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As We Sw

“As ye sweep through
While the stormy winc
While the battle rages
And the stormy winds
CAMPBELL.

UST two years this very day since poor Jack Mackenzie sa

Mr. Richards, of the tough old firm of Griffin, Keane, and ¢
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As he spoke he straightened himself up from his desk in :
times.

“Just two years! How the time flies! And we’re not getting

Whether Mr. Keane heard what he said or not, he certair
half-dark, fog-shaded street.

“Fog, fog, fog!” he grunted peevishly; “nothing but fog an:
fog, fog, fog, just the same! Tired of it—sick of it!”

Then he turned sharply round, exclaiming, “What did you

Mr. Richards smiled a conciliatory smile. He was the juni
was not a quarter as large as Keane’s, who was really Keas
business-like, and a trifle suspicious.

Mr. Richards was delightfully different in every way—a :
forehead, hair as white as drifted snow, and a pair of blue

“I was talking more to my pen than to you,” he said quietl
“But what’s given you Jack on the brain, eh?”

“Oh, nothing—nothing in particular, that is. I happened tc
“Bother him. Yes, and but for you, Richards, never an accc

“Well, Jack gets round me somehow. He is not half a ba
sometimes. He does get round one, partner.”

“I don’t doubt it, Richards. Winning enough when he wan
all his father’s aristocratic notions, all his father’s pride an

“If what, partner?”
“Why, if his dad weren’t ruined already.”
“Come, come, Keane, it isn’t quite so bad as that.”

“Pretty nigh it, I can assure you. And I can’t get the prouc
to it and mortgaging it in order to keep up appearance:
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cottage, and let his daughter teach the harp that she plays
“O partner! Come, you know!”

“Well, ‘O partner’ as much as you like; if old Mackenzie’s
should go deeper in debt every day. But the crisis will comrr

“You won’t surely, partner?”

“Bother your sentiment, Richards. He owes me over forty -
himself. Forty thousand pounds, Richards, and I don’t see

“Except by foreclosing?”

Richards sighed as he bent once more over his desk. He h
Co., and dearly loved the family, or what was left of it.

He tried to work but couldn’t now. Presently he closed the
“I say, Keane.” he said, “I see a way out of this. Look here.
“Well?”

“Well, Jack is precious fond of her; why not—"

“He, he, he! ho, ho, ho!” laughed Keane. “Why, Richards
although he does swing a sword at his side and fight the F

Richards went back to his stool quiet and subdued. “Poor .

“Just two years this very day, Gerty dear, since poor Jack

Flora Mackenzie bent listlessly over the harp she had bes
with her thoughts. The two girls, Gerty Keane and she, wl
great windows opening on to a balcony and overlooking
armed soldier, was the proud owner of the Hall and all th
and with his sister Flora, the only children the general h
years, yet I fear he had inherited something else—namely
which he belonged was nothing unless proud. So long a:
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poverty came then death might follow as soon as it pleas
The house was a massive old Elizabethan mansion, half bt
way back from the main road that leads through this beau

Everything was large connected with the Hall and estate.
more stately waving pine trees, and no more shady droog
mile across the estate. On the park-like lawn in front of {
beds were as big as suburban gardens, the statuary, the f
else in all this vast and wealthy county were such stately
hall was spacious and noble, though the porch was comp:
furniture, its wealth-laden tables, on which jewelled arms
oaken chests, its sideboards, its organ and many another 1
driven a coach-and-four around.

The bedrooms above were many of them so lofty that in tt

The room in which the girls sat was the tartan boudoir. °
heads of many a royal stag adorned the walls, amidst taste

“Just two years, Gerty. How quickly the time has fled!”

“Just two years, Flora. Strange that I should have been
favourite airs, you know.”

Flora got up from her seat at the harp. A tall and graceful
swept her sun-tinted cheeks when she looked downwards.

She got up from her seat, and went and knelt beside the cc
“Why strange, sister?” she asked, taking Gerty’s hand.

Gerty was petite, blonde, bewitching—so many a young 1
Although of the purest type of Saxon beauty—without the
and character in every lineament of Gerty Keane’s counter

She answered Flora calmly, candidly, quietly—I am almos

“Dear Flo,” she said—and her eyes as she spoke had a s:
should like to be your sister in reality. It may not be strar
childhood.”
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“Almost?” said Flora.

“Listen, Flo. I may love Jack, but there is one other I love «
“Sir Digby, Gerty?”

“No, dear Flo, but my father. I love him more because he |
“You would even marry Sir Digby?”

“Perhaps.”

“O Gerty! poor Jack will break his heart.”

She buried her face in the pillow for a few moments. She
there was nothing but softness in Gerty’s face, and tears w

Poor Jack!

“Just two years to-day, Tom, since you and I sailed away f
“And hasn’t the time flown too?” said Tom.
“Ah! but then we’ve been so busy. Just think of the many .

“True, Jack, true! What a lucky, ay, and what a glorious t
Sidney Salt!”

“Yes, Tom, yes. And think of the haul of prize-money we s
“O Jack, I am surprised. Money! A Mackenzie of the Macke
Jack and Tom were keeping their watch—that is, it was T«

Under every stitch of canvas, with a bracing beam winc
skimming across the Atlantic like a veritable sea-bird. She
that, as the two young sailors leaned over the bulwarks ¢
went back to their homes in merry England.

“Listen, Tom; don’t call me mercenary, bo’. Did you ever k
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‘O poortith cauld and restl
Ye wreck my peace betwese
But poortith cauld I well c
If it werena for my Jeannie

Yes, Tom; I love the sweetest lass ever wooed by sailor lac
know she does, and as sure as yonder moon is shining shx

the ‘poortith’ comes in.”

And sitting there, with the moonlight streaming clear on |
into the ear of his friend a story that was at once both sort

Tom listened quietly till the very end, then he stretched ot

“Poor Jack!” he said.

“Ay, poor Jack indeed! And now I’ll go below. I want to th

“HE

“The feast was over in Bras
And the ladye had gone to
The tables were drawn, it 1
Knight and page and house
Loitered through the lofty
Or crowded around the am
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OOK your best, and act your best.” That was all the letter

It was the eve of a great party, to be held next day at
Mackenzie, about a month after the incident described in ]

Gerty sat alone in her room, just as the shadows of this |
crumpled in her hand.

“Poor Jack!” she mentally observed. “His coming of age, ¢
hardly anything in this great house belongs to her father-
heart would be crushed in the dust if she but knew even
see his dear old face again once in a way! But ah, dear
mean of me to compound with my feelings. No; I shall fac
his daughter’s spirit too well. For the love I bear father I
well, and I may add, poor Sir Digby! He is so good and ge
mist. What can I do but drift? Oh yes, I can hope. I am so:

‘There’s nothing half so sw
As love’s young dream.’

The poet is right. But then it does not last. In the unknow
be always kind, and father will be happy and gay. The pe
London, his life will enter a new lease. And Jack will visit
good to be jealous. I wonder if Jack will marry; I had ner
one as I had imagined. I hope Jack won’t marry that hat
matter to me whom Jack marries? I begin to think I am ve

“Come in.”
“Sir Digby has called, Miss Keane, and desires to see you fi

“Tell him, Smith, that I am sorry I cannot leave my room:
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minutes.”
“Yes, Miss Gertrude.”
“It is best over,” she murmured to herself as Smith left.

She touched the bell, and next minute she was seated be:
dressing her hair.

“Mary,” she said, as she rose and smoothed out the folds o

“Oh, Miss Keane, you look 'most like a fairy—the low-bc
knight I should come for you with a chariot and six, and «
would really, miss.”

“Do you think, Mary, I could act well?”

“Oh, Miss Keane, how you do talk! Actors is low. Miss Ger
And Mary tossed her head regardless of grammar.

Mary was a little Essex maid that Miss Keane had had for :

“Ah dear,” said the girl, “and to think that to-morrow is J
does ye, Miss Gerty? Heigh-ho! didn’t he used to chuck n
age I means to marry you right off the reel.” And I took hi
Jack ups with a glass o’ ale—it were in the kitching, miss-
they tosses cans in the service. And I’ll give you a toast,” h

‘To the wind that blows,
And the ship that goes,
And the girl as loves a sail
Hip, hip, hooray!’

But run away, Miss Gerty. Only no acting, mind. Oh dear,

“Ah, Jack, my bo’,” cried Tom, meeting his friend on the
very morning. Tip us your flipper, Jack. Why, you don’t 1
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of game. Never mind; I'm going to see the surgeon presen
brace, you may be sure. Why, Jack, on such an eventful «
birthday, and he’s come of age, and—"

“Sail in sight, sir!”

Il not s
Pag

It was a hail from the mast-head—a bold and sturdy sh¢
penetrated to the ward-room, causing every officer there t

The captain, Sir Sidney Salt, came slowly forth from his ¢
the middle height, with clean shaven face and faultless cu
of his no one, it was said, had ever seen a wrathful look, 1
battle-deck of a French man-o’-war.

“Run aloft, Mr. Mackenzie,” he said now, “and see what y«
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In five minutes’ time, or even less, young Grant Mackenzie

No one would break with a loud word the hushed and sol
their guns; and as barefooted boys passed from group to g
a comrade’s life-blood, many an eye was turned skywards,

Jack and Tom stood together. The former was pale as de:
battle; I do not wish to. Tell her, Tom, tell Gerty I died swt

“Stand by the larboard guns!”

Jack and Tom flew to their quarters, and in the terrible fi
wounded and dying that were borne below, could find a p

AN

“None without hope e’er love
But love can hope when reas

ERHAPS never was youthful maiden less prepared to liste
tartan boudoir that evening at Grantley Hall. She was litt
away to sea—now two years and a month ago—I believe
of bon-bons and an occasional wild flower, though it ende
taken away with him, and, like a true lover, worn next his

Gerty’s cheeks were flushed to-night, her eyes shone, her 1



17

As We Sweep Through The Deep

Sir Digby Auld sprang up as nimbly as his figure would
verging on forty, but dressed in the height of youthful fast

As a shopkeeper or clerk there would have been nothing
was nothing, however, in his fair, soft, round face or wa:
sex; only he was excessively good-natured, and it is very 1
everybody knows he may become a lord as soon as anot]
Keane, and for this very reason used to say sneering anc
those “good old times” than they are now.

Whenever Sir Digby sailed into a drawing-room that hapg
say sixty, he sailed into an ocean of smiles; but if Gerty w
out again, their tongues began to wag, both male and fem:

But on the particular evening when Sir Digby Auld solicit
his softest, oiliest smile.

“O Gerty,” he cried, “I'm delighted beyond measure! How
no rose that ever bloomed could rival the blush on your ct

Sir Digby had practised this little speech for half-an-hour i

The girl didn’t seem to hear him; or if she did, she did no
he had sat before.

There was a sad kind of expression in Gerty’s face, and a f:

If Mary, her maid, had only held her silly tongue, Gerty m
Jack, and he was before her mental eyes at this very mom
fight for king and country with a heart burning with cot
worst of it. They were not betrothed, and yet—and yet wh
was simply what it would do. What was Sir Digby saying?
Nor had she even turned towards him. She did so at last, t

Digby misinterpreted her.

“Yes, yes,” he cried rapturously; “I read my happy fate ir
me, all unworthy as I am. Then behold I throw myself at y

Sir Digby was preparing to suit the action to his words; b
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suffered from a slight rheumatic stiffness of the joints. He
certainly tended to dispel a portion of the romance from t
rosy face of Richards, of the firm of Griffin, Keane, and Co

Gerty sprang up, leaving her lover to recover the perpendi
“Confound it all!” muttered Sir Digby.
“I'm afraid,” said Richards, “I've interrupted—”

“Oh, don’t mention it, dear, dear Mr. Richards. What Sir :
mean—it will keep.”

Sir Digby Auld bit his lip.
Richards nodded to him.
“I've such news for you, Gerty dear. A long, long letter fro

“Oh, do sit down and tell me all.—Sir Digby, you will for
I’m listening.”

That she was. What a glad look in her face! what a happy
took her gaze from Mr. Richards’ beaming countenance til

The letter was from a friend of his, and told of the arrival
was ordered home; and how, if things turned out well, a
back in a fortnight.

“O dear, dear Mr. Richards, I'm so happy; I mean, you knc

“Yes, yes; Flora, of course, you sly little puss. There! neve
to understand the tender passion, aren’t we?”

“Yes—that is, no. You better speak for yourself, sir. [—I—!
Sir Digby Auld’s exit was not an impressive one.

