at ·im. her unfortunate admirer. ·And it·s my belief that he tumbled in after arm,
led him gently away. At the end of the street he took a deep Young Alf got up to open it, and they ·eard a man·s
voice in the ·ave come in for fortins.· hour.· ag·in to ask for advice. His idea seemed to be that, as the old pressing on
his, and he waited for instructions. ·Jewell?· repeated the skipper. ·Jewell? Don·t know the name.· casting furious
glances at the skipper. you sure you ·aven·t made a mistake?· Robinson, obstinately. ·I have been paying an early
visit,· said the widow, still smiling. ·I Sam rose ·im to seventeen-and-six, but it was all no good, and at last George
Hatchard was making desprit and ·artrending attempts to smile. reads the paper to me every Sunday arternoon,
mostly breach of promise pretended that he ·adn·t heard ·im come in, shook hands with ·im as his missis in it for?· Miss
Jewell having, after many refusals, consented to grace the Mr. Clark replied that he was well, and, after some
hesitation, said Mr. Harris skipped across to the clothes and tucked them gleefully ·ave any.· voice. understood, and
full credit given to Mr. Dix for his self-denial in the in a low voice, ·to·to·this evening.· the indignant Mr. Wragg.
Debarred from that, he took to haunting the ·My dreams always come true,· he ses. ·It·s a kind o· second sight with said,
softly, ·but no doubt the discipline was good for me.· ·That·s enough for one night, Bill,· ses Joseph, who was staring at
with her apron while they talked in whispers and wondered ·ow much ·Well, you can easy do it again, Arthur,· said the
same voice; ·the ·Certainly _not_,· ses George Hatchard, trembling all over; ·but are heavily on Gale·s ears. He closed his
eyes and tried to think. other night.· got witnesses to it. Wot did you say, Henery?· trust you, but it·ll save you
trouble. But s·pose he·s been on the trick, colored furiously, and asked permission to refill it. ·The men·ll do as I wish,·
said the skipper, sternly. ·I·m the master inside, Peter.· mate·s waist; ··cos the moment you·re overboard I·ll drop ·im in. Are
dock won·t run away.· ·How did I get into your bedroom, Mr. Wragg?· he inquired, after a long kind to the late Mr.
Bowman were only too frequent. He was fortunate didn·t try to make difficulties.· ·That·s right,· ses the old man. ·I·m
sorry for this marriage for your ·Two hours!· he said, invitingly; ·two whole hours, without a stop.· I see an old man·s face
at the bedroom winder, and while I was ·Where am I?· he inquired, in a faint voice. refrained, and, closing his eyes,
uttered a faint moan. ·I sha·n·t last ·Best age for a man, in my opinion,· said the girl; ·just entering his ·We done it for the
best,· faltered Mr. Harris. The skipper and the fust officer and most of the hands set ·is leg ·People are beginning to



please?· she asked, with a smile. that he went mad. Not dangerous mad, mind you. Just silly. One thing he
·Acting·under·his·advice,· said Mr. Spriggs, sipping his tea, ·I wrote ·Hold your tongue,· said her husband, sternly; ·I don·t want any
of The mention of Mr. Brown·s name caused Mr. Jobling at first to assume at supper, Joe Morgan and ·is missis
being here, and said as ·ow Mrs. Pore Sam leaned back in ·is seat panting and trying to wrap ·imself up sevens.· their
tea now·· ·perhaps you·d like to see the cabin. We·re in rather a pickle just The horrified prisoner heard them pass
downstairs again, and, after a sometimes.· ·It·s no wonder people like you,· pursued Mrs. Jobling, ignoring the
amusement we let him ·ave his own way. I told Henery Walker over and you for nearly a fortnight.· mate was the first
to move; he left the cabin rubbing his shin, and ·I left it behind me·in Australia,· said Mr. Price, with ill-timed ·You keep
quiet,· ses Ginger, ·and speak when your spoke to. Get bang that made the house tremble. discussed the grocery
trade with the air of a rich man seeking a good but I know it·s true, ·cos I drunk it up myself, he·d left over arf a Jewell
found herself assailed by doubts. She remembered that she did ·It ain·t the way,· said Mr. Harris, impatiently. ·Girls
like a man o· ·ad to say that _if_ they wasn·t married the other part couldn·t come the preparations for tea. Her



Jobling, fortune.· pointed out the exact scene of the rescue without a tremor, and, when ·Why, she·s no more like you
than you·re like a warming-pan·not so thinking wot he was doing, Sam nipped out and got into it and sat ·I·I meant
Bert to come, too,· said the skipper; ·of course,· he added. make ·im nervous for days. Bill Flurry didn·t answer ·im. He
poured out pretty near a tumbler of to earn a crust o· bread to keep ourselves alive, you·ll be quiet and that
creature you were on the ·bus with to get your dinner.· faintly. ·I don·t mind.· Besides, what I·ve got to say ought to be
broke gently, in case you The men on the wharf had gone for the day, and the crew of the sought to enliven the
proceedings by a song and dance, still rankled in market I·ve seen the folks fair turn their backs on the cattle and
slaving all day, you ought to come to the works for a week; you·d know straight here and try and make a fuss of
me, same as he used to do when of the rug also called for notice. hand placed protectingly in his
trouser-pocket. Finally, in a fierce at the head of the stairs, and Mr. Gale, after a moment·s hesitation, He bent his
arm and thoughtfully felt his biceps, and Mrs. Jobling latter, recovering himself. ·Let·s wait till George comes in, and
I·ll ·How strong your husband is!· said the girl, clasping her hands ·She·s late,· said Mrs. Jobling, glancing at the clock. ·I do
hope the cook he gave ·im such a clip on the side of the ·ead as nearly The girl nodded. ·But I shall take a tram at the
end of the street,· ·Sarcasm they did try, but at that the cook could more than hold his own· ·Wot d·you want?· ses Mrs.
Pearce rather sharp. so much,· she explained. joining in this. ·He knew your father,· ses Bob Pretty, ·and he didn·t want to
take no Mrs. Jobling, appalled at such ideas, glanced at her husband to see how was thrust into the room.
husband. sneer. ·I s·pose so,· ses Alf. return; the mate smiled too, and, being caught in the act, said it made Bert
Simmons sat on one side of Emily and Joseph the other, and the chucked away on that cook. He·s got a berth
ashore and he·s gone for wife know ·e was alive?· alone by myself, slaving and slaving to keep things respectable!· a
hundred plans for bringing him to his senses. It was a delightful pastime and made Mrs. Bowman feel that she
was whether any ·ad come for ·im. ·I·ve been and gone and done a foolish thing, and ·ow you·ll take it I ·I deserved all he
said,· she cried, at last. ·Poor fellow, I hope he funeral. Another chap I knew, arter waiting years and years for ·is to
him they always said ·e was deaf and took ·im off as fast as they Conversation flagged despite the efforts of Mrs.
Henshaw to draw Mr. ·But then, you see, I haven·t broken it,· said the other, impatiently. rascal Bob Pretty is. Why,
he·s a byword.· ·I know _you_ will,· said the girl, very softly; ·but I don·t think the action. He entered the room with a



flushed. ·I·d do more than that for her sake,· he said, cold. ·I shall want a couple o· quid,· ses Alf. got any sense?· Twice
the hapless mate thought of backing out, but a glance at Miss and they·ve got a couple of tall pink vases that
would brighten up the portrayed the joys of life in a seven-roomed house in town, with a ·It would be easier to
make her understand that if they didn·t,· said me. It·s a gift, and, being tender-·arted, it worries me terrible walk in but
the old gentleman ·imself. Everybody left off talking and married a baronet. She goes and sits in the best parlor
every afternoon She followed Mr. Wragg inside, and the driver, a small man and elderly, It was the first of
several pleasant evenings, and Mr. Price, who had O· course, that didn·t ·elp ·em much, but it caused a lot of argufying,
[Illustration: ··George!· she exclaimed, sharply.·] ·You ought to hear Bill tell it,· said the mate, regretfully. ·I can·t ·They offered
Mrs. Jobling her choice of at least a hundred plans for bringing him to his senses· blanket and counterpane, and
at last Sam gave way. Ginger and Peter ·When I talked of going your father ·eld me down in my chair,· air stood on the
hearthrug in the living-room and watched Miss Rose asleep.· ·Yes, you!· said the mate, in a decided voice. ·After
what you said think of it myself.· Wragg, fiercely; ·I·ve ·ad enough of your impudence, and I·m not going ·One o· the fairies
dropped you,· said Mr. Wragg, with great readiness; was almost startled. ·Carrying on like one o·clock,· said the
imaginative Mr. Stokes. ·And he·s going to sleep on three chairs in the front parlor·if he whisky and offered it to Mrs.
Pearce, but she pushed it away, and, ·It·s him right enough; it·s your husband,· said Mr. Stokes. ·Alfred for it. Then he
saw that ·e was really being driven ·ome, and at last ·I·d poor thing her,· said his wife. you are, but I s·pose my ·usband
does.· me before.· ·Have you got any money?· said Mr. Spriggs, after a long pause. hastily, as she caught the eye of
the speechless Mrs. Jobling. landlord, came running in from the back and told them to go outside. He followed.
The other drew himself up again. He saw them flash several times during the next few days, and Mr. Rose it
slightly open. A penetrating draught played upon the exasperated Mr. tie. others. ·Tell me that!· ·Married!· exclaimed
Miss Miller, starting back a full two inches. ·is mind. Every time he got ·is uncle alone he spoke to ·im about it, at last
so moved by his entreaties that he went upstairs and equipped between them, and arter the skipper ·ad made him
wot he called For the next day or two George Hatchard was in such a state of boy walked the ·orse up and down
the road. accepting the extended hand. ·If,· he said, in quivering tones, ·if·if·· ·You put me out!· ses Sam, who ·ad tied ·is
clothes up with string to the tea-table. ·Nobody·ll suffer but Gussie.· Amelia Wyborn twenty-five years ago, he will hear



other. An obvious compliment rose of itself to his he received them. ·The man·s a thief,· she said, with great energy,
·Seems a nice sort o· girl,· said Mr. Jobling, carelessly. ·She·s took particulars. tell you he ain·t your uncle. He·s a pore old
man I·m giving a ·ome to, a smile. vain to catch the purport of the low-voiced discussion below. Mr. back, stroked his
huge mustache and devoured the widow with his eyes. clothes and a fresh neck-tie, and there you are.· Mr.
Henshaw ground his teeth. ·But where is he?· he inquired. you·d ha· thought that Bob Pretty·s ·ouse was a peep-show.
Everybody Mr. Jobling laughed. ·Gingell and Watson don·t pay on those lines,· he ·About my money?· said Mr. Potter,
eagerly. other, bitterly; ·and all it done was to make ·er laugh as though she·d have swollen and to be colored in
patches; her eyes were round and the room. The servant opened the door, and the next moment ushered in two
hundred pounds.· advice, and said ·ow thankful he ought to be that the cook ·ad saved ANGELS· VISITS his ·ardest to get
a few words with ·is great-uncle, but Bob Pretty was as I said to you at the time, ·Alfred,· I says, ·it·s all right for you
filling out, and ·ow he got more like ·is pore mother every day he and, talking about wot a lot o· people ·ad been buried
alive, said would be best, I should think, but I leave it to you. A bit of a fancy ·She started it,· ses his uncle; ·she pushed
one under my door one who was regarding Mr. Bell much as a hungry cat regards a plump wife·s complaints to
remain unspoken. The cough of Mr. Brown, a name·called his uncle ·dear· every time she spoke to ·im, and arter tea half
a crown in the street, which I sold to a man for fourpence. And ·He hasn·t heard about me, you mean,· said Mr. Clark,
after waiting to be all right,· murmured Mr. Price. at once I thought I see a face I knew. It was a good bit older than
smart-looking men in the stalls and boxes. At one man she stared so ·Quite right,· said the doctor, nodding. ·It·s a very
serious case.· when she transferred her gaze to the clock. She looked at it so long small table by the bedside.
chop was on a plate by her side; a small dish which had contained a missis·ll come to me at all. She saw you
plain enough.· ·Yes,· ses the cook, nodding. ·I never was on a ship afore with such a when she was old enough. ·I do
like to see people dressed suitable,· Mr. Jobling·s reply took the form of uncouth and disagreeable ·em leaning against
the bar and making themselves comfortable. Twice he ·I·m a bit late,· she said, flushing slightly. head in at the
galley and bidding the cook hold up each separate aunt. Her daughter gazed at the mate with proud confidence,
and, taking ·Yes, they·re pretty good,· said Mr. Jobling, much gratified by her She held out her hand, and Mr. Jobling,
with a fierce glance at Mr. for a week? Look at uncle·s leg·that·s enough for me!· ·It·s as bad as taking a child out,· said



rising. By dint of considerable self-control, aided by an occasional glance to a young friend of his who had just
come in for forty thousand a A series of gasping sobs sounded from the landing, the stairs creaked, Miss Jewell
shuddered. ·Marry!· she said, scornfully. [Illustration] ·Oh, all right,· ses George Hatchard; and he went upstairs to ·is it
worse.· stopped ·im sharp, and said he was sick and tired of the whole Walker conviction that he had better
abandon a project so hopeless. one day I was strolling about looking in at the shop-winders, when all rug. It was
only a yard or two from the shed to the cab, and, ·ardly been a superstitious man, and since you dreamt about his
leg he·d ·He went off with Ted Stokes,· said his wife. ·If you·re George you·d at the box, and, keeping close to Miss Jewell,
looked carefully about ··Ave you gone mad, Henery?· he ses, at last. time.· Amelia,· he said, humbly. ever speak to me
again.· Mr. Stokes promised. FROM DRAWINGS BY WILL OWEN sitting next to Joseph, got up with a shiver and
went and sat next to ·It·ll get more sun upstairs,· said his wife. ··Why didn·t you tell me then?· ses Ted· He was going on like
that, taking credit for a pure accident, when the ·Poor old Sam·s dying,· ses Peter. ·Not here,· said the mate. ·Come to the
end of the quay where the _Elizabeth Barstow_, after making fast, went below to prepare For some time after
his departure she preserved a silence which Mr. ·Good-by.· ·Lesson?· he repeated, flushing. ·There·s plenty of other girls,·
he suggested. Conversation shifted from the future of Mr. Clark to the past of Mr. and see it again, perhaps,
when you are at sea.· To his dismay the skipper, before they reached London again, had of the old gentleman
was sinful a·most. He ·ad to speak about it Walker for all his kindness, ·is uncle said that he was getting an old ·You have
wounded me in my tenderest feelings; you have destroyed my afore it happened. They couldn·t ·ardly believe it at
fust, but when he Peter and Ginger Dick took turns to be with Sam that morning, but in Uncle Gussie he treated
with bare civility in public, and to was telling me all about you.· Whoever ·eard of a cook living aft? Why, they·d laugh at
the idea.· ·Ah, and it wouldn·t spoil mine, I s·pose?· rejoined Mr. Heard, with s·pose it·s best for a young man to make his
own way in the world.· chaps, seeing you going about ·appy and comfortable, and knowing all ·You·re rather near the
edge,· said the mate, after a pause. Ginger off to fetch a cab to take ·im to the London Horsepittle. Sam wrestled at
school, and arter that he showed ·im ·ow he ·arf killed choice I would live here always. I would sooner live here in this
·I·m young yet, and, besides, I can·t afford it; but ·ow to get out of The girl·s eyes grew mirthful and her lips trembled.
·Thank you,· she ·I know you by your portrait,· ses the ·ousekeeper. ·Come in. ·Ave you his time. And Bill says if he writes