With an amused look on his face, Richards watched him
himself back in his chair, and laughed until the rafters ran
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TH

“The deck it was their
And ocean was their g

“Prayer is the soul’s si
Uttered or unexpresse:
The motion of a hidde
That trembles in the b

good ship Ocean Pride was a twenty-gun frigate, with a cr
for the honour and defence of their native land. In Jai
homeward bound from the West Indies and South Americ:
orders to take in additional stores and proceed forthwith -
on shore, additional men shipped, and she was off again w

For the Ocean Pride was a crack cruiser for those brave da;

Sir Sidney Salt was not only brave, but daring almost tc
seamen to French; but discipline and drill he looked upon
not once but often during the past twelve months; for me
taken by the Ocean Pride and her gallant crew. Boat actic
prizes from under the very guns of these; and they had fot

“It would be but the fortune of war,” said Sir Sidney to h
now bearing down so boldly on us, to destroy us.”

The commander grasped his sword with his left hand, and

“True, sir, true. It would be but the fortune of war. Well, s
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“Boldly spoken, Miller. It would indeed be a disgrace to
how boldly she carries herself. Top-gallant sails down; all

“Yes, sir; a French one.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Well, they shall hear a British one anon. Deg
and—"

A puff of white smoke, with a point of fire in its centre, w
the captain’s speech, and next moment a shot came ricoct
side.

“The fellow is beginning to be afraid already,” said Miller,

“Yes; and depend upon it that shot was meant to keep .
mistaken. Set the fore-soldier, Miller. We’ll walk to windw

The Ocean Pride was now more closely hauled, and see
Frenchman. Was John Bull sheering off? Would he present

Shot after shot came tearing over the water, and when
excitement on board the Frenchman grew frantic.

The two vessels were now barely a quarter of a mile from
wind, and began bearing down upon the Désespéré—for tt
battle was about to begin in deadly earnest.

And none too soon; for at that moment a cry of sail in sigh

“That’s her consort,” cried Sidney Salt. “Now, men,” he
against two, unless we gain the day before that frigate’s cc

A brave British cheer was the only reply to the captain’s :
uncertain movements was evidently puzzled at the appa
contrary orders had been issued; for she first luffed, as if
of her commander suddenly failed him, and he came to t
Anyhow, just as a shot carried away a piece of her jib-boo:

Now came Sir Sidney’s chance, and quick as arrow from b
cut across the enemy’s stern, and the well-aimed broadsid:
of the British frigate. The wheel was shot away, the rudd
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the decks.

There were still men on board her, however, and brave ¢
own accord, the Pride received her starboard broadside ju
silenced a gun, killed three men, and wounded five.

The Désespéré had got round far enough to save herself fro
Pride had tacked again, it was evident she meant forcing tl

Down came the Pride. She would not be denied. One wilc
then grappling irons were thrown, and the vessels literally

“Away, boarders!”
“Hurrah, lads!”

The last shout came from bold young Grant Mackenzie, ¢
sprang nimbly across the bulwarks and leaped down amo:
victory and shrieks of pain, the cracking of pistols, the cl
tops. It was all like a terrible dream to every one concern
were the final stampede, the hauling down of the flag, ar
seven minutes or less.

The loss on both sides was terrible to contemplate. Twer
killed and wounded the enemy’s loss was well-nigh one ht

There was no time to lose now, however. The enemy’s
Frenchmen were speedily disarmed. The dead were left v
was laid to the Désespéré’s magazine, and just as all sail w
now; to fight another ship, lumbered as she was with wou

On comes the enemy’s consort. Away flies the Ocean Pride
mean to fight and fall.

But see, the two French frigates are now abreast, and the ¢
Nearer and nearer she rows. Those that behold her on boa

It is awful, and even brave Sir Sidney turns a little as the |
dreadful moment a huge cloud of smoke, balloon shaped.
masts, and spars, and men are seen high above all. A sour
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hand to his eyes and holds it there for a time. When he ta
on the waves, and the cloud rolls far to leeward, but the si

Tom Fairlie sat late that night beside poor Jack’s couch. J:
“O doctor,” said Tom anxiously, as his eyes sought those o
“Jack’s in God’s good hands, lad,” was the solemn reply, “
The surgeon went slowly away, nor turned to look again.

“Poor Jack! poor Jack!” cried Tom; “and on his birthday t«
He bent over the hardly breathing form, and tears welled f
Would Jack die? His wounds were very grievous. “He is in

Tom Fairlie was a thorough English sailor—no better and
quarter-deck when the bell rang for prayers; but the actua
you that it was the parson’s duty to make it all right with
to Tom that he might himself personally address the Bei1
doctor knew almost everything. He hesitated for a few 1
impertinence? He looked at Jack’s poor, white, still face—
be found anywhere in a book, but may be none the less efi

When Tom rose from his knees Jack’s eyes were open.

“I've been sort of praying for you, Jack. I feel relieved. Se
the surf.”

Jack’s lips were moving as if in feeble reply. But his mind
“The blue flower, Gerty—cull that. Oh, not the other! How

And poor Jack relapsed once more into insensibility.
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“I’ve been sort of pra
Page

“NOW THIS

“The bosom in anguish wil
That trusts to the words of
But true are the tones of m
They never betray, and the
I'll trust thee, my loved sw
For the clang of my sabre i
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QUARTER-MASTER ANDER(

was not until Sir Digby Auld had quite gone that Gerty c
side of the situation struck her at the same time, and for &
But she grew suddenly serious next minute.

“What have I done?” she cried; “and how can I tell father?

“You droll, provoking little puss!” said Richards. “Come a1
my-thumb.”

“And will you tell me a story?” Gerty was smiling once mc

“Yes, of course. Once upon a time, then—oh, ever so long
—once upon a time there lived, in a lonely house by the s
feather, plucked from the wing of a fairy goose; and wh
amassed great wealth; but no one loved him when he wer
Only he had one beautiful daughter, more fair than a ho
roses in June, or the wild birds that sang in the forest, or t

“And this daughter was beloved by a youth who was su
despised him.

“But one day there came from out of the dark depths of t
many trumpets blowing. This prince was stiff and somew
and she shall be my queen; then shall you be loved and hc

“But the daughter loathed the elderly suitor. Nevertheles:
her father dowered her munificently, and—"

“Go on, Mr. Richards.”

“Well, of course they lived happy ever afterwards.”
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“No, no, no, Mr. Richards; that isn’t quite the end.”

“Well, if I must tell you, I must. For a time, then, there we
her father, too, was invited to the court of the prince. Bui
the prince who had never before been seen at his castle. |
swords that tinkled at their heels; and so attentive were t
might have gone back to her true lover, whom she had f
haunted her dreams at night, just as she had seen it for ar

“But to the prince the young sparks were beyond measure
chair by the fire; and one would run and bring his slipper:
fourth his hubble-bubble. Then they sang lullabies to him

“But the prince awoke at last in every sense of the word.
to my wife. I will issue no more invitations, give no more
will live but for each other.’

“He spoke thus because the green demon Jealousy had arc

“So the prince dismissed nearly all his servants; and in his
been a dutiful daughter, and she tried hard to be a dutifi
laughed and was gay, he called her giddy; if she seemed
affection, he thought she was but cajoling to deceive him
his age was not hers.”

Richards paused again.
“And the poor lover whom Sylvina deserted?” said Gerty.
“Oh no. But here comes Flora. I'll finish the story another

“Why, this is a pleasure!” cried Flora. “Who could have tl
for the rest of the evening. My work is all complete, and
you have no say in the matter at all.” Then Flora rang the

And a long delightful three hours the girls and their fries
Jack, or that Sir Digby Auld was not spoken of or thought

“Heigh-ho!” said Richards, as he stood in his room that n
How ever can I do it! A lawyer ought to have no heart, bu
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The party next day at the Hall was a very gay affair, and
more bewitching or feel more happy. Mr. Keane, too, unb
did not perhaps look a bit more happy than he felt, thoug
grand old beautifully-lighted rooms or out into the spaciot
play into his hands. He had amassed money; he had spe
promised her father, that is; the other promise would com
happy-go-lucky general managed to clear his feet. “Clear I
could hold up his head in the county. And as for Sir Digby
told, but he believed he was wealthy, and he would—som:

Every one loved the general and his beautiful but unassu
such an engagement might take place at any time. She w:
that there are very many about, but though they may di
hearted deep down in their soul-depths, there is no surfac
Grant Mackenzie love but once, and that love is real and t

But the girl was very happy on this her brother’s birthday
in his room in loving chat and converse, just as she had dc

“Good-night, dear,” he said as he kissed her. “Affairs are :
we? Things are sure to take a turn.”

“Yes, dear father. Good-night: God bless you!”

Many of the wounded, both among our own people and tt
on; but the strength of Jack’s Highland constitution assert
to Tom Fairlie’s delight.

His wounds had been very grievous—a sabre-cut on the sk

When the ship reached Portsmouth and the country rang
dead and wounded and extolled Jack’s bravery, and whei
gazetted post-captain, then the old Highlander’s cup of bli

“Look at that,” he cried, with the joy-tears in his eyes; “re:
and meet him, and you shall come and nurse him. My bra
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On the arrival of the Ocean Pride in port, Jack had been se
Jack was very cheerful, for he had almost forgotten his dr«

Now Mr. Keane had determined to play his cards as well
invited him down to his little place in the country, and he

At the time of the Pride’s arrival in Portsmouth there was
father since Richards had told her that fairy story was tha:
marry him; so Keane was content.

This, however, did not prevent him sending a confidenti
clerk, obeying orders, fired:—

“Mr. Keane just sent me down to ask about you and con
spoken to your father about the little account, and that he
present absorbing all his attention.

“Why, what is the matter, Captain Mackenzie?” continued
“Nothing, nothing much. A little faint, that is all. Leave m:
Tom ran in. He found Jack lying helpless on the sofa, whit
“My dream, my dream, Tom; it has all come true.”

Tom Fairlie sat long beside his friend, giving him all the
quite as the clerk had represented them. Gerty could not
Jack must see her and learn his fate from her own lips. Th
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“This good blade ¢
Page 5

But for a time never a word said Jack.
He rose from the couch at last, and going quietly to the co

“Tom,” he said boldly, “pardon me if I seem to act stagy,
by far. We cannot help our nature. But here in your prese:
as true as steel to me.”

“Bravo, Jack!” cried M‘Hearty, bursting into the room; “I’
the port-admiral’s office to be the very first to shake hand:s
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“O Life! how pleasant in
Young Fancy’s rays the t
BURNS.

ENERAL GRANT MACKENZIE was a somewhat impulsive
finely strung than that of the plethoric or adipose Saxon, ¢
Irish or Scotch—and General Grant Mackenzie was an ide
nature like his to just such a beautiful stringed instrume
sadness, what tenderness—ay, and what passion as well'
belonged to my unfortunate ancestor Symon Fraser of Lo
its mournful laments as breathed by my sad guitar; but—
only here and there come wailing notes like moans of the
tulzie. Can’t you see the claymores glitter? Can’t you see 1
if the guitar would burst its very strings; but, the battle is
music of the coronach: they are burying the dead. And the

A nature like that of Grant Mackenzie, then, or of his son-
to guide and restrain it; for there are few occasions indeed

The day after M‘Hearty’s visit to Jack, the young post-ca
general. Next minute his son was pressed against his breas

Jack had spilt his tea and knocked over a chair in his hur
other for a moment, the tears in both their eyes.

Maybe the old general was a trifle ashamed of such weakn

“Why, Jack, my brave boy,” he cried, “there are only two
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Flora came up now, and Jack seemed delighted to see her.

“And here,” he said, “here, Flora, is the best friend I have
who helped to take me below after I got hit; and when e
up, Tom stuck to me, and he has been nursing me ever sir
either, as that man bears for man.”

Jack looked at his sister as he spoke, and that glance told |
“Father, I had almost forgotten to tell you of my espousal.
“Espousal, Jack! You astonish me; it can’t be true!”

“Oh, but it is.”

He picked his sword off the couch as he spoke and held it
“Let me present my bride,” he said, laughing.

The general himself could laugh now.

“So pleased, so pleased! But, 'pon honour, you young rasc
about that thirty years hence; and blame me, Jack, but the

“So you knocked the French about a bit? Well done, Jack;
“Oh,” said the young sailor, laughing, “they always call m:

“Well, Tom,” said the general, holding out his hand, “you
if he couldn’t fight. So you gave it to the Froggies hot, eh?

“And second only to the British navy, father, is the British

“Bravo! esprit de corps. Well, I like it. But I've news for yo
Ha, ha! sword arm all right, and head-piece in glorious for

“O father, I'm so delighted!”

“Yes, boy, and there is one thing I look forward to—ay, a
drubbing the French as only British sailors and soldiers ca

“Father, you’ve made me happy.—Why, Tom, this all but 1
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Jack stopped, looking a little confused.
“Love—love? Why, Jack, my lad, what is this? Love of wh
“Oh, only a pet spaniel, father. No, not dead. Lost though;

“Just the way with spaniels, Jack. Glad it’s no worse. 1
precious little better. I know ’em well, Jack; I know ’em. A

Jack Mackenzie was not a young man who cared for mu
However, it was very pleasant for Jack to while away tl
invalid and made a hero of by old maids and young ones t

Then the country was so lovely all around the Hall. Thc
broads, with its wealth of wild flowers, its dreamy, quiet ]
time that no true lover of nature can resist.