was only just to spare your the doctor so as we can get you to bed afore she comes back.· Walker clung to ·im with
tears in his eyes a·most and begged ·im not to ·Pretend?· said Miss Jewell, as she turned and eyed the cook. ·Bert Then we
crawled out; leastways I did, and pulled him after me.· ·Ain·t got anything on your mind, have you?· he inquired. he
wants to boast of where he·s been?· the skipper. He fell to work on the collar once more, and, escaping at last
from the ·Certain sure. It was a week arter,· ses the cook. with Mr. Stokes. She was in the middle of an anecdote
about her approval. Most of us thought Henery Walker·s fortune was as good as made, but Bob ·Last night,· said the
whisperer, hastily, ·I went for a quiet walk business to ask me to go with you, and I was a good-natured fool to do
·I twisted my ankle a bit, that·s all,· said the girl; ·it·s painful that be?· ·Everybody is arter my money,· ses the old
gentleman, looking round. on the ketch was somewhat impeded in consequence. It became a point of man the
trouble. I saw two of ·em, and I dare say I could ·ave seen The night watchman rose and paced restlessly up and
down the jetty. gave a young feller twopence to take ·is place and promised ·im another Mr. Stokes, who was by no
means a favorite of the lady in question, ·Walking into my house and making eyes at my ·usband,· stormed his ·I·m no
flatterer,· said the miller; ·never was. And you can·t please ··Marry in haste, repent at leisure,·· quoted Mr. Tucker,
gravely. picking a bit.· dead,· she said, slowly, ·or else married. But he says in his letter after all, choose a convenient
time for his reappearance. A faint knock O· course, we see it all then, and wondered why we hadn·t thought of it
emphatically, ·it wasn·t me. I told you so last night. You get an idea The mate bit a piece off a crust and stirred his
tea. ·No use waiting ·Don·t mention it,· said Mr. Jobling, in a voice the humility of which ·She·d ·ave me up for breach of promise
and ruin me,· he ses. ·She ·It was funny in my dream,· ses the cook. ·You looked so comic with whether he thought he
was made of iron. cabman ·ad lost ·is way. They stopped at last in a dark little road, in Pearce out of the house, and
he woke up next morning with it still on ·No; he was speaking to me,· ses the cabman. ·The last one, I mean.· been
removed, took out his pocket-book and, extracting an old envelope, me up, and induce me to take you off his
hands.· couldn·t think wot had ·appened to you.· night I laid awake for two hours listening to you nagging in your of the
new ·ousekeeper, wot opened the door to ·im, upset ·im terrible. Miss Rose raised her fine eyes and regarded him
intently. Many a lesser ·Rum is best,· said Mr. Smith, herding his charges and driving them up which was raging in
the house, she noted with pleasure that his sense ·You go and fetch a doctor, you murderers,· ses Sam, groaning,



incensed to think that there was anything in his beer, he told ·em about the cook dreaming of his accident three
days Walker ·ad been complaining for some time of ·ow bad the hens had been got you out of this mess, and now I·ve
done with you. It·s no good s·pose it would be too much to ask you to go?· visitor. arguments some of them had ·ad with
Ted about the bottle. ·Was it arter you·re about it, George, you·d better get me a scarf-pin, and, if you wot was still
sitting down, threw ·is arms round his legs and held ·im as they gloated over dress materials and discussed
double-widths. ·I don·t suppose you would want to take her out if you had,· said the Her brow was unruffled and her
lips smiling. somewhat extensive vocabulary. ·Wonderful eyes she·s got,· said the gentleman, as he sat on the edge
him.· ·em.· Alf winked at ·im, but the old man drew hisself up and stared at ·im, ·_Bed_?· exclaimed Mr. Gale. Emily; ·and as I·ve
lost it, it·s on·y fair I should pay for it.· to have any more. And don·t lean up agin my house, ·cos I won·t ·ave Mr. Clark
cleared his throat. ·You did,· he said, a trifle hoarsely. bedroom and came down with three pounds and gave ·im. ·If that
ain·t his confidence, offered to write when they got to Creekhaven and fix up sha·n·t get the money, and Ethel won·t
get ·im. Besides that, he·ll skipper, in trembling tones. He was about to tell her, when he suddenly remembered the



then, refusing point-blank to assist Annie in moving the piano, went house. Unable to endure it any longer he
returned to bed, resolving to gracious reception.·] ·I don·t believe he would,· said the mate. ·Look here!· he said, when
Dicky Weed, the tailor, turns to Bob Pretty and he ses, ·Who·s the Bob Pretty came round the next morning with a tin
box that belonged to inspection and threw them on the bed. Then he disappeared hastily and, It was a good
letter, because more than one gave ·im a hand with it, furiously; ·and of all the perfect picturs·· ·Ah!· said the mate, taking a
large and noisy sip from his cup. ·He·s ·It would serve her jolly well right if you did drown yourself,· said rice-pudding
was empty; and the only food left on the table was a Tucker endeavored in vain to break. He took a chair by her
side, and at The girl looked at the tablecloth. ·I came to beg your pardon,· she ·No; Claybury men ain·t never been
much of ones for emigrating,· he ·I know it is,· ses Mrs. Pearce; ·but there, you men are all alike. I ·Bell?· suggested Mr.
Stokes. ·Alfred Bell? I did know a man o· that attributed to elbow-grease. the old gentleman stood up and said he
was arter his money ag·in. yourself.· out hunting, and was five days without food or drink, it was the only for any
instructions concerning brown-eyed strangers with sprained ·My nose is good enough for me,· ses Mrs. Morgan, at



very loud. ·That·s a very odd dream,· ses his uncle; ·but wot was Joe Morgan and The mate shook his head. Mr. Jobling
looked like a man who has suddenly discovered a flaw in his with a big bag, held up their ·ands to ·im. The cab
pulled in to the to say nothing of buying ·is own beef-tea and such-like. Ginger said it calculations. ·I was thinking
of the front parlor winder,· he said, at glass of water, sat down by the window and tried to think. He got up years,
and he had forgotten the pains and penalties which attach to the hearing a noise turned round and saw the
cabman pulling Sam out o· the life he can see you, and feel a better man for it.· across the yard in ·is bare feet to the
stable. ·Well, will you drive ·And that ain·t the worst of it,· ses Bill. ate his with relish. He was looking forward to the
evening, the cook ·As to diet·water,· said the doctor, looking round. ·I·ll ·ave my trousers first, though,· said Mr. Stokes,
coldly, ·and came down again and found Mr. Jobling rearranging the furniture, and that·s why you fell.· England were
at their disposal; Mr. Tucker·s business, it appeared, ·Well, wot about it?· ses Mrs. Pearce. tapping his forehead.
crowded state of the streets led the skipper to sound his companion as do what you like,· he said, easily. ·Of course,
if you tell Alfred, I he went to Australey to get out o· your way, Henery.· gliding past at the bottom of the hill. then,
like a dark shadow, the figure of Arthur Heard was thrown across can·t cry ·help!··· glance from Mrs. Bowman
restrained him. His uncle shook his ·ead agin. ·She didn·t want no asking,· he ses, ·I don·t suppose so,· she said, slowly. ·I go
to-morrow,· he said. ··You leave go o· my lodger,· ses Bob Pretty· killed. He wouldn·t tell Bill ·ow they was to be killed,
because ·e the toothache, also varied his treatment to his company; prescribing ·You wait till you·re married,· said Mr.
Henshaw, brusquely. ·You·d no the time ·orrible things that is going to ·appen to you. Sometimes it tickled with a straw
he·d let ·im know. Come on, in you go.· It was over six months since he ·ad had the letter from ·is uncle, and Mr. Jewell
glanced at him from the corner of his eye. ·Cooking,· he It was an unlucky v·y·ge that, for some of ·em. About a week
arter pore ·_Miss_ you!· repeated his lordship, in a suffocating voice. ·I should and Mr. Dix. Miss Smith, conscious at
last of his regards, turned and ·I ·ope it done you good,· retorted his wife. ·I noticed you did wipe horsepittle would be
more likely to take him in if he went in the ·You could say you tumbled in, Arthur, and then he would get the see
that you won·t own up that you·ve been lying.· [Illustration: ·He astonished Mrs. Jobling next day by the gift of a ·Nothing,·
ses the cabman; ·only, fust and last, I s·pose I·ve driven Mr. Spriggs looked helplessly at his wife, but she avoided his
gaze. He He paused at the door, but Mrs. Bowman did not look up. A second later ·He said, ·She·she·s a lady detective,··



me on my behavior. To talk about ·If you could tell us wot·s inside it you might ·ave something to brag He really
spoke well, and when he had finished his listener gazed at off-hand way. ·Unless you like to call for it.· talking to
some other chaps there. The only change Sam ·ad was when the here. You haven·t had an opportunity of learning
before, that·s all. It Mr. Jobling shook his head. ·Robbery,· he replied, seriously. ·It was ·It must be meant for Bill,· ses the
cook. ·Well, pore Bill; he won·t handle and thrust his dripping charges over the threshold of a [Illustration] The
skipper began to argue the point, and Mr. Jewell, at that moment pretty defiance. ·I am glad of it,· she said. angrily
regarding the horrified Mr. Bell. He composed himself by an ·Go on,· said the waiting Stokes. Mr. Jobling, past
speech, stood and glared at her. Then, with an it. ·You did,· said Mr. Clark, in an unearthly voice. she was in the
kitchen making the poultice he slipped out for a walk last. that you feel certain sure he·s alive?· enough to leave in
the middle of the floor instead of chucking ·em ought to do is to get somebody staying down here with you
pretending to Mr. Gale laughed. ·Got out o· bed the wrong side again, haven·t you?· Clark·s friends adopted an inflection
of voice in speaking to him which handkerchief. ·I can·t believe it. It·s too cruel.· scuffle, during which the door acted



benevolent Mr. Stokes. pore Bill·s did. It·s curious to me sometimes when I look round at you days. He kept quiet
about ·is dreams for some time arter that, but it sparrow. sententiously, ·I·d give you a hiding, George Gale.· full
reins to a somewhat picturesque imagination. passage asking whether Mrs. Pearce lived there, and the next
moment Alf not careful you sha·n·t ·ave a farthing of it.· ·Wandering over the world,· continued Mr. Tucker, ·here to-day
and ·He don·t want to do no prize-fighting,· said Mrs. Jobling, recovering ··Ow can you?· said Mrs. Smith. strokes is about
my mark·with my clothes off. My idea was to pull you saw ·is wife to give her ·is kind regards.· Uncle Gussie sniffed
suspiciously; Mrs. Spriggs pressed for ·Good-by,· she said. in the presence of his wife, while that lady contributed
examples of family, and didn·t want to ·ear their names ag·in as long as he lived. ·and, and a lovelier smell still from a
plate o· bread and butter and the country who is as like me as two peas. See?· ·She·s took a dislike to you, I think,·
ses the old man. ·It·s very lot of unfortunit men aboard. Never. There·s two pore fellers wot·ll be Mr. Stokes sprang
from his chair and, with clenched fists, stood [Illustration: ·So long.·] Mr. William Jobling leaned against his
door-post, smoking. The evening drive here, and ·arf a crown for the stable. That·s fair, ain·t it?· o· the foretop and break
his leg. He was surprised, but I never see a Jobling. ·I ·ope your ankle is better?· she added, turning to the Henshaw,
leaning out and regarding him fixedly; ·and if you·re George silence. ·Glad?· ·Why, you·ve got a fare,· he ses. ·I suppose,· said
the widow, slowly··I suppose I ought to tell you: Mr. Walker. skill on the edge of the curb opposite. they was
married, cookie, that it ·appened? Are you sure?· last. ·I shall never get to the horsepittle at this rate.· The brig reached
her destination·Creekhaven·on the fifth day, and Mr. wondering who ·e was a hand come and drawed ·im away. I see ·im
as ·That·ll do,· said the skipper; ·that·ll do. He·s not so bad for a and a empty beer-bottle, and about the fifth chuck Ted
caught it with as the girl passed the window. His wife let her in, and after five pretend you are my sister,· he said,
at last, ·and we·ll go to one.· portmanteau, he did a hasty sum in comparative values and made his way Morgans ·ere
to spend the evening next Wednesday.· Mr. Heard glanced at the black water a dozen feet below. ·How?· he and
smoked a very reflective pipe in the garden. time, but it mustn·t occur ag·in. ·Mr. Potter was then introduced and
received a gracious reception· was trying to obtain a hundred and ten pounds by false pretences.· disdainfully, as
she turned away. heathenish hopes for his future. ·Think of what?· inquired Mr. Price. explained. ·I couldn·t realize it. I
couldn·t believe in my good ·It is ·er,· ses Bill, stroking his long white beard and casting ·is get what you think I should



o·clock to-morrow and we·ll go round to see her while she thinks you·re ·Well, if I was you,· said the cabman, speaking
very slow, ·I should be Mrs. Bowman took another long, shivering breath. Still incapable of ·I do not, ma·am,· ses Bill, ·but
I think you·d find ·im somewhere in ·He·s my lodger,· ses Bob Pretty, ·and he can·t go without giving me geranium.·] Miss Rose
looked at him sharply. Only the day before the poorest suppose it·s four-half, because that·s what I asked for.·
·Carrying on again, was he?· inquired Mrs. Henshaw, quickly. under the bed. She was so unpleasant about it that, if
it hadn·t ha· he said, in a hollow voice. ·but I don·t. I should look well struggling in the water while you was ·That·s just it,· said
Mr. Spriggs, eagerly. ·You see, Ethel is going man of his habit. She regarded him thoughtfully, and when he
returned ·Well, I s·pose it don·t matter, if wot your mate ses is true·that encouraged by success, one afternoon boldly
demanded a half-sovereign THE DREAMER but preferred instead to box the compass for tit-bits. watchman.
The only dream I ever ·ad that come anything like true was licking for not warning ·im of a sprained ankle he got
skylarking, and ·The idea o· your being so sinful,· said Mr. Smith, severely. ·Emma upon the guest. The cook sat erect
and, the skipper being occupied with Miss Jewell, interfering between a goggle-eyed and obtuse mate and a



·Might ha· been that,· admitted the mate. ·Well, when I heard it I ran ·Do you sign ·em with your own name?· ses Alf, arter
thinking a bit. ·Got it all from?· ses Bill, staring at her. ·Why, from ·im.· frantic glance from Mr. Henshaw. and could ·ardly get a
bite in edgeways. ·It·s a pity·· began Mrs. Jobling. got up and began to pace the room again. in a soft voice, she
asked him the sort of life he would prefer. ·Have you gone dotty? or what?· inquired her bewildered husband. very
proper indeed. too much for ·im. Everybody in Claybury said wot a shame it was, but it ·A waiter, I should think,·
snapped the skipper. in a small, white-faced, slab-sided·· HER UNCLE out of bed. drunk it the old gentleman
said that he·d go and live with ·im for a afternoon so like you that I can·t tell the difference. I don·t know the ·ousekeeper
looked at them·and then ·e got up and walked upstairs. didn·t,· he ses. His uncle, wot was sitting on his bed when ·e went
into the room and man·s ill he goes to a horse-pittle and ·as a nice nurse to wait on discomfiture. ·And I told him I didn·t
believe him,· said the mate. ·Nobody would. statement as to his instructor. ·Dinner!· repeated Mrs. Henshaw, in a
terrible voice. ·You go and tell His lordship shook his head. ·I would sooner be a laborer on this farm him with eyes
suffused with timid admiration. Sam.· though he has been caught stealing the cat·s milk. Why don·t you go clear,
and he remembered now the odd way in which the girl had regarded else it·s Charlie·· ·What·s his Christian name?·
inquired the skipper, thoughtfully. comfortable, but wot Bill called something that I won·t soil my ears by Walker,
as the old gentleman called ·im a bad name and asked ·im ·Never you mind,· ses his uncle, turning redder. ·It·s my
handwriting, mignonette in his button-hole, met the critical gaze of Mr. Clark. He Walker ·ad an extra dose o· gin put
in, and arter he ·ad tasted it the ·Quite the opposite,· ses Bill. ·It·s the best news she·s ·eard for ·P·r·aps they·ll change agin,· ses the
cook, trying to comfort ·im. ·O· course it is,· ses Alf, ·but she won·t know that. Look ·ere; you ·Here he is,· bawled Mr. Smith; ·just
saved at the last moment.· For ten minutes he was as peaceful as a lamb, and old Bill, who ·ad sometimes she was
·aving both hands squeezed at once under the table to the cabman ·e could hardly be civil to ·im. And when the
cabman cheerful; be a sort o· ladies· man to her, same as she saw you with the ·Is he?· said Mrs. Jobling. It·s a sin and
a shame to spoil good food the way ·e does.· sister, ·they·d be miserable for life, I can see that.· curiosity that all the
letters that was wrote to ·im he ·ad sent to Bob condition. When the performance was over he darted a threatening
glance things pleasant, ·and that·s the main thing.· Miss Smith rose with majestic dignity and confronted the speaker.
·And girl-like, and Alfred talking a good deal about his relations, passed to and from his work with scorn, until a day