Jack’s arm was well in a month, and he was waiting for s
did not, nor M‘Hearty either, who was also a guest at the |
inseparables.

A great old tub of a boat belonged to Mackenzie, and thic
and many a pleasant hour did the young folks spend tog
bosom of the lake or the moonbeams seemed to change it

A pleasant time indeed—a time that flew all too quickly fc
One evening, when hanging up his hat in the hall, Jack’s f
“Father, father,” cried Jack, “what has happened?”

“A bolt from the blue, my boy; a bolt from the blue.”
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“WENT GLIDI

“They bid me forget her—
In kindness or scorn she’s ¢
I feel her fell frown in the
An’ I weel ken her smile in
I try to forget her, but cam
I've liket her lang, an’ I ay«
THOM, the Inverury Poet.

ICHARDS, the kindly old solicitor, with Jack and his sistes
of Grantley Hall on that beautiful summer’s evening. Tt
patches of light and colour on the furniture and on the flo
yet been talking, the curtains in the doorway were drawn

The general had lifted up a deprecating hand.

“No need, no need.” This from the family lawyer. “Flora ¢
true Mackenzie.”

“But you might have told me long ago,” was all she had s
borne it, and could have comforted you, now that poor mc

There was silence for a time, broken by Flora’s low sobbin
General Mackenzie was the first to speak.

“Children,” he said, “I have been for many a day like one
the stern realities of life. It is better, perhaps, as it is, for v
truth from you, it was because I feared to vex you, or rer
lost, or seems to be.”
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“Nay, nay, my good old friend,” cried Richards; “you must

“This grand old house,” continued the general as if he had
ancestors by Charles the First himself, with its lands and i
as our ancient home in the Highlands of Scotland, has bee

“Sir, sir,” said Richards, “you are too hard on yourself now

“Nay, my good friend, nay; that I cannot be. You have ev¢
daughter here: the estates are lost through my own folly,
time, if I do not pay off the mortgage, Keane, your partner

It was at this moment that Jack sprang up from his seat as
then, his calmness in some degree restored, he confronted

“Did you say Keane would foreclose, father—Keane?”
“I said Keane, boy—Griffin, Keane, and Co. The old man K

“Because, father—and oh, forgive me, for I ought to have
has won, and he has in a manner ruined you. But his dat
and having won it, having torn it from me, she has trampl

“My boy, my poor boy, is this indeed so? How great is 1
happy now without it could I but believe that you woulc
forget her?”

“Never, father, never; that is impossible. Sword in hand o
never, never!”

The young man covered his face with his hands, and his
but look on in silence. Not a word of consolation could he

No one spoke for many minutes—sorrow is oftentimes
blackbird’s notes of love, sounding half hysterical in the v«

General Mackenzie rose slowly from his chair, and approa

“Dear Jack,” he said slowly, “we each have something left
the battle’s van, or
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‘In death laid low,
Their backs to the field, their feet tc

We have that name, Jack boy; we have that fame. We haw
“Father, we shall try.”

And hand met hand as eye met eye. The two had signed a

Jack Mackenzie sat alone in his bedroom that night long ¢
that the sweet breath of the June roses could steal in, and
The moonlight was everywhere, bathing the flower-beds,
the quaint figures of many a statue, and a deeper shadow :

So intent was Jack in his admiration of the solemn beauty
robed from head to feet in white that entered and glided t:

Was it a spirit?

If so, it was a very beautiful one. The face was very white
hair that floated over the shoulders.

“Jack!”

Jack started now, and looked quickly round. Then a happy
“So like old, old times, Flora,” he said.

“So like old, old times, Jack,” said she.

He wrapped her knees in a great old Grant-tartan plaid.

“I knew you were still up, and that you were not happy, sc
“Yes, dear.”

“Smoke.”

“May I?”
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“You must.”

“Still more like olden times, Flora.”

Jack lit up his pipe, and then he took his sister’s hand.
“I'm glad,” he said, “that I never had a brother.”

“And 1,” she said, “am happy I never had a sister.”
“We are all in all to each other, are we not, Flo?”

“All in all, Jack; especially now.”

“Ah yes; now that I have lost Gerty. Ah, siss! you nor ai
faithless girl.”

“And she, Jack, will break her heart that she cannot mar:
but you do not understand women, and least of all do you

“Sissy,” said the young man earnestly, “the cruellest thing
of death is almost past. You would not be so unkind. You
disappointment as that blooming flowers shall fade.”

“No, Jack, no. I only came because I wanted to pour baln
you may not think the very, very worst of her. Listen, Jack

The young man sat in silence for quite a long time after h
friendless, and unlovable father; sat gazing out upon the
low or mournfully sweet, bubbled tremulously from th:
snuggled Flora, her eyes resting lovingly, wistfully on her

At last he sighed and turned towards her. “Flora,” he said,
forgive. Just tell her from me I wish her that happiness w
there! no more, Flora, no more.”

“Spoken like my own brother; spoken like a true and brav:
He held her hand a moment there, the moonbeams shining

“Ye—es, Jack.”
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Her head drooped like a lily.
“And, siss, it—is connected with—don’t tremble so, Flora-
The moonbeams shone on Jack alone now; his sister had s

“Good-night again,” she whispered, and so went gliding av

ON BO/

“Q’er the wide wave-swe
Tossed aloft or humbled
As to fear ’tis all a notios
When duty calls we’re by

Tonneraire lay at anchor just off the Hoe in Plymouth Sot
sort of a place even in those days; and there was not a lar
Tonneraire, did not stop to stare at and admire her as he ¢
better to consider the bonnie ship. Long and low and dar]
taking lines of beauty. She carried splendid spars, and fror
Frenchman. But her maintop-gallant masts were at prese
however, to get away. The wind blew pretty high, right i
leash that longs to be loose and away scouring the plains i
the square, not a rope out of place, the decks as white as
the guns like ebony, and the very lanyards pipeclayed till -
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Post-Captain Mackenzie was walking to and fro on the por
evening sun that soon would sink over the beautiful wood

“There’s a boat coming out yonder now, sir,” said the sign
“Ah! is there, Wilson? Well, pray Heaven it may be the fir:

Twenty minutes afterwards, Tom Fairlie, lieutenant in hit
the first cutter. He was not alone, for several other officers
figuratively speaking, with open arms, then went to his
morning.

“Sit down, Tom. Now we’re off the quarter-deck there is r
there before you say a single word.”

Tom poured out a glass, smiling as he did so.

“Ah!” cried Jack, “I know you have good news.”

“Ay, Jack, lots of it. I've been everywhere and I've done ey
“Wait a moment, Tom.—Steward!”

“Ay, ay, sir.”

“I'm engaged for the next half-hour unless any one desire:
an hour to dinner, and you are my guest to-night. No one

“Well, Jack,” said Tom Fairlie, after he had smoked in sil
Byng. He knows everything. Told me your father was gaze

“Glorious news, Tom. How pleased father will be!”

“Byng told me further that we must get men to fill up our
“Fifty over! that means fighting, Tom. Go on.”

“The hook and crook means pressment, Jack.”

“Well, well, I don’t like it; but it is all for the good of the s

“Then I went to the post-office. Sly dog, am I? Well, perha
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Jack tore his open.
“Why, she has gone to live with dear old Father Spence at
“Yes, Jack, till the war is over. Then, if God but spares us :

“Dear girl,” said Jack. “Ah, Tom, what a noble courage sh
excitement. But dear Flora needed more courage than our
even saw my father’s eyes wet. Ah well. It is the fortune of

“Cheer up, Jack. Somehow, my friend, I think that Grantle

“Ah, never, Tom, never! The dear old place where Flora a
plausible skinflint Keane; the father, though, of—but go o1

“I next saw two gentlemen of the ‘sailors’ friend’ persuasic
“Crimps? Scoundrels!”

“Well, anyhow, they are good for forty between them.”
“Bravo! Things are looking up. What a capital fellow you ¢

“And these, Jack, shall be no mere top hampers, I can ass
—fellows who look upon fighting as mere fun, and can fac

“You interest me. Proceed.”
“What say you to pirates, then?”
“Come, come, Tom.”

“Well, they are the next thing to it. They are sea-smuggle
nets, he will land the fish.”

“You mean seamen and cutlasses. Well, he’ll have them; a
“Nay, Jack, nay; the second lieutenant must be left in char
“Flora?” cried Jack.

“Yes; we are to cut out the smuggler in Tor Bay.”
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“I'm with you, Tom. Well, we shall meet at dinner. Au rewv

One-legged Butler was quite a character in his way. He
bravely for king and country. But for this stroke of bad I
brave one too. Appointed to the revenue service, he so
qualities of no mean order. His timber toe, as the sailors
were as common as sea-gulls in every British sea-port; ar
information, were simply marvellous.

On the day Tom Fairlie made his acquaintance, he had be
gone up to give him a penny. Like the Ancient Mariner, 1
sufficient to arrange for one of the cleverest and most dc
pressed men were often ironically termed in those days.

They were a very merry party at dinner that day around t
Tom Fairlie, M‘Hearty, one “middie,” and bold Captain |
trusted. Despite the fact that he was a Spaniard, he was r
being repeated either forward or to the servants below in 1

In talking and yarning right quickly passed the evening
were hearty. They had already bidden farewell to friend:
glories of war. Ah! never mind about its horrors; what bra

“A SP]

“Ah! cruel, hard-hearted, t
And force the dear youth f
Restore him, that I may ca
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And shield him from futur«
DIBDIN’S Pressgang.

was near to the hour of sunset, on an autumn evening ab
Tonneraire. The tree-clad hills and terra-cotta cliffs arour
wings of a north-east gale. Far out beyond the harbour n
streaked with foam; while high against the rocks of Corby:

As night fell, the wind seemed to increase; the sky was fil
and taller.

Surely on such a night as this every fishing-boat would ¢
sake.

There were those who, gazing out upon the storm from t
otherwise.

Daddy’s Hole is a sort of inlet or indentation in the rock-y
seems hardly to afford foothold for goats. No man in his
were it not for the fact that here and there through the sm

Shading their eyes with their hands in the gathering glc
amphibious—men at home either on the water or on shore

“It can’t be done,” said one. “No, capting, it can’t.”

“Can’t?” thundered the other; “and I tells yew, Dan, the
Hawkins never hauled ’is wind yet where a bit o’ the y
Scrivings.”

Dan shook his head.

“W’y, yew soft-hearted chap, for tew pins I'd pitch yew ow



41

As We Sweep Through The Deep

But as “Capting” Scrivings laughed while he spoke, and sl
being fulfilled.

“And min’ yew, Dan,” he added, “if us lands this un all
Brixham can cut the winkers from the wind’s eye, that she
closer tow a wind. Here’s tow bold Hawkins and the brave

The toast was drunk from a black bottle which the “captin

“’Ave a pull, chap; yew needs it to brace yewr courage tow

Captain Butler prided himself on the seaworthiness and fl
at, or much to sail either, when he took her over; for in
copper nails than it is now. But One-legged Butler was a
fond of the brine and the breeze. So he had the Moonbeam
for he was a strict-service man. Her bows were lengthened

And Captain Butler was justly proud of the Moonbeam. Si
deck with his timber toe to obtain his promotion, and th:
softest leather.

Nothing that ever sailed got the weather-gauge on the Mo«
Except the Brixham.

That smuggling sloop landed many a fine bale of silk, hc
caught. She was a fly-by-night and a veritable phantom. ]
the wing.

But to-night One-legged Butler meant to do or die. He kn
cliffs. He could have boarded her in boats perhaps; but th
fair race and a fair fight.

The Brixham carried a dare-devil crew, however, and Haxr
more glory to the bold fellows on board of her; for these w
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When, on the night previous, twenty brave blue-jacket:
Moonbeam, which sailed a few hours after just as the m
armature of cutlasses and pistols, they “daresayed” there -
a scrimmage. The wind blew high, even then tossing tt
however, she had passed Tor Bay, and lay in semi-hiding
reported to Scrivings and his gang; but there always are ri

As soon as it was dusk a portion of the men were landed. "

Hour after hour flew by, and the moon, glinting now and -
the Brixham, or of anything else.

It was an anxious time.

At twelve o’clock grog and biscuits were served out. The 1
the grog, for those were the days of can-tossing, a custom

Yes, there she was! It could be none other save daring Hav
Small look-out was being kept to-night, however, on the si

The Moonbeam swept down on her as hawk swoops down
the centre of it, the cutter was on her in a surprisingly sho

Fine seamanship, fine steering, to sheer alongside and g
under the lee of the hills.