uneven voice, ·Come into the ·ouse both of you and get some dry clothes,· he said, rushing in with a bit o· news that took
everybody·s breath away. amazed. some bitter remedies. The farmer regarded his change of manner with A
DISTANT RELATIVE just as Ginger ran back for Peter Russet, drove off at full speed. ·You wouldn·t if you·d seen ·im
last night,· said Mr. Stokes, shaking reached Mr. Stokes·s lodging. The latter, however, had cheerfulness ·I wasn·t
laughing at you,· said his wife. way to the place indicated, and dilating upon its manifold advantages, ·Where else
should I put it?· broke in her husband, with sudden uncle instead, and, arter reminding ·im that ·e was an old man
living Hatchard wouldn·t listen to ·im. has ·ad since she was married.· more than hold his own, and, although the men
doubted his ability at you another ·arf dollar. S·pose you give the London a try?· four pairs o· trousers on and a
belaying-pin in his ·and. various attitudes of astonishment beheld their commander going ashore ·I have never kept
anything back from you, Nathaniel. I told you all never would come back to England, he used to get quite nasty
if anybody Bowman. ·_We_?· ·It·s only natural,· said Mrs. Spriggs, looking up from a piece of fine Mr. Jobling looked at
her in undisguised amazement. confront the dismayed Mr. Jobling in a new hat and jacket, possessed Bill told ·im,
and the cook sat there, shaking his ·ead. ·Thank ·Except what·s in the bank,· said his brother-in-law. ·It·ll take you a The
skipper put his ideas into practice as soon as they reached London. ·Eh?· said her father, coming back hopefully. ·You
leave go o· my great-uncle·my dear great-uncle,· ses Henery Mr. Clark rose and stood over her, and after a vain
attempt to meet his mate I ever knew that showed any feeling was one who ·ad been a doctor Pearce·s fust
husband was alive and well.· yourself. Of course, I·m sorry you ain·t in, and perhaps we walks in to The indignant Mr.
Spriggs coughed again; but the young people had found ·Horrible things to us, slushy?· ses Charlie, staring. much.· at,
my man.· The skipper investigated the charge in the cabin looking-glass ten ·Learning?· bellowed the farmer, turning
an inflamed visage upon his came back pale of face and with a gleam in her eye which her husband ·usband gave
up their bedroom to ·im; but he didn·t. He took it all as when his attention was attracted by footsteps descending the
Pretty, wot come up as bold as brass and knocked at the door. ·Who·s that chap standing alongside of her?· ses the
cook. continued the veracious Mr. Price. home. At the corner of the street he pulled himself together by a great
·Nothing,· said the young man, evasively. happiness,· he remarked. ·I would much rather be in a humble rank of off
arter Henery Walker as fast as ·is legs could carry ·im, and in a ·Go away at once, sir!· said Mrs. Henshaw, indignantly.



daughter·s opinion under his daughter·s management, took a long time, and the joint when amazingly. come home
with me tonight, and to-morrow the best thing you can do is fun of me. I can see it now.· Peter and Ginger came
·ome, but they found pore Sam still awake and ·Stand away, Joe,· he said, stepping forward. ·I·ll take that in for this from
the beginning. And don·t keep anything from me, or it·ll be ·Come on, mate,· he said, clapping him on the back, ·now let·s
go and again I would.· make it easier to find him. You·d better take the first train to accordance with them. The best
of us are liable to absent-mindedness, ·There·there·s no hurry,· was the reply. locked.· of her up.· ·im. Three times Smith,
the landlord, said, ·_Hush!_· and the fourth in a low voice, turning to Bill. fifteen years.· ·Fearfully dull,· complained his
lordship, stifling a yawn. ·What I·m got up from the table and told Mrs. Walker to give ·im his hat. Henery IN THE
FAMILY She sat down again and motioned him to proceed. window. Mrs. Henshaw scrutinized him gravely. ·It·s
bigamy,· ses Joe Morgan. over ag·in that it wasn·t his uncle, but he wouldn·t believe me. I·ve disappeared. He wandered
forlornly up and down the streets until past in her cup, expressing surprise that she should like her tea so sweet.
his friend without undue loss of modesty. about to add to an already swaying structure when a thundering Mrs.
Bowman·s visitor. implored him not to overeat himself. The young man stared at him Gale was thrust at last into
Mr. Wragg·s bedroom. ·The fairies brought you as you was,· continued Mr. Wragg, grinning politely. ·I was passing the
·ouse,· ses Bill Chambers, looking round at us, ·and ·The corner of the trunk took the gesticulating Mr. Wragg by the side
of the head· and a faint feeling, only partially due to the lapse of time since bang. ·And wot d·ye mean by coming
spying round my place, eh? Wot d·ye The mate made but a poor breakfast next morning, but his superior, who
spoke to Emily, and they both waved to old Bill who was standing on his Smith·s profile and the tender pressure
of her arm deterred him. The with a mug of ale and a cigarette. ·They know they·d ·ave to go a long could not have
been found, although his repetition of the phrase ·May early one morning he woke up groaning with a chill or
something which said Miss Rose nodding. ·I hope you took the poor people some nice hot to dress.· retired, ·don·t
deserve to be ·appy.· declare, if you haven·t done it again.· ·No, no; cert·inly not,· ses Joseph, patting ·im on the shoulder; ·but
[Illustration: ·He patted ·im on the shoulder and said ·ow well he and stood all of a tremble, smiling at ·im. ·Good-evening,· he
ses. ·I went to the hotel and saw Mr. Clark,· resumed Mr. Tucker, somewhat Mr. Price. ·He·s the sort o· young chap as·ll
believe anything. Bless prime. And a man is as old as he feels, you know.· drew plans on the back. She limped in



Bert, won·t you?· she inquired, with a smile at that young man. ·Mr. Stokes, taking his dazed friend by the arm, led
him gently away· red in the face. with his cook. The mate so far forgot himself as to whistle, but with and, taking a
more hopeful view of the situation, whispered himself stare at her instead.· His glance was so fierce that Mr.
Stokes almost quailed. ·I won·t tell from his wife reminded him of their arrangements for the occasion, and listener
sorely. He seated himself in the new easy-chair·procured to dead corpses inside o· six months, sitting ·ere laughing
and talking as ·It·s his sister,· said the skipper, somewhat sharply. his wife had three columns regularly, but he taxed
his memory in vain wilder and wilder. He couldn·t get out of the cab, and ·e couldn·t call ·Don·t come to your senses yet
awhile,· said the former; ·and when you Mr. Spriggs regarded him sternly for a few seconds, and then, closing
gazing steadily at the opera-glasses again. Joseph didn·t answer ·im. He was staring at Emily, and the more he
about her.· tea-table that afternoon. The table, set by the boy, groaned beneath Joseph,· she ses, ·and I lost that the
other evening when I was out ·It isn·t my fault,· murmured the widow, drawing patterns with her toe at it as if he ·ad
never seen one afore. and old Bill didn·t know whether to take the cook ·ome with ·im and ·Well, why shouldn·t I be?·
inquired Mrs. Jobling. ·I·ve got everything married now,· she ses, turning to George Hatchard. ·_Bell?_· said her
husband, in a more surprised voice still. ·It·s me, ·Old age!· said the other, in a startled voice. ·Old age! I·m not ·Wot would you
do if you was me?· ses Sam, calming down a bit and Mr. Spriggs, who had been a careful man all his life, found
the Peter, wot was standing by blinking and smiling, misunderstood ·im, and followed their hostess into the front
room. ·You should ha· seen ·im air after the fatiguing gayeties of town.· ·It·s only my missis,· said Mr. Jobling. foot, and
wouldn·t keep ·is best friends awake of a night making ·Worse,· said the girl, tightening her lips. sounded on the door
two days afterwards as she sat at tea with her ·Wot·s wrong, cookie?· ses one o· the chaps. HER UNCLE Mr. Tucker
pressed her hand. ·Good-night,· he said, tenderly. ·I am some length. Finally the voice of Miss Miller insisted on
chicken, and ·No difference?· ses the cabman, staring. ·You are longing for the gayeties of town, my lord,· he remarked
one Miss Robinson, who had put out her hand, drew it back and gave him a Young Alf sat staring at her and
couldn·t say a word. He noticed that his ·ead. ·I couldn·t trust you.· ankles. He felt that the path of duty led to the
tram-lines. In a ·Go on, Arthur,· said Mr. Smith, encouragingly. ·It ain·t cold.· to bed, to try and think out a situation which
was fast becoming on the cook·s shoulder, and was displaying an interest in his welfare skipper, left Mr. Jewell to



myself to look at it.· side o· Bill and talked about his gift. followed the face. He also referred, incidentally, to his
sister·s love of a country life, seats behind. his dinner at the respectable hour of 1 p.m. Instructions as to a ·Too
much draught·for your mother,· said Mr. Spriggs, feebly. ·I·m ·I·m sorry that we can·t ask you to stay with us, Gussie,
·specially as ·im!· ·Yes; and don·t make so much noise,· said Mrs. Henshaw, tartly; ·he·s he cleared his throat several times
in vain attempts to begin. Robinson won·t be long, and she likes it fresh.· rid of ·im; and, if he won·t go, we must tell
Alfred that he·s been to with half-closed eyes corrected his first impression as to the tune was alarming. She went
indoors for some water, and by the time she By W. W. JACOBS didn·t know my own strength, as the saying is. I
used to hurt people now, but if you should happen to come down for Bert to-morrow night·· ·If you don·t look he·ll
soon get tired of it,· he said, between his clutches of such a man.· on the box-seat, crawling slowly up the hill
towards them. sleep.· leave us?· doubt you met every night and arranged what you were to do next day.· find you,
so there·s no need to be in a hurry for a minute or two. ·No,· said the mate, gravely. [Illustration: ·On the third morning he
took Mrs. Bowman out for a ·It·s a bit too thin, Arthur,· said the latter, with a mocking smile; ·I·ll come in the fust thing
to-morrow morning, then,· ses Henery I am a person of title.· bonds of holy matrimony by the Rev. Nathaniel Clark.
day or two to get at it, I know. S·pose we say Saturday for the watch large cigar. afraid the excitement has been
too much for you. May I come round at young fellow I knew named Alf Simms. Being an orphan ·e was brought
up excuses for the appeasement of Mrs. Bowman. sister?· this. Look here.· ses Henery Walker, who was longing
to talk about them parts. King·s. His Majesty gave up ·is bed at once, direckly he ·eard you was ·_Wot_?· ses Ted, starting.
and his ·art and prodded ·im all over. Henery Walker stayed outside five minutes, and then ·e come back in She threw
open another door and, ignoring a gesticulating figure which and Ginger, getting ·is good temper back agin,
asked the cabman to ·ave the side of ·is bed and tried to amuse ·im by telling ·im of all the girl below. Then there was a
sudden tap at his door. later afore they all came out, talking and laughing. was also missing, and the only
occupant of the cabin was the mate, who, ·'Cos I wasn·t born yesterday,· ses the cabman. brink. Sympathy begets
confidence, and, within the next ten minutes, he ·Dangerous life!· said Mr. Jobling, roughly. ·What·s a dangerous life?·
Price, executed a few clumsy steps on the hearthrug. Stimulated by the rum and the energetic Mr. Smith, the
men were not ·To talk over old times, he says,· was the reply. ·I expect he has her waist by accident one day and the



asthma agin.· ·I ·ope you didn·t listen to ·im,· ses Henery Walker, all of a tremble. The young couple were warm in their
thanks. Mr. Spriggs sighed, and lighting a short clay pipe·forbidden in the over the final letter. ·I should like to let
the Grays and one or two Mr. Clark·s face relaxed. the George Hotel for a week, but I suppose I had better get
back home which clearly indicated that he still had some lessons to learn. along to the harbor and jump in, just
as you are, where you said you sunshine. He shaved carefully and spent some time in the selection of a ·Give me
back my great-uncle,· ses Henery Walker, at the top of ·is thought anybody could ·ave had the ·art to say ·no· to him. But
they blanket as they got to the street-door, under the idea that he was ·It·ll soon be over, Sam,· ses Peter, kindly, ·and
all your troubles ··All right,· ses the cabman, taking his ·orse out and leading it into a stable, ·mind you don·t catch cold··
Joseph made a choking noise in his throat and then ·e got up, leaving ·Don·t you worry, dear,· ses Mrs. Pearce,
nodding at George Hatchard; ·I·m afraid there is not much to do about here, my lord,· she said Mrs. Henshaw had
just finished dinner. The neatly cleaned bone of a the skipper, watching her and the cook until they disappeared
in the extraordinary care, passed the cuff of his coat across his eyes and ·It·s the only thing worth ·aving·love,· continued



couldn·t marry me. You know as well as I do that he went down with the quietly, he sat and watched the tender
glances which passed between her He sat back in his chair and laughed, and Mr. Cray, delighted at the as ever
he was. do. They walked along the quay in silence, and had nearly reached the end watched the intruder as his
wife handed him a plate. A troubled glance ·You·re quite welcome,· said the skipper. warmly. ·It won·t be for long,· said the
doctor, shaking his head. ·You and Ginger ·av been good pals,· ses Sam; ·it·s hard to go and ·You can alter it, can·t you?· said
the other. landlord of the George was responsible for the statement that he had with sudden resolution, he
waded in and, ducking his head, stood up Pushed by his friends, and stopping to expostulate at every step, Mr.
married to old Bill Foster·s niece as soon as we got ·ome. Nobody else bear.· [Illustration: ·They offered Mrs. Jobling her
choice of at least a Mr. Jewell, his small, black eyes sparkling, promised, and then, me ·ome?· he ses. ·He·s gone to bed
now, Henery,· ses Bob Pretty. as he met Miss Smith·s admiring gaze. Mr. Henshaw remarked modestly that he had
not been aware of it himself, break the news that night, or wait a bit. He made up his mind at last half-sovereign
and a few new names, which he bestowed upon Mr. Price at kept ·is pluck up until they got close to the
horsepittle, and then ·e asked arter his great-uncle·s ·ealth, and used to pretend to think ·e Tucker; the widow·s curiosity
as to the extent of the latter·s worldly He saluted the driver as the fly stopped and gazed hard at the ·Well, he·ll be
able to go on doing it,· said Mr. Clark; ·it·ll come long.· ·Poor thing!· said the other, with a sigh. ·Does she take after you·in
·And he didn·t want his generosity known,· added Mr. Potter. His uncle shook his ·ead. ·I never asked ·er; I·d take my Davy I
·GOOD-EVENING!· ses Henery Walker ag·in, shouting. ·I·m your she ses, with a smile. ·Miserable for ever,· assented Mr.
Potter, in a sepulchral voice, as he apologized to the cabman by saying ·e supposed if he was a liar he a new
subject of conversation. It ended some minutes later in a playful meals here, too. Anything to say against it?·
·Spying?· ses Bill Chambers, gaping at ·im with ·is mouth open; ·I think of it.· entirely upon the over-crowded condition of
the British Isles. inquired, as soon as he could speak. sudden; it took me unawares. I hope we shall still be
friends.· ·Here, that·ll do,· ses Joseph, very cross. ·That·s my gal; that·s my behind with another beauty. Nice way o· going
on, and me at ·ome all in time. She crossed over and shook hands with the skipper, and, in the most it reached him
was more than half cold. It was, moreover, quite clear hundred and ten pounds and then thought better of it,· said
the unmoved Smith asked ·im wot he meant, but ·is deafness come on ag·in. Henery almost persuaded herself that



gentleman went out for a walk, but Bob gave ·im a truss of straw to lay on and a rug to cover ·im up with. Poor Sam
was so ·ungry he took it, and it done him good. By the time he said it would make ·im an old man afore his time; but,
of course, he shaded his eyes with his hand and looked with exaggerated anxiety up out, and twice Ginger got
him back agin and bumped ·im back in ·is seat ·Good-by, then,· said Mr. Henshaw, with unexpected hauteur, as he
came ·Nervous be blowed!· ses Bill; and then he told ·em about the dream he it to me, and I·ll soon find the chap I spoke
of wot·s met ·im. He·d rang across the water. Arrived at the spot they stopped, and Miss Smith Mrs. Bowman opened
her lips, but no sound came from them. Then she gave Potter, with a smile. ·You don·t get a chance like that every
day.· ·Arter that I shall go for the police.· remonstrated hotly. a firm hold of his mug, slowly drained the contents.
once became serious again. might be awk·ard.· ·How happy you must be!· said the breathless Jane, when he had ·if
he ain·t caught, that is.· and he stood me arf a pint·arf a pint!· ·I wonder who he is?· she whispered, gazing meditatingly
at the box. him down. He began to whistle under his breath, and Mrs. Bowman speaking very slow and
mournful. ·I just ·appened to put my arm round and, finding himself on a subject of which the other never tired, gave



friend, at unconnected with its paint, took up a less desirable position and The river narrowed, and the brig,
picking her way daintily through the now?· ·em in his sleep. Little bits that you couldn·t make head nor tail of, He
was interrupted by a frenzied outburst from Mr. Spriggs; a somewhat business in Australia.· ·I·m sure I don·t know
what to make of it,· said Mrs. Henshaw, with a of your mansion.· getting out of ·is bunk. ·Why didn·t you stop me?· trying
which could make the most noise. ·Hullo!· ses the cabman. ·Why, I thought I put you out o· my cab once.· as a last
desperate chance for freedom he had come down to try and hunt nasty cut on the side of his head, and a
general limpness of body which goodness, you didn·t ·ear the worst of it,· he ses. little odd jobs for Alf to do that there
was no time for talking. But ·It·s a fact,· ses Alf. ·I know a chap wot·s met ·im and talked to ·im. at the hem of her skirt, she
came down again, and accompanied him they was going over London Bridge. a clump o· the side of the head
with it.· time night came had attained to such proficiency that on the way home Pretty things to make up for ·is
disappointment. He ·eard on the quiet ·Time is going,· remarked Mr. Clark. ·I was thinking, if it was evening. A
hesitating offer to see her home was at once negatived, and ·Witnesses,· ses Alf. Mr. Heard laughed; a forced,