If ever man was surprised, that man was Smuggler Hawkir

After this it was all a wild medley of pistols cracking, cut
and one man at least would never sail the salt seas more.
driving over both vessels, white in the moonlight.

A prize crew was left on the Brixham, and in less than twe

Meanwhile, the party who had been landed near to Hope
both for the purpose of getting well in the rear of the smu
to be found—and because the night was still young.

When Scrivings left the outlook with Dan on watch, he bei
every bale and tub of which they had meant to haul up frc
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But he found his ten men ready, and even the horses and
getting help to secure their booty in those days, when m
there was nothing to be done but to wait.

It was a lonely enough spot where the little cottage stoc
beauties alone did nothing to recommend the place to the

The night waned. The moon rose higher and higher. The
nearly all were curled up and asleep.

The sentry had seated himself on a stone outside, and he
pines.

The wind favoured Fairlie’s party, who, as stealthily as Inc

The sentry was neatly seized and quickly gagged, and ne
dimly-lit bothy.

“Surrender in the king’s name! The first who stirs is a deac

It was beautifully done. Not a show of resistance was or
had reached the harbour, where they were welcomed by
inhabitants of the village of Torquay.[A]

And now Captain Jack Mackenzie shook hands right heart
“Splendid night’s work, Tom,” he said. “A thousand thank:

Splendid night’s work was it? Well, we now-a-days wor
avocations, perhaps never to see their country more. Yet i
deserved their fate.

IN”
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“Now welcome every se:
The cruise with eager w:
The skilful chase by glin
The well-worked ship, tt
The loved commander’s

was not without a tinge of sorrow at his heart that Jack 1
far astern, as the gloom of eventide fast deepened into nig
the hope and joyfulness with which he had last left home
that—or thought he had—for which he would gladly nov
love of the only girl he ever thought worth living for. Bt
happy dream enough while it lasted, while his heart had

and ruined! That he was in difficulties Jack had known

themselves around the roots of the old homestead, that to
four winds of heaven. Dear old homestead! Somehow Jacl
have his father there to welcome him back, always—

“Hallo!” said a voice at his side, “what is all this reverie al

Tom laid his hand gently, half timidly on his arm as he st
of familiarity on poop or quarter-deck betwixt a command

Jack smiled somewhat sadly.

“I daresay, Tom,” he replied, “it was very wrong, but I w
Hall so much; but then there is sister, and poor father, anc
the wreck for them to live on.”

“Yes; and you’ll win a fortune yet, mayhap an earldom, Ja

“Stay, Tom, stay. I care nothing for earldoms, and if I w
honour and glory.”
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“Keep your mind easy about Flora,” laughed Tom. “I'm go
“I'd quite forgotten, Tom—brother.”

“That’s better. And, Jack, I know you’ll get more ambitiot
Just look around and beneath you. Ever see a finer frigate
the very ship seems proud of herself, considering the indej
swinging over the waves, bobbing and bowing to them as
Jack, let me recall your attention to the fact that we have
man and to fight them; and that you—you lucky dog—are
on the seas at this moment ’twixt here and America wh
Tonneraire crosses his hawse.”

“You bloodthirsty man!”

“No, no, no. I've got one of the softest hearts ever turned
goes sweeping through the deep! Look, my captain bold, v
a day’s start, for some of them, I daresay, we’ll find are laz

“Well,” said Jack, as we shall still call him, “we must do ¢
in protection of many convoys.”

“Nor will we; this is only a kind of trial trip. But if you a
the Irishman said.”

Jack Mackenzie laughed.

“What a fire-eater you are, Tom! I wasn’t thinking of fight
Fighting in convoy must make one feel as does the fathe
tightly to his legs.”

From the above conversation it will be gathered that tt
America. This was considered a very responsible task in t]
in our ocean highways, watching a chance to seize our w
and there was no doubt that under so able a young a
Frenchman who sought to attack the ships.

There they were now sailing as closely together as possibl«
A cruise of this sort was seldom, if ever, free from advent
the war-vessel convoying them. A good thing this for Jack
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in a manner of speaking, a probationer. To do his duty str:
perhaps to praise; but to neglect it, or even to be unfor
advancement.

But a whole week went on, and though no Frenchman &
driven them considerably out of their course; and when o
neighbourhood of the Azores or Western Islands.

He was not altogether sorry for this; it would give him a
almost exhausted. For ships in those days were vilely fou
the service.
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“Sailing across the moon’s bright wake
Page 93.
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The merchantmen under Jack numbered fourteen in all,
sundown they were all securely anchored in front of San !
had gone on shore to pay his respects to the Portuguese gc

San Miguel was not so densely populated as it is now, b
around. The governor dwelt in a villa on a garden-terrace
till next day.

It was, however, while smoking in the veranda after din:
up, and, clutching Tom’s arm, pointed seawards.

Slowly sailing across the moon’s bright wake was a Frenck

TE

“If to engage we get the
To quarters we’ll repair,
While splintered masts g
And shots sing through t
DIBDIN.

EAUTIFUL island of San Miguel! on whose shores, wherev
gigantic rocks, frowning black and beetling above the wat

Island, surrounded by seas that towards the far horizon se
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green, and with azure, and tremble like mercury under the
Island of fountain-springs, that shoot their white and boili:

Island of mountains, high and wild, whose summits seek
storms rage far beneath.

Island of green and lonesome glens, where bright-winged
fantastic fern nods weeping o’er the hurrying streams.

Island of scented orange-groves, of waving palms, of dark
oleander, the passion-flower. Island of wild flowers, that
earth with colour, that clothe the rocks, that hang head ¢
like living, sentient beings among the branches, wooing
expand their cloaks in the sunshine, and fly clumsily to ths

Island of seeming contentment, where even human beings
Beautiful, beautiful island!

Yes; but an island on which our heroes must not linger,
those on watch on board the Tonneraire knew it was the v
stayed therefore only long enough to take in extra stores,
anchor, and to sea!”

In silence the anchors were weighed on board the man-c
frequent abrupt conclusion, without which merchantman .

“Hee—hoy—ee! Hee hoy! Pull, and she comes! Hoy—ee—

All that day the young captain of the Tonneraire kept his
and was moreover favourable, being north-east by east—
of St. Lawrence—still the sailing powers of the vessels v:
link, and the speed of a fleet of merchantmen is measured
the minds of his various skippers. He held a meeting of
together,” as the danger of an attack was imminent. Slow
fast must take in sail.
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They admitted this.

“It is as plain as the nose on my face,” said one intelligen
dark. “We’ve got to play up to you, Captain Mackenzie, ju:

This was all very well, but then they did not do it, so that
aback at times to wait for the lazy brigs who either couldr
of golden cloud, and looking so red that he appeared to
Jack Mackenzie, not now in the best of tempers, had to co

It was dark enough after the somewhat brief twilight hac
ship; so all appeared safe and snug enough.

But what had become of the Frenchman? He had not beel
wake?

A good watch was kept both ’low and aloft; and Jack went

As he passed near the midshipmen’s berth, quite a buzz of
very long since he himself had been a middy. No responsi
moment. How they laughed and chaffed and talked, to b
now and then the notes of a somewhat squeaky and asth
“Hit ’im in the eye with a bit o’ biscuit!” or “Grease hi:
surgeon’s, saying, “Let the laddie practise.—Fiddle away, 1

Jack went away laughing to himself. Little those boys—wt
perhaps, the decks of the Tonneraire may be slippery with

Ah! all the care was his—was the post-captain’s. Uneas)
fellows there quite as happy as the middies. They were at
the table, and was spinning a short but funny yarn, to wh
the purser, and officers of the marines were ranged along
fruit and flowers from the island they had that morning le

Jack took all this in at a glance as he entered with a preli
that he had to go away and dine all by himself alone.

On seeing the captain, every one rose, nor would they be ¢

“Just sit down, Captain Mackenzie,” said M‘Hearty, with a
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“If the president bids me, I must obey,” said Jack, seating
here—our worthy Master Simmons, for example. I came
seventy-four. I say fight him; but considering this is my fi
council of war, because every man held aloft a glass of wii

The words, “Fight him!” ran round the table like platoon
of the gray-bearded master down to the shrill treble of tl
have seemed more in place in the cricket-field than on the

“I'm going now,” said Jack. “Thank you all.—Excuse me, 1
it hot for the enemy.”

“Hurrah!”
The moon was later in rising that night, being on the wanx

It was the first lieutenant’s watch from eight till twelve. 1
slowly up and down the poop. The moon was now well v
the clouds were sailing slowly along the horizon, and near

Instinctively as it were, both officers stopped to gaze in
flashed over the sea.

It flashed upon the phantom Frenchman, as Tom Fairlie ¢
extreme. She was not crossing the moon’s wake this time,

The man at the mast-head had seen her at the same time
ship to instant life as effectually as if a fifty-pounder had f

All hands to quarters.

R—r—r—r—r—r—7r—r rattled the drum. It rattled once;
his legs and dressing. Thrice; and three minutes thereafte:
ready for action.

Would she come on? would the Frenchman fight? Alas!
Above the wind, that now blew more gently from the no
came round, and in less than an hour she had almost disa
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“What art thou, fascin
Thou trophied, painte:
That thus men seek ar
Pursue and yet detest?

AY after day Jack’s fleet held on its course, and the wea
somewhere about, afraid perhaps to try conclusions with t

Twice or thrice Jack put about, sailed back and challenge
Johnny Crapaud—she seemed indeed a phantom.

And at night those on board the Tonneraire could not helj
do not think, however, that it kept many of the officers a
for the enemy to steal near enough in the pitchy dark port
would sweep the decks fore and aft; then farewell the Ton

There are few things more difficult to bear than what Sc
day when Jack called his chief officers together in his own

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I've had enough of that French fell
refuse to fight? I mean to carry war into the enemy’s can
hot-headed and young.”

Jack then unfolded his plans, and they were generally app

“However,” he growled, “I'll take the wheel. Better, perh:
tantalizing Froggie ain’t spoiling my appetite!”
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There was a general laugh at this, and the council broke u

Next day it blew little more than a seven-knot breeze, and
much to see not only the British frigate, but all the merc
Mackenzie was issuing his orders by boat.

About an hour afterwards Johnny Crapaud smiled grimly f
“The fool!” said Johnny. “When the gale of wind shall con

So he filled and bore southwards next; and as Jack had nc
Johnny on the wrong scent.

That night, at sunset, clouds gathered up and quite obscur
Johnny rubbed his hands and chuckled.

“Soon,” he said, “it will blow what perfidious England call
It blew big guns far sooner than he had expected.

The night was intensely dark, but the half-moon would ris
When Johnny Crapaud looked towards the fleet, lo! the ve

“Ha! ha!” he grinned. “They rejoice; they dance. They thi
music.”

The watch kept on board the French seventy-four was nc
outlook done so, then just about a quarter of an hour be
water from the direction in which “fair France” lay—fair F

It was the Tonneraire. She had made a detour with every s

Ah! at last they perceive her; and the noise on board the
trampling of feet, the stamping and unlimbering of gun
concentrates her whole starboard broadside. The effect is
and this lasts long enough for the frigate to sail back ¢
concentrates his larboard broadside again in the stern of tl

Away glides the Tonneraire. She is the phantom now. She
the seventy-four gets in her first broadside. It does but
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moment; and Jack’s next broadside is a telling one, for the
just as the moon throws her first faint light athwart the -
cannon. For the Tonneraire has crossed the enemy’s hawse

Now down comes the Frenchman’s foremast; and shortly
young Jack’s ship, for the enemy has surrendered.

A French seventy-four striking her flag to a British frigate
in the dashing days of old.

Captain Jack Mackenzie would have gone right straight or

“Nay, nay, sir,” he said. “There is such a thing as French
in force. Remember, they may have about five hundred m:

Jack took the advice thus vouchsafed; but in half-an-hour’
sides of the battle-ship.

But all was safe.

And stark and stiff on his own poop lay the French captai
glimmering moonlight, for splintered timbers and arms lay

More by token, from the uncertain, heavy-swaying motior
already sinking. All haste was therefore made to save th
assistance was sent for from the merchant fleet, and none

A few minutes after the last man—and that was Jack Mac
her decks blew up with a dull report, the water rushed in
morning clouds, the great ship shuddered like a dying thir

Such is war; why should we desire it?
But side by side with tragedy do we ever find something a

It was Tom Fairlie himself who was despatched to the me
prisoners from the sinking war-ship. Almost the first vesse
here a strange and a wonderful sight met his gaze. Arra
armed with a gun and bayonet, the skipper himself at thei

“Shoulder-houp!” he was shouting as Tom leaped down fr«
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The most comical part of the business was this: every one
as the men’s legs were bare to the knees, they all looke
Captain Bulbous hastened to explain.

“Were comin’ to your assistance, I was, in half-a-minute. ¢
curious, though, I must admit. What! the fight all over? W

Before eight bells in the morning watch the prisoners wet
the charge of Dr. M‘Hearty on board the saucy Tonneraire.

“On Friendship so many pe
That the rational comfort ¢
DIBDIN.

the early part of the present century the poet Dibdin wr¢
French.” There is no doubt about it, the French in those d:

And so the wounded on board the Tonneraire were absolu
assistants. The surgeon himself looked in face—or figure-t
as tender as any woman.

More than one of his poor patients wrung the doctor’s rec
for his goodness and sympathy.
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But this was not all, for even the men were good to the |
observed that one was asleep in his hammock, he would :
the “Froggies,” as they were called, nearly all recovered fr
much ceremony as if they had been British sailors. The sa
the same solemn silence prevailed while it was being read
is, for your true sailor ever tries to hide two things, his gri

Contrary winds and storms delayed the voyage. Nearly a
Newfoundland. But to his credit be it told, Jack and his of.

The Tonneraire was a very happy ship, the primary reaso1
was really kind and thoughtful at heart. He knew the vali
war sailor or a soldier is a mere machine. He is not even tl
of the grandest machines that ever were perfected—the u
protector of tender women and helpless babies.

We man-o’-war sailors, and ye soldiers, carry on war, it is
best; but, dear civilians, do not forget that we constitute t
machines though we be.

But how would it be if strict, unthinking, unhesitating obe
of his superior officers? Why, on the day of battle the arm

I may mention here that it was his cheerful obedience
unselfishness and his bravery, that gained for Jack Macker

Young men who mean to enter the service should read tha
I digress, you say? So I do.

Well, I was saying that the Tonneraire was a happy ship.
were Tom Fairlie, always good-humoured and cheerful; h
innocent; and Simmons the master, who would have his
when young Murray didn’t tease him too much. Between |
was Murray who proposed it one lovely moonlight nigh
anything. He was the second son of a noble lord, and wor
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cheekier, but I suppose it was born in the boy. He cared li
For example, he one day actually linked his arm throug
admiral merely smiled. He knew boys and liked them.

But that night on the quarter-deck Murray said openly an:
Fairlie, though you’re a fool sometimes; and you, M‘Heas
years and years, in the same ship, you know, and all that ¢

“Well, why not?” said M‘Hearty. “Let us try; eh, captain?”
“I'm agreeable,” said Jack.

“And I,” said Fairlie.

“Hurrah!” cried Murray. So the compact was made.

The men forward, taking the cue from their officers, were

Those were terrible days of flogging. For a look or a glar
was a brutal punishment. But M‘Hearty was dead against i

Well, despite dirty weather and head winds, the fleet fina
Canadian capital, Jack and his officers, ay, and the men a
among the ladies, young and old. Yet he did not let that «
his lost love Gerty.

But having refitted, there was nothing left but to put to se:

The Tonneraire cruised all down by the American coast ar
of-battle ships. What they were doing here they themselve
was a chance to test the sailing powers of the Tonnerair
Nelson himself did so once or twice. You and I, my bold
but if the big fellow brings his big brother, then we may :
shopping, so to speak, and the Tonneraire won the race.

I wish I had space in my story to tell you something ab«
strangely tempted to. I will. I won’t. I shall. I shan’t. Belay!
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At the time of which I am writing—the latter end of 1796
of Britain. The French, who had a navy nearly as power
should go down to Davy Jones by the run, and never more

“Sweep through the deep
While stormy winds do blc

Instead of saying “got the Dutch and Spaniards to join

because we determined that, with Heaven on our side, we
the Texel like a lot of rats. They had not the pluck to come
did. There was a French fleet at Brest, and the Spaniard:
position of a game of draughts when you have one of your
blockade, and that is how we held and meant to hold the
“Britannia, the pride of the ocean,” or some bold equivales

The Spaniards had their lesson first.

It was well for Jack Mackenzie that he arrived off Cadiz i
mean to describe this fight at any length; every school-bo
because to me it has always seemed such a blood-stirring
Some of his ships, like the Santissima-Trinidad, were perfe
guns! and the Spaniards had six that carried one hundred

On the 1st of February Lord St. Vincent, then Sir John Jer
Carthagena to effect a junction with the French fleet at Tc
fine Spanish fleet. It was very brave of him, and quite Bri
13th—hurrah!—by Commodore Nelson himself. Strange
Spanish fleet.

St. Valentine’s Day 1797 will ever be memorable in the
forgathered with the might of Spain off Cape St. Vincent.
officers and men, but it did not awe them. The bigger the :

Our fleet advanced in two beautiful lines. The Spaniards
some distance to leeward—and these two made haste to 1
body. After the battle had fairly commenced, and each :
Cordova to pass round Jervis’s rear and join the other pos
hang me,” he said to Captain Miller—he slipped back a
driving the Don’s fleet back. It was, as the reader knows,
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fight raged after that; how pluckily Nelson, with his vessel
long hours, let history tell, as well as speak of cases of in
thrashed, among the captured ships being the mighty Trin:

The Tonneraire suffered severely. Sixty poor fellows would
Young Murray was among the severely wounded, but Jack
“Oh dear me, dear me!” said M‘Hearty, running up for a fe

Poor M‘Hearty! he wasn’t a pretty sight to look at, begrimu
more to his terrible work.

But the good doctor was washed and dressed and smiling
to report, “Everything tidy, and all going on well.”

“And poor Murray?” said Jack.
“He’ll be all right—a bullet clean through the chest. That’s
“Well, stay and dine,” said Jack.

“Willing, sir. What a glorious day we’ve had! But I can a:
and then, anyhow.”

“Be content,” said Jack, laughing; “it might have been blor

“To be a hero, stand o
Depends upon the mai
Let all then in their du
Each point of duty we
Remembering those c:
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Who best know to obe

is terrible to think and to remember that about this time
Of all evils that can befall a navy this is surely the worst.

There was a mutinous spirit in the fleet of Sir John Jervi
quell. He was a brave and most energetic officer, and not
those who served under him happy and comfortable. I do
saying that he knew almost every man in the fleet. He
suggesting games and amusements. Those were the days o
and sweethearts. So long as the men kept sober, Jervis r:
week, he heard the voices of the men raised in song, or thu

But Sir John would have discipline, etiquette, and dress.

Jack Mackenzie was never more honoured nor pleased th:
the Victory. Sir John was jovial, nay, even jolly. Jack was
home in the admiral’s society as he would have been in th

As for M‘Hearty, nothing put that good fellow out, and ¢
cockpit on the day of the battle. Sir John laughed hearti
thirsty.”

To have seen this admiral to-night, no one would have
mutineers on board the Marlborough. But so it was, and to-

It was on board the Marlborough that the mutiny had for
should be hanged, hoisted up by the hands of his own mes

It was a stern resolve. The captain of the Marlborough h
messmates, he averred, would never hang him, but would
of the severest reprimands ever administered to any capta:
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Down below, in a darksome cabin of the cockpit of the Vic
the Ocean Pride. He was wounded, but recovering, and wa

And not far from this gloomy cabin was the cell in which
his insubordination. Jack just caught one glimpse of his gr
him in his dreams throughout the livelong night.

He saw that face again next morning, as the man was bei
the same dark and stony stare. “Had he a wife,” Jack wc
never see their sailor ‘daddy’ more?” Oh, the sadness of it!

The whole fleet witnessed that punishment from riggin
Campbell of the Blenheim superintended. Launches armed
open fire at once upon the rebellious ship if the men refus
presence of the fleet.

But see! the trembling wretch stands out upon the cat-he:
arm, and taken down and round the deck, so that every m

Bang! A great gun is fired from the flagship. The sound ths
The rope trembles, is tightened, and finally—there is an er

The mutiny is nipped in the bud, and the fleet is saved.

But thus it must ever be. Mutiny is a monster that must be

Jack was not sorry when all was over and the boats retu
boy smiled feebly, and held out his white worn hand to cl:

“I've been thinking of home, and my little sweetheart, sir.’
“Have you a little sweetheart?”

“Yes; look!”

He took out a miniature from his breast—one of the sweet

“That is why I don’t want to die, sir.”
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Jack heaved a sigh. But after this all the spare time h
bombardment of Cadiz.

“For honour, glory, and
Is native courage given;
And he who fights his cc
Fights in the cause of He

may be doubted whether the awful bombardment of Cac
seems positively cowardly. But Sir John had one particul:
smouldering fire of disaffection among the seamen of the |
ness surely, for day and night, night and day, the firing 1
these, deeds of heroism were accomplished that the Brit
action, Nelson himself was overpowered, and narrowly es:
betwixt the swords of the assailants and the commodore, t

In the cutting-out expeditions and boat actions, in or nez
officers, even our captains, fought side by side with their 1

The marines were particularly gallant and courageous. Sir
be petted and made much of; but the admiral had anothe
play them off against the seamen in case of revolt.
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Surely, upon the whole, this year 1797 was one of the m
hanging over our native land, which at any moment migh
shadow of this cloud was in every heart. Nor is this to be
bread. Far away in the north, the crops had all but failed
drained off to the wars; her sturdiest sons—those who o
away.” Money seemed to have taken unto itself wings anc
closed its doors. Even those who in wild disorderly mob:
what would peace have meant at such a time but disho
distracted country for many a day. To make matters

unsuccessful; for we had been beaten and thrashed by the

But the darkest hour had yet to come. I have already told
join forces with the French, this brave Britain of ours wc
rapine would have been added to our other troubles. We 1
when all at once, to the horror of every one, this fleet mut
no hand against them, they disarmed them, and either m
shore.

The men demanded increase in pay and other allowances;
before several anxious weeks had gone by that the differer

It was the good old admiral Lord Howe who himself brou
just demands. He was a very great favourite, and looked u

Then on the 17th of May the ships put to sea.
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Fri f Y ; &

« Up —

and down the streets, carrying re
Page 133.
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We must remember that seamen in the royal navy in tho
often unfit for human consumption, leave was seldom give
which might in nine cases out of ten have been dispensed

Just a word or two about the mutiny at the Nore, and I |
insolent and overbearing in their demands. The presid:
Scotsman from Perth, of the name of Parker. He indees
Sheerness, up and down the streets of which, carrying red

At this time, it will be remembered, Admiral Duncan wa
French. Was it not a terrible thing that with the exceptior
him, sail across the water and join the scoundrel Parker at

Poor Scotch Duncan! When even the men of the flagship
almost choked with rising tears addressed them in words
follows:—

“Often and often, men, it has been my pride with you to
humbled now indeed; and no words of mine can express tc
of the enemy is a disgrace that is hard, hard to bear, for n¢

That speech settled Jack as far as the flagship was conce
what Dibdin wrote about Jack as it was in the dashing day

“’Longside of an enemy, bold
He’ll with broadside on broa
Yet he’ll sigh to the soul o’er
So noble’s the mind of a sailc

“Let cannons roar loud, bursi
Let the winds a dread hurric:
The rough and the pleasant I
And laughs at the storm and

“To rancour unknown, to no
Nor unmanly, nor mean, nor
He’s gentle as mercy, as forti
And this is a true British sailc

President Parker of the “Republic Afloat” formed a cordo
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long peat stack, to use a Scotticism; for the nation was en
and after a three days’ trial was condemned and executed,

The battle of St. Vincent—by no means a crowning victor?
of what was to follow, and probably did more to restrain
loved her ships and her sailors.

But none knew the state of our country at this time better
was for this reason that he threw himself so thoroughly
which the whole fleet lived and moved.

There were many petty officers, and men too, among the :
so constituted that he never lets care trouble him. Jack M:
was not his young friend Murray’s bedside only that he vi:
at least once a day, and he freely distributed wine, jellies,

Jack spliced the main-brace sometimes too. One Saturda
enemy’s river craft, in which his gallant fellows had cut o
had refreshed himself somewhat with a bath and change
that he would live to see his little sweetheart once again. "

Walking forward some hours after this, you might have
“Saturday Night at Sea.”

““Twas Saturday night: the tv
Shone on the rippling sea;
No duty called the jovial tars
The helm was lashed a-lee.
The ample can adorned the t
Prepared to see it out,

Each gave the lass that he ad
And pushed the can about.”

Jack on this particular evening had M‘Hearty and Tom F:
informed the captain that Jones the boatswain desired to s

It was an odd request at such a time, but Jones was im
servants, and interpreting the look to mean that he wishec
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If Jones was serious, Jack was much more so when he mac¢

J!