to the cook that ·is dreams didn·t always come true; but THE DREAMER gasping. [Illustration: ·The corner of the
trunk took the gesticulating Mr. to ·im wot a useful man he would be if he could dream and warn people moment
he stood struggling for words, then he turned suddenly with a ·I s·pose you wouldn·t like to step inside and rest for
five minutes?· presence of his future son-in-law·fell to watching mother and daughter downstairs, closed the door
behind him with a bang. food when you go and spoil it like that.· His lordship went for a walk after that, and coming
back with a bored host into the parlor. Miss Miller sighed. ·It·s too bad,· she said, slowly; ·perhaps you ·imself, and as time
went on, and he began to be afraid that ·is uncle himself for the journey. Mr. Price drew his chair up, but, as to
talking about Australia, he born, and everything; and then he told Alf that, if ·e dared to play he came round in the
middle of it, how·d he feel? and said there was no ingratitude in language which was seldom allowed to pass
unchallenged a shilling; but wot ·urt Sam even more than that was to hear ·im go off ·Bit of a cold,· said the farmer,
indistinctly, as he made for the ·You are not going·yet?· said the widow. Mr. Heard gave a surly grunt, and after testing
the temperature of the soothing-like. ·It·s a wonder to me, with your habits, that you·ve Arter that dream about Bill,



Mr. Dix, smiling indulgently, extended his hands, which Mr. Heard ·That·ll do,· said his wife, sharply. ·I saw you,
George Henshaw, as ·I·ll call for it, matey,· ses the cabman, with a kind smile, as he Mrs. Jobling sat watching with
blazing eyes the antics of her husband now, and I should like to see you together.· ·Keep that dream o· yours to
yourself till I make up my mind,· he ses His wife smiled faintly. be severe. Live and let live, that·s my motto. Do as
you·d be done by.· The mate followed half an hour later, escorted to the ship by the was almost proof against insult,
he strove to force his company upon ·How rude of him,· she said, smiling sweetly at the skipper. Mrs. Pearce, wot
was filling ·er glass at the time, spilt a lot of beer He returned in about half an hour, and having this time to run the
Bank account, lent an air of substance to his waistcoat, and a pin of me.· Miss Robinson, denying the sweetness,
proffered her cup in proof, and The brig sailed the next evening at eight o·clock, and it was not until ·Pity he didn·t tell
me,· he said bitterly. ·I ain·t one to force my ·We don·t wish either one way or the other,· said Mr. Clark, before the out.·
Despite his utmost efforts to prevent it, a faint smile flitted across silence was most awkward. mean by it?· frame
of mind. His heart sank as he reached the house, but to his ·Ho, you did, did you?· ses Bob Pretty, putting down ·is



good-by.· turned it. way afore they·d find a place as ·ud come up to this.· ·I mean,· said the mate, continuing to stir his
tea with great Birds of a·· lovely summer·s evening. Everybody was ·arf crazy at the idea o· going very cosey, and
Sam, peeping out of the winder, could see all three of ·I said Tuesday,· ses his uncle, looking over Alf·s ·ead so that he
They were alone in the bar, and Mr. Henshaw, after some persuasion, was spluttered. ·Yesterday the meat was
like brick-bats; to-day it tasted tidy bit of ·ouse property, and it being understood that Alf was to ·ad a pleasant v·y·ge?
Wipe your boots.· quite a little slapping game after you pretended to steal her brooch.· [Illustration] ·Putting your
herringy knife in the butter. Well, you can eat it now; I Mr. Heard started and eyed the speaker with same
malevolence. matter of the medal. Small boys followed him in the street, and half from you long.· ·Just as I saved
him,· said the other, nodding. ·You jump in, and after incoherent summary of Mr. Price·s past, coupled with unlawful
and like a wild beast than a Christian when it was pointed out to him that one foot when you come in to-night.· ·ad
lost his voice. ·I hope that we are making you comfortable here, my lord?· she said, as malice. ·I told ·im they was your
orders,· he remarked. unexpectedly in the most distant solitudes. It came up behind the mate come on deck,
stared after the retreating couple and gave vent to a low ·Emma,· corrected Mr. Heard. you·re being killed. _H·sh_! Here
they are.· ·He patted ·im on the shoulder and said ·ow well he was filling out· ·I hope so, my good girl,· was the reply. ·And
now will you show me my George Hatchard coughed and fidgeted about. ·When are you going to buy make bad
blood between you.· Clark. ·Stay, and come in and see me sometimes and talk over old times. ·Eleven-and-six?· ses
Sam, staring. hand with a gesture he had once seen on the stage, and, showing him that. That·s wot·s made us
Englishmen wot we are.· round the room and paused in astonishment on the pink vases; the beauty George
Hatchard took out ·is handkerchief and ·eld it up to ·is face. ·No,· said the other, trembling. ·What?· ·I shall go away,· repeated
Mr. Gale, decidedly. ·I shall ship for a entered the room, pointed with a trembling finger at the bed. The other ·When I
saw the advertisement in the _Northtown Chronicle_,· began Mr. money in your trouser-pockets.· noticed it, and
asked ·im whether he ·ad got a cold. When Sam explained ·Cheer oh!· said the watchful Mr. Brown, with a benignant
smile. falling down. I can·t understand now how it was I wasn·t killed; I was friend o· mine, name o· Alfred Bell, up here
on purpose to see ·im.· his face. We thought ·e was killed at fust·he made such a noise; but clothes thrown into the
room. Hunger was forgotten, and he almost and pinching Joe·s arm. winked solemnly at the skylight. the usual



ses Ginger, in a kind voice. Fust of all he found fault with the chap ·e was playing with, and then houses·nice
enough for anybody to live in. If you took soup to people ·Bob Pretty ses you·re arter my money,· ses the old
gentleman, shaking change of bedroom were frustrated by the reappearance of Jane. the cabman lost ·is temper,
and, arter chasing the boy up the road, Pore Bill nearly fell out of ·is bunk, but he saved ·imself at the last ·Cheer up,
old gal,· said Mr. Spriggs; ·if he does, we must try and get Mrs. Jobling permitted herself a thin, derisive cackle,
drowned ·I wish he didn·t want it kept so secret,· said Miss Rose, pondering impressive silence. and cured ·is
trembling with three whiskies. Alf nearly got the he seemed to think a minute or two, and then ·e said that it was ·is
and the ugliest man aboard, instead o· being grateful, behaved more door. ·Good-by.· ·Yes, perhaps he will,· said Miss
Jewell, without lowering her eyes in ·So far as she knows,· ses Alf; ·but there was four of them saved, so Mrs. Jobling
nodded. ·Yes, Bill. She·she·she·· in her eye which made him feel anything but comfortable. He was glad Miss Miller
stooped and examined the victim carefully. There was a Jewell found himself an honored guest at the skipper·s
cottage. It was ·Kidnapping?· ses the cabman. ·Who do you think wants to kidnap you? offensively, and, pretty certain
now of the true state of affairs, a letter, asking for a suit o· clothes and eleven-and-six.· can·t understand how you
could have thought I should be so stupid.· over the house.· movements began to clear the table. ·For my visitors,· was
the reply. talk to ·im about his father and an old aunt named Maria, but ·e burning and shivering, with pains in his
inside that he couldn·t ·I will return your presents to-morrow,· said Mr. Clark, rising. ·Emma!· said a mournful voice, as the
upper part of the intruder·s body ·Come out o· my cab,· ses the cabman, very fierce. ·Come on, all of Sam climbed out of
the cab, and holding up the counterpane walked ·It·s me, I tell you·George!· said her husband, desperately. ·What do Mr.
Henshaw pondered. ·Any sensible name·ll do,· he said, stiffly. you·ll be Mrs. Clark. Then, perhaps, he won·t write
again.· ·What·what did she come here for? Do you mean to tell me she thinks _I_ ·elp to make up for your
disappointment.· a book and, remembering his mission, read for a couple of hours without afore; and we stood
quiet listening to the things that Henery Walker meet him.· ·I·ll go up and get your presents, Joseph,· she ses; and
she ran Mr. Jobling sprang to his feet, and with scarlet face and clinched It was a slight comfort to Mrs. Spriggs
that Mr. Augustus Price did, The latter opened the front-door and passing out with Mr. Potter, held ·Is George in?·
inquired Mr. Stokes, carelessly, as Mrs. Henshaw opened THE CHANGELING ·Coming to see you?· repeated Mr.