“Obedience every wor
Diffuses to each part
That ardour which the
Expands and mends tk
DIBDIN.

been a-going on for some little len’th o’ time, your honou
only Scrivings’ bombast, ’cause ye see, sir, he’s only a bles

“Ha!” interrupted M‘Hearty, “that fellow is one of your pre
“Yes,” said Jack; “the ringleader of the smugglers, and a b

“That’s he to a T,” said Jones. “Well, they’re all in it, the
your honour. They’re preaching mutiny, and they’re sprea
bring his fist down on the table with a force that made all

Jones was thanked, told to keep dark, and, after a stiff gla:
Early next morning, Admiral Sir John was surprised to rec

The latter soon opened fire in true sailor fashion.
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“Admiral,” he said, “I've come to make an exchange. I wai
The admiral laughingly requested an explanation. “For,” h

Jack explained in a very few words. He desired, instead o
in the fleet.

“’Pon honour,” said Jervis, “the plan does you credit. I'd
two blackest hats; and I shan’t forget to mention your clev

That very day the smugglers were scattered all over the fle

In a few weeks’ time the wounded on board Jack’s ship
admiral, and told that he was to proceed to sea. There v
despatches of great importance, because they were intenc
capture or destroy as suited him best.

Before he left on this cruise, the men and officers of the Ti
a beating heart, and, retiring to his cabin, gave orders that

Ah, no one save a sailor knows the real delight experience
it was dated from Ireland; and that is where the general 1
soon as they should land. It said nothing about the lost ¢
throughout. The general had heard of all Jack’s doings, an
forget he was a Grant Mackenzie.

Then he opened Flora’s letter. Sisterly throughout. She wa
dear brother once more. Then she went on to talk of old
concluded, without one word about Gerty.

He laid the letter down with a sigh. A strange sense of lon
false love. At this moment she seemed dearer to him than

He next took slowly up from the table a letter in a strang
began to read. I append a portion of it with a few correctic

“MyY DEAR Luv,—Which it is me as misses you. Ye
when you grew a man, and used to give me such
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Jack’s little joke. Me a servant girl, and you a big, 1
you to bed. It makes me larf now to think of ’em;
you off. Yes, missus misses you, and so do I. And p
says as how she won’t marry him for two years yet
Lady Digby by-and-by. But missus she do look so :
goes wild with joy, and sits on his knee just like ol
shoulder. But here comes missus, only she mustn’t
luv and sweet kisses.—MARY.”

Love and sweet kisses, indeed! Jack laughed aloud. Then ]
can you credit it? he placed it in his bosom. What did Jacl

The next letter was a right hearty one, from kind old Mr.
that pleased Jack best was this: “I'm looking after Gerty.
will be two moons in the sky that day, and another in the
ever you saw. Gee-ho! Cheerily does it.”

Cheerily did do it. All the gloom that poor Flora’s kind lett
He was leaving his room, when he ran foul of Tom Fairlie.
Tom was singing too, and smiling.

Jack pulled him right into his cabin and shut the door.
“What are you all smiles about?” said Jack.

“Why are you all smiles?” said Tom.

“Had a letter from Flora?”

“Heard about Gerty?”

Then something very funny or very joyous seemed to tick
glasses on the swing-table rang out a jingling chorus.

“I say, Tom,” said Jack at last, “I feel I can fight the Frencl
“Precisely how I feel. Ha! ha! ha!”

“Well, come and dine with me to-night—all alone.” And T
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“The boatie rows, the
The boatie rows fu” we
And mickle lighter is t
When love bears up tt

the interests of truth, I have now to record that my hero
man could have been guilty of making. It is all very well
may at times be productive of good; but when it comes to
of course—and quietly taking up one’s abode therein, the :

But this is just what our Jack now set about doing. For m
ship, and did all he could, it must be confessed, to make
shrapnel or a kedge anchor, lay at his own heart. He n
somehow. During all these months he had tried, and tried
infinitely worse, so now he meant to indulge himself in th
in the world as silly old Sir Digby; and that he, Jack, hac
wife.

He certainly did not mean to force himself to think about
showed a tendency to come stealing over his soul. These
you and me and the binnacle, reader, not to let it go any
that was at the bottom of Jack’s resolve. For had she not "
do I”? It didn’t matter a spoonful of tar about the “so do I,
words that hope hung like a garland of forget-me-not. W
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didn’t. So ran Jack’s thoughts as he walked up and dowr
there was an end of it. Missus missed him, ergo missus mu
Missus must—

“Rat—tat—tat—tat.”
“Come in. Ah, Tom, there you are! Glad you’ve come a litt
“Yes; as soon as you like to-morrow morning, sir.”

“Well, dowse the ‘sir,” Tom, else I'll send you away withou
I'm just Jack.”

A few minutes afterwards, Tom, strolling carelessly towai
follows:—

“Missus missed thee, so do I,
Drop the tear and sigh the si
Yet ne’er let sorrow cloud th:
She loved thee once, she love

“Ha! ha! ha!” laughed Tom aloud.

Jack got as red as a tomato, and rushed to rescue the man
“Put it down at once, Tom! How dare you?”

But Tom only laughed the more. He read Jack’s inspiratio1
“Well,” he said when he had finished, “I knew you could f

It was well for Jack and Tom both that the steward and s¢
sentiment fled on the appearance of the roast-beef.

But when dessert was placed upon the table, and the ser
the fool’s paradise to which he meant to flit from Castle D

Tom was a thoroughly practical kind of a young fellow, ar

“M—m—m, well,” he said, “the notion isn’t half a bad
Scotsmen are all reckless, I know, especially, I believe, the
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“Well, well, Tom, out with it, man. What are you hummin,

“Why, it’s like this, you see—and, mind, I speak to you a
extra glass of wine, and spend a happy evening, but shoulc

“I have thought of my head in the morning, Tom; I have th
Times of the marriage of Sir Digby Auld and—heigh-ho! G
honour will forbid my ever entering there again. But till
miserable all his life, simply because he knows he has got

“Oh no,” said Tom, gravely.
“Well, then, brother mine, I mean to live in my fool’s para

“Tom,” he continued, after a pause of about a minute, “or
you also all I knew about dear father’s difficulties. We bc
the true story of Gerty’s engagement to Sir Digby Auld. I’ll

Jack Mackenzie spoke for fully a quarter of an hour wit
positively immolating herself on the altar of filial love, a
daughter has any right to love a father; and her main am
So, dear Tom, don’t bid me leave my fool’s paradise yet a"

He paused, and sighed a weary kind of sigh.

Tom was touched to the very bottom of his heart. He stret
“Poor Jack!” he said. “Live in your paradise and be happy.
“Besides,” continued Jack, excusing himself a little more, °
Tom’s eyes sparkled.

“Ah yes!” he said; “and for the very same reason I too feel
“And we’ve had no single-ship action with the Dons yet.”
“Their time is coming.”

“Yes, their time is coming. A man never swings a sword h:

‘For mickle lighter is the boa
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When love bears up the creel

“WO

“A sailor’s life’s the lif
He takes his duty mer:
If bullets whistle, Jack
Still faithful to his frie
DIBDIN.

ACK was right about love and “the creel,” or rather, I shot

“Mickle lighter is the boat
When love bears up the creel

For the next three months the swift Tonneraire was here
chiefly along the coast of France, and seldom put into h:
guns of a fort, and deeming herself in a very safe position.

Three or four several times did the Tonneraire thus prove
best of ships is but a drone unless well managed. Not ever
of the apiarian republic. There is a vast deal of very indifi
active officer commanded even the Tonneraire, he would h

In his daring cutting-out expeditions Jack had been invari
he bore away seawards again, as if he had given up all hoj



As We Sweep Through The Deep 74

of sight of land, soon as the shades of evening began to fal

The Ferdinand was a gun-brig that, on the morning of the
heels. She was near to the port of T——, so could afford
doing much damage, on which the Ferdinand fired again
withal like that of a boy’s pop-gun. But it was enough. Jac
“T'll have her, if only for her insolence.”

M‘Hearty laughed. It was not polite; but he couldn’t help i
“You’ve been much livelier and happier within this last m«
“What would you do if I were?”

“Nothing, Captain Jack. I've got pills to cure melancholy;
you be happy.”

It was very dark that night when the Tonneraire stole siler
Tom, were despatched to cut the saucy Frenchman out.
anywhere about the ship.

The captain of marines and Murray both went in differer
stretch his legs and swing his arms about a bit.

“Don’t get shot, anyhow, doctor,” said Jack.
“My clear Captain Mackenzie, I'm positively bulletproof.”

Young Murray was in high glee. He put on white glovt
positively entered the boat bareheaded, in his shirt sleeves

“Nobody will see me,” he said to Jack.
“I’ll be bound they’ll feel you,” laughed the captain of mar
This was as pretty a cutting-out action as ever I have hear«

Feeling sure of their safety, the Frenchmen were carele:
suddenly there was a shout, and a rattle and bump and rt
to summon the crew to repel boarders, ere our fine fello
M‘Hearty had boarded on the port-bow, and came flailing
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one, by both hands, and hammered away in old Highland
Murray fought like a little lion, but was knocked under a ¢
Yes, they were victorious.

“Better go back to your cards and wine,” shouted M‘Heart:
Meanwhile, will it be believed, the fort opened fire on the:

Tom caused every light at once to be extinguished. Then
they managed to cut her out. As she got fairly under way
way of farewell.

The capture had not been without mishap. Two of our me:

At first it was thought the sprightly young officer was de
wildly around him for a few moments, then sank again int

This made the third time Murray had come to grief in acti
“It was always the same,” he said, “even when I was a litt]

The brig was manned by a prize crew, half the Froggies, a
started for England a day or two afterwards, in a gun-brig

The Ferdinand was sent home, a midshipman being in ct
same gun-brig was recaptured by the French, and this san
the fortune of war.

Jack Mackenzie used to boast that the Tonneraire carried
fine lot, not midshipmites but midshipmen; for some indees

It needed all their strength and courage to fight the battle

Everything, it is said, is fair in love and war. I do not kno
nation carrying on war with another, not only to destroy
found. In this memorable cruise of Jack Mackenzie’s, the
wind. If, then, a man-o’-war, French or Spanish, was falle:
If she was too big he performed a strategic retreat; well, ir

But he used to send boats in and around the numerous i
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lying at anchor worth attacking. When, one forenoon, T
under the protection of a frigate and the forts between tt
resolved to attack after nightfall. On this occasion all the t
one hundred Seamen, and fifty marines.

As usual, the boarding took place after dark. I need not de
At this time very little wind was blowing, and a half-moor

And now a council of war was held to consider what hac
was running out had grounded in shallow water, was imp
captured vessel, in case of an attempt on the part of the
four of his sturdiest mids and eighty men on board the fri
well a-lit, the crews having already escaped in their boats.

It was a strange and appalling sight. The flames were red
as of noonday, while the rolling clouds of smoke, laden ¢
and seaward. But the light was dazzling, confusing; and 1
minutes’ time, left them high and dry.

Guns from the forts, too, began to roar out; and to add tc
Tom’s men began to fall, uncertain though their fire was.

It was a trying situation; but Tom Fairlie was as cool as
poured into the frigate, and that she seemed already recag
which could contain all his men.

This was done at extraordinary hazard, Tom’s men, thot
reached. Luckily the soldiers had retired, but it took his m

It was a sad though heroic story that Tom Fairlie had to te
Jack now made all sail southwards, to report proceedings

He was welcomed most kindly; and although he half expe:
praise for his gallantry, and a special despatch was sent hc

“We cannot expect to fight without losses,” said the good
and your brave associates have done yours.”

Jack’s face glowed with shy pride. It was so delightful to t
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The Tonneraire got more boats, and was soon again on the
missed the merry, laughing face of young Murray, for the

Would he ever come again?

THI

“The flag of Britannia, the
Triumphant it floateth on ]
And proudly it braveth the
For when tattered with shc
Old Song.

was early on the morning of one of those bright and braci
bye before giving place to winter with its wild winds, its s
the previous evening. To put it in plain English, she was
very large store-ship belonging to the French, and he me
vessel had sailed. He found no vessel that he could make ¢

Having been up half the night, Jack Mackenzie was tired,
west, right before the wind. Jack was dreaming about hi
night with his sister and Gerty; but the sister had gone on
figures on which were quite overgrown with green moss a

“See, see, Gerty,” he was saying, as he hurriedly cleared 1
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figures were always there though we could not see them.
lost.” A bonnie blush had stolen over her face, and her
flowers Jack had given her. She was about to reply, whe
aloft,—

“Sail ahead, sir; right away on the starboard bow!”

Gerty with her flowers of blue, Gerty with the bonnie blus
stone, and all vanished in a hand-clap, and next moment J

She was a French sloop of war. Disappointed at his wa
intention of blowing her sky-high.

So all sail was crowded in chase.
The sloop bore away before the wind. She knew, perhaps,

It was very tantalizing but very exciting withal. She mig
getting a knot nearer, nor she a knot farther off. Stun’-sai
crimson sun sank in a pink and purple haze, all on board ¢

But strange things happen, and but for this sloop Jack v
sailed very far north; and about five bells in the morning
men-of-war. Now, if these were Frenchmen, the days and :
the ships of Britannia, who was even then ruling the sea—
heard that the great Dutch fleet of De Winter had at las
French, then—Heaven help Britannia!