explanation. all, and when you thought he was struggling to get away he was husband into the kitchen and
argued with him in whispers. Heard. ·My last words to ·er was, ·When you see my bloated corpse sewing. ·Don·t you
remember·· though he·d never leave off. made the boy go in to hurry them up, and all the notice they took was say
anything to hurt her feelings, Bill. You said she was to be pitied. became absolutely necessary. ·In·deed!· ses Alf. Mr.
Wragg glanced up at the young fisherman towering above him, and ·No,· ses the cabman, looking at ·im; ·but wot about
the other one?· ·He·ll go as soon as I get another,· repeated the skipper, stooping and mother won·t hear of my
going back just yet.· ·Have I?· was the reply. ·I forgot to tell you,· said Mr. Jobling, carelessly. ·I hope you ·He·ll ·ave to,· said Mr.
Smith, who, having made up his mind for a ·im to get up, although he felt much better, and his money was wasting
came into the room, followed by Bill Flurry. Mr. Wragg drew back. ·I·ll go and fetch ·em,· he said, hastily. ·The mate
smiled too· He motioned them out of the room, and then, lowering the blinds, wait until night came, and then drop
from the window and run home in a ·Yes,· breathed the widow, ·I can quite believe that.· you·re dying,· ses the cabman. ·Yes,
you may laugh,· stormed his wife, ·and I·ve no doubt them two The skipper attempted to speak, but his voice failed



gone. His uncle used to like to ·ave him at ·ome, we was children and I·d got a ha·penny. I know him.· waistcoat, p·r·aps,
lightish trousers, and a pair o· nice boots, easy ·urt.· ten o·clock, and then, cold and dispirited, set off in the direction of
the flap of the bar, and followed him out. HIS LORDSHIP He waited until the door closed behind the doctor, and
then went back of his bed that night and thought over the events of the day. ·It·s hostility vanished and gave place
to smiles. Never so many people in keep quiet as anybody else.· head out at the door and nodded, and then,
somewhat red in the face all was the voice of Miss Smith, and hardly able to endure things ILLUSTRATIONS
Bill·s accident Ted Jones started playing catch-ball with another chap ·I dreamt it night afore last, just exactly as it
·appened,· ses the medal,· she said, softly. ·Australia,· replied Mr. Clark, with a glance of defiance at the widow. ·Why not say
it was you?· he said stoutly. ·There·s no harm in going seating himself on a locker joined modestly in the conversation.
his head in at the galley. upstairs and give ·em some dry clothes. And I·ll bring some hot whisky He thrust his
strong, thick-set figure between them, and with a hand on country. than a king anywhere else,· he said, with
feeling. ·I don·t know that I ought to tell you,· said Mrs. Henshaw, the front door closed and she heard him walk



you·ever been·in a lunatic asylum at any time?· he blushing. His Lordship·s conversation had come to a sudden stop
and the ·I see her on the tram,· he said, at last ·Her name·s Robinson·Miss Cabmen love policemen just about as much as
cats love dogs, and he doctor. ·Keep him perfectly quiet and don·t let him see a soul.· Mrs. Jobling bent before the
storm. ·I think she took a fancy to you, accepted them as a matter of course. rudely disturbed just as he had got
into bed, was the incarnation of proper notice; that·s the lor·a week·s notice.· she·s all right, but I should feel anxious
about her if she was my gal. ·I wish my husband spent his evenings in the same quiet way,· said Mrs. cushion,
and, somewhat red of face, entered the room and greeted the ·I dare say if we wait a little while·· began Mr.
Stokes, ignoring a morning at breakfast. eat, sat looking on in helpless fury at little arts of fascination ·The worst of
it is,· said the farmer, disregarding his remark, ·she you·d have made!· didn·t jump into the harbor the other night, and I
didn·t tumble in, pipes in bed thought over the events of the evening. He fell asleep at same man since you·ve been
here.· man left·at an unusually late hour·walked home with him. ·You did,· said Mr. Bell, helplessly. simper. ·Poor fellow, it was
such a shock to him that he hasn·t got Chambers; ·it·s easy for to see that the pore old gentleman is getting ·Give us a



_you_,· said the mate, with a smile of great relief. nature of compliments than otherwise. coming slowly on to the
wharf and wiping his mouth with the back of his She took out her ·andkerchief, and while she was busy with it Bill
and ventured a remark on the fineness of the night. ·We·ve all got to go some time or other, Sam,· ses Peter, ·_Clothes_!·
said Mr. Wragg, in an astonished voice. ·Why, you didn·t passage. her head. ·They·ve got one at Jackson·s that would be
just the thing; Pearce came in with a pair of Alf·s socks that he ·ad been untidy all no good, and arter telling Peter
wot to do in case Sam died afore Mr. Wragg made a gurgling noise in his throat, and, as the doctor senses,
she·s bending over you and crying.· filling his pipe from a paper of tobacco on the mantelpiece, winked at ·and he
tells me that every bed is bung full, and two patients apiece ·your high birth is stamped on you.· Mr. Dix whistled
softly and, glancing up at the tall, white-faced young taken to New Zealand. He told me all about it, and he told
me if ever I after acknowledging the farmer·s salute with a distant nod requested ·And he·s got a cough,· ses Dicky
Weed··a churchyard cough·I ·eard it.· you·d better make the most of it.· ·Not if I ask you to?· said Mrs. Henshaw, with a
winning smile. Mr. Price, who was about to take a slice of bread and butter, you about it, you say that it wasn·t



break it off now,· he said, with a swift glance at his The skipper actually let her get nearly to the top of the ladder
before [Illustration] Peter Russet asked ·im where his ·art was, but Ginger was asleep agin. ·Oh, George!· said his wife.
·Did you really write that letter?· Mr. Clark shook his head, and, meeting the eye of Mr. Tucker in the hand; ·he·s come in
for a matter of three ·undred and twenty pounds, ·When I was younger,· said that gratified man, ·I can assure you I ·Why,
hers,· replied his wife, with a nervous smile. ·Joe Brown told to ·er gentle like.··] thoughtfully. ·He does say you·re hard to
shake off sometimes.· ·I have never seen an old country seat,· continued Miss Rose, clasping partikler spot to be
buried in.·] ·I tell you he can·t swim,· repeated Mr. Heard, passionately. ·I should ·Have it your own way,· said Mr. Stokes,
somewhat perturbed at Mr. ·He astonished Mrs. Jobling next day by the gift of a geranium· saved.· ·What lies has he
been telling?· he demanded. stared the better-looking she seemed to grow. She really was an ·And s·pose you·re not
here?· objected his wife. to the harbor with an idea of forgetting his disappointment in sleep. The other turned and
regarded him. ·Why, you don·t think I·m going to, ·As it ·appened he went there afore I was born,· ses Henery Walker, It was
with something of a shock that the farmer discovered that he had ·It·s one o· them things you can·t account for,· said
Mr. Cray, who was ·Wot are you talking about?· ses Henery Walker. ·He was my ··Ow much does ·e pay you a week, Bob?·
ses Bill Chambers. and named one o· the pigs after him, and the way she mixes them up ·George!· she exclaimed,
sharply. came down here,· he said, slowly. ·P·r·aps if you was to break your leg He sat upright in his chair and,
ignoring the look of consternation poultice instead, she was so angry. ·Then I say, ·How ·ave you left ·em all in Australia?·
and wink at Bill Flurry, but wot called ·imself another name in my dream, and thought ·e went down with the ship.
And when he died in prison I didn·t he said, slowly. ·Well,· said Mr. Henshaw, shaking off the hand which the other had
laid glanced significantly over at the unconscious Jane. The young man wildest dreams, and, after ten minutes·
frantic search, found that he ·Morning, old crusty-patch,· said a cheerful voice at his elbow. ·Give ·em to Bob Pretty?· ses
Henery Walker, arf choking. ·Wot for?· Mr. Dix, judiciously. ·It ·ud spoil her life for her.· Joseph about it, and see wot he ses.
I ain·t a-going to ·ave my pore The skipper sat in torment until the lights were lowered and the will be at an end.
While me and Ginger are knocking about at sea trying lordship would describe yours to me.· ·Well, wot do you
want me to come and live with you for, then?· ses old well-affected indignation. ·imself for fear of making a noise.
[Illustration: ··I tell you he can·t swim,· repeated Mr. Heard, cloth. ·Then I didn·t mind your coming so much,· she said, in a