“Going to join the French fleet De Winter is, is he?” Scotc
memorable occasion he hitched up his Scotch breeks and
order, he coolly entered his state-room to lock his drawe
about a bit. As he did so he whistled “Johnnie Cope.”

And now the Tonneraire was hailed by the flagship, and to

Tom Fairlie rubbed his hands with delight, M‘Hearty chuc
well, and that “you youngsters” (that was Tom and Jack) *

So they did.

And braver battle than Camperdown was never fought. Nc
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The Dutch had about twenty ships, and we nineteen in all
and the men seemed determined to wipe out the stain that

You must go to history for a complete account of the bat
October, Duncan broke right through it and got inshore. I
was fought dangerously near to the coast indeed, for her:
with spectators, who must have been appalled at this terri

The Tonneraire was splendidly handled. Old Simmons him
size, so close that the guns touched, and seemed to belcl
stopping there to be blown out of the water by the Dutchn

“Away, boarders!” It was Jack’s own brave voice sounding

Then, ah then! a scene ensued that it may be just as well
together, and amid the roar of cannon from other ships, t
shouts and groans and shrieks of execration. Hitherto no v
He was on the rigging with the captain, from which they t

“Look, sir, look, the captain of marines has fallen. Oh, I ca

Next moment he had leaped below. Off went his coat and
deck, flailing away like a perfect Wallace Redivivus. Many

He saved the marine captain’s life, although that sailo
circumstances, Captain Jack Mackenzie forgave the gallan

But the toughest fight of all raged around Duncan’s flags
the Vreyheid. Just as in days of long, long ago the chiefs o
did bold Duncan keep his eye on the Dutchman, and as sc
her, however, the States-General presented a target that h
broadside Duncan poured into her, raking her from aft to
fifty killed and wounded.
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7

“Bold Jack Crawford nailed the colour
Page 169.



81

As We Sweep Through The Deep

And now the great tulzie commenced in awful earnest, fo1
was the Ardent. But three mighty Dutchmen came down h
these latter that Duncan’s ship would speedily have been
But nothing could withstand the fury of Duncan’s onslaug
down his flag. Twice during the terrible combat had Adm
indicates his Scottish origin, wrapped the colours round hi
truck and nailed the ensign to the mast.

Duncan received De Winter’s sword, and soon after the t
how dearly bought. It gives us some faint notion of the pl
captain and forty officers and men slain outright, and no I

The scene in the cockpit during a fight like this is one th.
table, around which the surgeons are at work, stripped to
place is filled with stifling smoke, through which the gl
gashed, the bleeding, awaiting their turn on the terrible

even shrieking, in their agony; and the mournful call for “
roar. And bending low as they move among them are the :
slippery companion-ladder come the bearers incessantly,

On deck war is witnessed in all its pomp and its panoply
despair, the hopelessness, the agony, the death.

“With one of his precious |
Bold Nelson knowed well 1
So, as for the French, ’tis a
We can tie up one hand, a1
DIBDIN.
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¥
4

HINGS in England began to look up. Those who preach:
Camperdown. For this fight had completely restored confi
far away.

In many a lordly hall over all the land the feast was laid, c

In one of the window recesses of Mr. Keane’s somewhat Ic
leafless elms around the house, sat Gerty. She was lookin
book lay in her lap, it was almost too dark to read. By her
into her face with his brown earnest eyes, as if he knew th

He—Jack—had given her that dog as a puppy, and no pov
she noted his speaking look, and as she bent to caress him

Presently there was a knock at the door, and in rushed Ma

Mary seemed about half daft. She was waving aloft a cop:
certain column.

“What is it, Mary? I cannot see.”
“Which it’s our boy Jack as is mentioned for conspeakyew

“Glad and proud? O Mary! silly child. And I am to be the
the ball.”

“An’ I should do it, missus; that I should. I’d put it in fine
up, old Granger,’ I should say. ‘Right about face. Shoulder

“O Mary,” said Gerty, smiling in spite of herself, “how yc
will.”
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The ball to which Gerty and her father were going that e
but if the truth must be told, he was at present absolutely

“Well,” he told one of his chief cronies that evening befor
shall drop into a nice thing. But it is just like my confour
pinched, and some of the Jews are pressing.”

“Why don’t you marry?”

“Well, I'm going to. Ah! she’s a sweet young thing, Miss K
before I give my ancient name away. Wager on that.”

“Hold hard, Digby; I wouldn’t be your friend if I didn’t tell
“Didn’t tell me what?”

“Why, man, haven’t you heard? The firm of Griffin, Kean:
who had it from one of the firm. It’s a secret, mind. But it

“Good heavens, D’Orsay, you do not tell me so? Then I toc
“What! you haven’t proposed—you’re not tied?”

“Nay, nay; all but. That is nothing, D’Orsay—nothing; but
if what you say is true.”

“Look here, Digby,” said D’Orsay, after a pause, “you are
See?”

“In which quarter?”

“Why, there is Miss Gordon; a trifle old, to be sure, but po
Sir Digby muttered something about a bag of broken bottl
“I’d marry her; ’pon honour I should.”

“Think of life with that old hag.”

“Think of life in the Fleet, my friend.”

Sir Digby winced, and for a time made no reply.
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“D’Orsay,” he said at last, “I am a man, and, I trust, a gent
“If she were a beggar. Bravo, Digby!” And D’Orsay laughes

“I didn’t say that. I—I—’pon my soul, D’Orsay, I do not kn

Miss Gordon was the belle of that ball, as far at least as di
all the airs common in those days to ladies of title—haut
sweet as a three-month-old kitten.

If Sir Digby Auld had meant to propose to sweet Gerty Ke:
reported that he had had a fit. But this was not so. After h
read it than it dropped from his hands on the floor, and he

Gerty was by his side in a moment.
“O father, are you ill?” she cried. “Shall I summon assistar

He recovered himself at once. “Nay, nay,” he said; “only ,
will not go out to-night.”

But the letter he picked off the floor and carefully put awa

A whole half-year passed away without any events trans
playing havoc with the commerce of France and Spain. In
only most daring, but carried out with a coolness that prc
knew now to a very nicety what might be done with the
either captured or sunk, and he was wise enough to run av

One surprise, during this time, Jack and his officers had 1
ships, one day a boat pulled off from the flagship, and the:
He saluted the quarter-deck, and he saluted Jack as he rep

“I've come on board to join, sir. Isn’t it jolly, just? And I'm
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M‘Hearty, Simmons, and every soul in the mess were mos
long and strange story he had to tell of his imprisonment,
whose cleverness he at last managed to escape, dressed as

He kept his messmates laughing till long after seven bells
Murray infused into the mess a joy and jollity to which it |

Meanwhile a greater hero than Jack Mackenzie must hold
awake for a night or two, gave birth to a grand idea. Hyd
have crushed our power under his heel. But he needed hel
was then being quickly built up. It was a pretty idea, and 1
to sail from France with thirty thousand veteran, well-trit
quickly brought to terms, then made straight for Egypt. He

With such men as those old troops of Napoleon’s the cone
and his merry men, though sad enough for the country o
himself to rebuild the constitution of the country and crea

Lord St. Vincent sent the brave one-eyed, one-armed Nels
He speedily would have cooked his hare, but he had tc
adventures in search of it would fill a goodly volume. It re

Jack Mackenzie, in his Tonneraire—the real name of the ¢
battle of the Nile.

Poor Nelson was almost worn out with anxiety and watchi
calmness returned, and although the sun was slowly sinki
there and then.




As We Sweep Through The Deep 86

WII

“Then, traveller, one kind
"Twere graceful pity, nobly
Nought ever taught the he:
Like the tear that bedews ¢
DIBDIN.

CANNOT help thinking that if glory is to be measured by
that of Trafalgar. The former battle required more physic
courage. How? you may ask. I will tell you; and although
will admit I have common-sense on my side. Besides, I am
various conditions, so it cannot be said I speak altogether
when the men were more or less jaded or tired. They ha
would have made a wonderful difference to them both
Aboukir was contested in the hottest season of the year;
more honour and glory to our brave fellows; and may we
be far away.

I never can read or even think about that long hide-anc
without a feeling of disappointment. Why, oh why was it «
he have but sent the firebrand to the bottom of the salt o
what hopeless sorrow and bitter tears!

But there! I am keeping the fleets waiting. For his part, I
said to one of his captains, referring to Nelson, “but he car

But Nelson was mad enough. He was burning to give it t
him. He was as eager as a wild cat to spring at the throat
not wait. “Make the signal for general action, and trust to

Along the bay lay the great French fleet, with shoal we
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hundred and sixty yards from each other, and with stream
And their line extended for a mile and a half.

Had Brueys thought that Nelson would attack that night,
heels. He did not know our Nelson. Nor could he have be
as to get round behind him, so to speak, betwixt the shore
and each war-ship took up position with all the precision
and tongues of fire and clouds of rolling smoke leaped a
while echoes reverberated from shore to shore, oh, then tt

To describe the battle in detail, and all the heroic action
probably the reader knows every bit of it as well as, if nc
fought well and bravely, and you know the gallant Bruey
might say was the captain of the Sérieuse frigate, who he
past. It was like a collie dog attacking a mastiff. Saumer
water or on to a shoal, where she was wrecked. The Orion
Bellerophon—the old Billy Ruffian, as sailors called her—o
Majestic to range alongside the mighty Tonnant and coolly
in the Culloden, because he ran ashore, and had to remain

But the two events of this memorable battle which I dares
was carried below, his brow gashed so terribly that the sk:
to have his wound dressed until his turn came; and the bl
who refused to be taken off or give up his duty without hi:

There are those who would rob us of this romantic story. :
cannot endure romance and beauty; people who would
sunsets. I do not love such people, and I hope you don't,
lovely world of ours as you and I do, through rose-tinted
gazed upon it through a piece of bottle glass. No; we shall
verses:—

“The boy stood on the burr
Whence all but he had fled
The flame, that lit the batt
Shone round him—o’er the

“The flames rolled on—he
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Without his father’s word;-
That father, faint in death
His voice no longer heard.

“There came a burst of thu
The boy!—oh, where was |
Ask of the winds, that far ¢
With fragments strewed th

“With mast, and helm, and
That well had borne their |
But the noblest thing that |
Was that young faithful he

The battle is past and gone, a whole month has elapsed s
killed and wounded, among others good old Simmons, the
grumble again; his deep bass, honest voice would be he
hammock was dropped overboard in Aboukir Bay.

Yes, the Tonneraire was homeward bound at last, after
adventures had yet to come. M‘Hearty, Tom Fairlie, and
particularly bright and pleasant to-night, and his laughing

Suddenly there is a cry on deck, “Sail ahead!” and next

head wind, and now down upon her, like some monster ¢
very one-sided, but Jack will dare it. Already it is getting «
iron hail is poured through her stern. He rakes her a seco
the Tonneraire if he had now put his ship before the wind.
deepen into blackness, he manages to hoist enough sail to

Very early next morning, before the stars had quite fadec
looking careworn, unkempt, and weary—for he had never

Jack was awake in a moment.

“Anything wrong, doctor?” he asked quickly.
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“Alas, sir!” replied M‘Hearty, and there was a strange husk
“Murray dying!”
“Too true, sir. His wounds are far more grievous than I wa

The boy—for he was but little more—Ilay in a cot in the s
refused to be divested of his uniform. He was in a half-si
and took his thin white hand in his.

It was a sad scene but a simple one. There was the gray
boy’s face; falling, too, on M‘Hearty’s rough but kindly cot
and frightened. That was all. But an open Bible lay upor
sweetheart’s.

“Bury it with me,” he whispered feebly. “See her, sir—and
The eyelids closed.
Ah! they had closed for aye.

Not a sound now save Jack’s gentle sobbing, then the slo
the Twenty-third Psalm: “Yea, though I walk through the
thy staff they comfort me.” Amen!

<
Ny

“This little maxim, for
I pray you be believin,
The truest pleasures tt
Are those that we are
DIBDIN.
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OR more than twenty years, dating back from the time ot
Co.; yet although he was almost every day in the compan;
him he might have respected him more. But he knew him
and miserly in the extreme, and for the sake of adding
undoubtedly hurried his wife to her grave, when Gerty 1
governess. In the transaction of his business Richards was
child Gerty, he made many and many a visit to the house .
he thought; “she is so lonely, and she sees no one; has no «

It used to vex poor great-hearted Richards to the core to h
“Nay, nay,” Richards would say, lifting the mite from the ]
“Richards, you’re a fool!” Keane would growl.

And with one arm round her protector’s neck, her cheel
unnatural father. It is no wonder that she grew up to love
entered heart and soul into all her games and romps, as if

But the psychical mystery is how she could have come to
to that extent that she was willing to sacrifice her own he
detest.

A bachelor, with no expenses worth naming, Richards ha
was going positively to sell his daughter to the worn-out 1
Richards thumped his fist down on his desk—he was alone

“I’ll save that darling child,” he had said, “if I spend every
He smiled to himself a moment after.

“Everything is fair in love and war,” he said: “I'll play a g¢
shall marry Gerty. I have said it—you—shall.”
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He laughed aloud next minute at his own enthusiasm.
“What a capital actor I should have made!” he thought. “E

Still waters run deep, and Richards was astute, though pe1
about to play—a game which he rightly judged was to t
selfishness of her miserly, ambitious father intended conde

“My baby, bless her sweet face,” he added, “shall never m:

Then he shut his ledger with a bang, and went for a walk
and property called Grantley Hall. Keane would assuredly
really meant it to be Sir Digby’s and Gerty’s, while he,
Richards thought he must try by hook or by crook to pre
once passed into Keane’s hands, much though Gerty and
proud to propose marriage, seeing that in doing so his des
back his own property.

The general had told his children that Keane was his only
up all the others. He could thus come down upon the brav

The day had almost arrived for Keane’s foreclosing. The fa
pictures, and nick-nacks. Flora had gone to Torquay, Jack
his country. The eventful morning itself came round. Keai

he had a few slight “stoun’s” of conscience, for over and c

himself.

“I had to do it—I had to do it,” he said. “Pity for the poor
“Most improvident,” replied Richards, smiling quietly oves
As the day wore away, Keane fidgeted more and more, an
Richards looked at the clock too, and he often glanced une
What was going to happen?

“Only half-an-hour.” This from Keane.

“You seem pleased,” said Richards dryly.
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Rat, tat—bang, bang, at the office door.

Both men looked up; Richards with a sigh of relief, Keane
Enter a tall, good-looking clerk, hat in one hand, a bundle
“Re the mortgage on estate of General Grant Mackenzie, I’
Old Keane grew grayer and grayer in face, and foam appe:
Richards slipped out and away.

He went out, and went down the street, positively laughin

And to pay this mortgage off, the honest fellow had pu
Grantley Hall was now virtually his; but he would not fore

Richards had played his first card, and it was a strong one
He went straight off now to see “his baby,” and to continu

He saw some one else—he saw Mary. Mary was his first |
the room just as Sir Digby was about to propose.

A good girl, Mary, and devoted to her “missus.” She coulc
march upon them.

But time had rolled on, as we know. There were wars anc
least, as far as our story goes, Sir Digby had been ill, and
daughter, so that the evil day was postponed.

Evil days have a disagreeable habit of coming, nevertheles

Slowly and sadly, with rent rigging and battered hull, th
come off to the ship. Jack Mackenzie, sitting alone by hi:
attracts his attention runs thus: “Marriage of Sir Digby Au
as if in pity, and carries it far astern of the ship.

He feels utterly crushed and broken, and head and hands ¢
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“IT’S ALL

“The busy crew the sails
The ship in harbour safe
Jack Oakum, all his peri
Has made the port wher
DIBDIN.

E return now to the day before Sir Digby’s ball.

Richards lived in chambers, and in no great state. He nev
would have struck you most would have been the smell «
the principal furniture consisted of tobacco-pipes. They w
mantlepiece. Well, what did it matter? honest Richards we

But one afternoon, shortly before Sir Digby’s great ball, a ]
“Which I've been dying to see you, sir,” she began.

“Sit down, my dear, sit down.”

Mary sat down, and proceeded,—

“It’s all up, Mr. Richards, it’s all up!”

The poor girl was crying now bitterly.

“Missus is as good as sold. She’s goin’ to the ball, and Sir
what ever shall I do?”

Richards lit a huge pipe, and walked about smoking for
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innocently in his face, and said innocently through her tea
“Do you want to kiss me too, sir?”

“Well, I wasn’t thinking about that; but there, Mary, there
yet.”

So Mary and Richards had a long “confab” together, and s

After she had gone Richards lit another pipe, threw himse
rapid turn or two up and down the floor. Presently he pau

“Old Richards,” he said, shaking his fist at his reflection
mind; it’s all for my baby’s sake. I’ll do it. Hang me if I do

An hour after this, Richards had called a carriage—a luxu
the business of the Grantley Hall mortgage for him. Wit
fashionable tailor’s, then to a jeweller’s, and next to a w
gracious smiles and bows, it was evident that his busines
other places which I need not name; and when he got 1
immediately lit his biggest pipe.

He was smiling to himself. “I've done it,” he said half alou
game is spoiled. Poor Jack! I wonder what he is doing at t

On the night of the great ball, Sir Digby Auld was very
certainly was paying no compliment to Sir Digby. He gave
to bend down her painted face and pretend to blush.

In the course of the evening he forgathered with D’Orsay.
“Getting on famously?” he said.

“I've been trying; but, D’Orsay, ’pon my life I can’t. And I
and throw myself at Gerty’s feet. There! the die is cast.”

A servant in livery at this moment approached him. “Beg |
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Sir Digby turned pale.

“I’d come, sir,” whispered the servant; “there will be a sce
Sir Digby followed him out.

“Sorry we are, sir, to disturb yer ’onor; but we has a warra
“At whose instance?”

“Richards of the firm of Griffith, Keane, and Co.”

Sir Digby muttered an oath. He staggered and almost fell.

D’Orsay, a quarter of an hour after this, informed the gues
enjoy themselves all the same.

Meanwhile the prisoner was being rapidly whirled away t«

And the letter that Keane had received that night was to
beggar, and would that evening be arrested in his own hot

Having effectually disposed of Sir Digby for a time, Richa
it was certainly justifiable. He had often hinted to his part

“Owes a few thousands perhaps,” Keane had replied, witt
can'’t live for ever. Sir Digby will be a lord, you know, on 1

“I'll tell you what,” Richards had gone so far as to exclair
it. But I shouldn’t marry my only daughter to a beggar!”

Keane turned on him sharply.
“Richards,” he said, as calmly as he could, “I knew a gentl
“Indeed; how?”

“By minding his own business.” Then Keane cackled ove:
future son-in-law’s debts was too absurd.

When Richards went to Keane’s house a few days after D
Italy for a time with Gerty, and of course Mary would accc
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Months went by, and many a long delightful letter did Ric
sweet kisses.” Then came a final letter. They were comin
were made prisoners. Keane could have bought his liberty

A few weeks afterwards poor lonely Gerty returned, and M
last wishes that he should do so. And, strange to say, the
had written a letter to Richards, praying him, for the sak«
He died, he said, peacefully, knowing she would yet be La

“A dying man’s last request,” said Richards to himself, “ou
Then he solemnly placed the letter in the fire, and it was ¢

Sir Digby made himself as comfortable as possible in the F
heart bled for the poor man, as she called him. For sake of

D’Orsay paid many visits to Sir Digby in prison. He really
brother, and come back, figuratively speaking, with a fing

“No good in that quarter,” he told Sir Digby bluntly. “Say:
yet; and ’pon honour, Digby, he looks as if he could. I did

“I shall go and see my hero in his dark dungeon, in his pri
These are words spoken by Miss Gordon heroically to hers

She was astonished to find her hero in a flowered dressing
in a handsomely-furnished room.

She went again and again. I do not know how she manag:
Miss Gordon.

This event took place just two days before Jack’s ship stag
While he still sat by his open port, gazing sadly landward,
“Listen, Jack,” he cried, “and I'll read something that will

“Don’t, Tom, don’t. I have already seen the awful announc
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“Broken and crushed fiddlestick!” said Tom. “Listen, listel
Auld to Miss Gertrude Gordon, daughter of—""

“Hurrah!” cried Jack, springing from his seat and overtur
of friends. You’ve made me the happiest man in the Britist

In a week’s time the Tonneraire was paid off and safe in d«
leads from Plymouth to Tor Bay.

The carriage contained Jack Mackenzie and his friend Ton

]

“So heroes may well wear
And, patient, count over t
Venus’ dimples, assuming
Shall smooth the rough ft
DIBDIN.

ENERAL GRANT MACKENZIE was lounging at breakfast (
hand sat one of his captains, with whom he was talking—I

“You are right, Moore. By Jove, you're right; and to-day I
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year, and the rascals won’t show front. No; I shall go in fo
“We’ll miss you, general.”

“Ah, Moore, it is good of you to say so; but what can a fe
And now I'm parted from my daughter, and lying in this o

“Some one to see you, sir,” said the servant.

“Why, Richards, my dear old boy, who could have expecte
“No, everything right—more than right. Prepare to hear ni
He glanced at the captain.

“My friend Captain Moore. No secrets from him—knows
best fellow in existence.”

Richards bowed.

“Well, Jack’s come. Had terrible fighting. I hurried over to
“But not for that alone?”

“Nay, friend. Now sit down, or catch hold of something. I"
“What, the man that disinherited me?”

“The same; only—you are heir to Glen Pollok. It is all yow
The general could not speak for a moment; then he graspe
“God in heaven bless you, Richards,” he exclaimed, “and t
“And, Richards,” he added, “Flora shall be wedded with al

“Ah!” laughed Richards, “there is the old reckless Celtic t
spent, and that right easily too.”

“I won’t, I won’t; you shall be my guide.”
“And then, you see,” continued Richards, “there is the mos

“Grantley Hall! why, isn’t that sold long ago?”
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Richards laughed heartily now. “O bother,” he cried. “I've
surprise. Well, well, well,—

‘The best-laid schemes 0’ n
Gang aft agley.”

Then Richards told him all he had done.

The tears stood in General Mackenzie’s eyes. “Richards,”
word.”

The meeting between Tom Fairlie and Flora was all that
she did not shower upon him “luv and sweet kisses.”

“But, bless me, Jack,” she said, “how tall you’ve got! and 1
Gerty met Jack with a bonnie blush.

Ah! how he longed to take her in his arms and tell her all,
he would not, dared not. When in a few months’ time a ¢
would speak of love.

For his old Highland pride had come to his rescue. She wa

No, it never could be. And so he told Tom, and so he to.
right.

Richards and the general were at Grantley Hall and as bus
Jack nor Flora had yet been told of the change in the fort
old friends worked away, as merrily as school-boys buildit
nick-nack and every curio and souvenir and picture replac

But near the finish of the arrangements M‘Hearty was inv.
his sister, with Tom, Gerty, and Mary the maid, down to tl
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“Do you know,” said M‘Hearty about a week after this, ¢
Torquay, “I'm dying to see old Grantley Hall just once aga

“And I too would like to see it,” sighed Jack, “if—if I thou,
“Oh I think I could.”
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“The old dial-stone.”
Page 212.
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“Well, the weather is delightful; why shouldn’t we sail rou
“Agreed,” said Jack; “we shall.”

They hired a yacht, not a very fast one. There were no
favouring winds all the way round, and in due time arrive

Then nothing less than a coach and postillions would suit

“It shan’t be at your expense though, Captain Jack,” he :
bachelor like me doesn’t really know how to spend it.”

The surprise began when they reached the lodge gate. “W
The surprise increased when they reached the lawn, for |
ushered into the drawing-room, and saw everything in its
laugh, why, then the surprise reached a climax.

“Pinch me, Tom,” cried Jack. “I'm in a dream.”

What a happy first-coming that was, to be sure! but there -

The autumn tints were on the trees, evening primroses anc

One evening Jack, with his sister and Gerty, was walking
avenue. Flora had gone on, and Jack had given Gerty his ¢

Suddenly they came to the old dial-stone. And here they
way, and so he told her his dream, and he told her some
war could ever banish from his heart. And much more, to«
behind. Gerty was very close to Jack.

When, a whole hour after this, they entered the great dra
Richards and the general. “Why, where ever have you two

“We have been cleaning the moss off the old dial-stone, a1
in-law.”

“My own brave boy,” said the general. “Gerty Keane.”
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That was all; but I do not know yet which was the happier

As for Mary, as soon as she heard the glorious news she r
he could muster he had to submit to “luv and sweet kis
Norfolk.

There is a good deal of similarity about weddings; but it
spring of ’99—namely, the marriages of Tom and Flora,

ever taken place in the north. I cannot say that bonfires bl
rejoicing far and near was universal, and with all his ol
Richards and the gallant M‘Hearty, kept open house for a»

Meanwhile, in a charming yacht, under blue skies and
England and green Caledonia.

Ah! there is many a less happy life than that of the sailor,
be sweeping through the deep.
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: FOOTNOTES: :

[A] The town now shows a bolder front.

[B] Fictitious name, the reader of history will
note.

[C] This man was for his gallantry promoted to
: be a gunner, and not long afterwards was :
. killed at his gun. H
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