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"Jack at Sea"

Or all work and no play made Jack a dull boy.
Chapter One.

When a boy is not a boy.

“Fine morning, Jack; why don’t you go and have a run?”

John Meadows—always “Jack,” because his father’s name was John—
upon hearing that father’s voice, raised his dull, dreamy eyes slowly from
the perusal of the old Latin author over which he was bending, and
looked in Sir John’s face, gazing at him inquiringly as if he had been
walking with Cicero in Rome—too far away to hear the question which
had fallen upon his ears like a sound which conveyed no meaning.

Father and son were as much alike as a sturdy sun-browned man of forty
can resemble a thin, pale youth of sixteen or so. In other words, they
possessed the same features, but the elder suggested an outdoor plant,
sturdy and well-grown, the younger a sickly exotic, raised in the hot
steaming air of the building which gardeners call a stove, a place in which
air is only admitted to pass over hot-water pipes, for fear the plants within
should shiver and begin to droop.

Sir John had just entered the handsome library, bringing with him a good
breezy, manly suggestion of having been tramping through woods and
over downs; and as soon as he had closed the door, he glanced at the
large fire near to which his son had drawn a small writing-table, said “Pff!”
unbuttoned his rough heather-coloured Norfolk jacket, raised his eyes to
the window as if he would like to throw it open, and then lowered them
and wrinkled up his forehead as he gazed at his son, carefully dressed in
dark-brown velvet, and wearing correctly fitting trousers and patent
leather shoes, a strong contrast to his own knickerbockers, coarse brown
knitted stockings, and broad-soled shooting-boots.



Sir John looked anxious and worried, and he stretched out a strong
brown hand to lay upon his son’s shoulder, but he let it fall again, drew a
deep breath, and then very gently asked him the question about the walk.

“Did you speak to me, father?” said the lad vacantly.

“Speak to you!” cried Sir John, in an impatient, angry tone, “of course |
spoke to you. It worries me to see you so constantly sitting over the fire
reading.”

“Does it, father?” said the lad, wincing at the tone in which these words
were spoken, and looking up in an apologetic way.

“I didn’t mean to speak to you so sharply, my boy,” continued Sir John,
“but | don't like to see you neglecting your health so. Study’s right
enough, but too much of a good thing is bad for any one. Now, on a fine
morning like this—"

“Is it fine, father? | thought it was cold.”

“Cold! Tut—tut—tut! The weather is never cold to a healthy, manly boy.”
“I'm afraid I’'m not manly, father,” said the lad.

“No, Jack, nor healthy neither; you are troubling me a great deal.”

“Am |, father?” said the lad softly. “I'm very sorry. But | really am quite
well.”

“You are not, sir,” cried Sir John, “and never will be if you spend all your
time over books.”

The lad gave him a sad, weary look.
“I thought you wanted me to study hard, father,” he said reproachfully.
“Yes, yes, my boy, | do, and | should like to see you grow up into a

distinguished man, but you are trying to make yourself into the proverbial
dull boy.”



“Am 1? And | have worked so hard,” said the lad in a weary, spiritless
way.

“Yes; it’s all work and no play with you, Jack, and it will not do, boy. When
| was your age | was captain of our football club.”

Jack shuddered.
“| often carried out my bat at cricket.”
The lad sighed.

“I could stick on anything, from a donkey up to an unbroken colt; throw a
ball as far as any of my age, and come in smiling and ready for a good
meal after a long paper-chase.”

Jack’s pitiable look of despair was almost comical.

“While you, sir,” cried Sir John angrily, “you’re a regular molly, and do
nothing but coddle yourself over the fire and read. It's read, read, read,
from morning till night, and when you do go out, it's warm wrappers and
flannel and mackintoshes. Why, hang it all, boy! you go about as if you
were afraid of being blown over, or that the rain would make you melt
away.”

“I am very sorry, father,” said the youth piteously; “I'm afraid | am not like
other boys.”

“Not a bit.”
“I can’'t help it.”

“You don't try, Jack. You don’t try, my boy. | always had the best of
accounts about you from Daneborough. The reports are splendid. And,
there, my dear boy, | am not angry with you, but it is very worrying to see
you going about with lines in your forehead and this white face, when |
want to see you sturdy and—well, as well and hearty as | am. Why, Jack,
you young dog!” he cried, slapping him on the shoulder, and making the
lad wince, “I feel quite ashamed of myself. It isn’t right for an old man like
| am.”



“You old, father!” said the lad, with more animation, and a faint flush
came in his cheeks. “Why you look as well and young and strong as—"

“As you ought to be, sir. Why, Jack, boy, | could beat you at anything
except books—walk you down, run you down, ride, jump, row, play
cricket, shoot, or swim.”

“Yes, father, | know,” sighed the lad.

“But I'm ashamed to do anything of the kind when | see you moping like a
sick bird in a cage.”

“But I'm quite well, father, and happy—at least | should be if you were
only satisfied with me.”

“And | do want to see you happy, my boy, and | try to be satisfied with
you. Now look here: come out with me more. | want to finish my collection
of the diptera. Suppose you help me, and then we’ll make another
collection—birds say, or—no, | know: we’ll take up the British fishes, and
work them all. There’s room there. It has never been half done. Why,
what they call roach vary wonderfully. Even in two ponds close together
the fish are as different as can be, and yet they call them all roach. Look
here—we’ll fish and net, and preserve in spirits, and you’ll be surprised
how much interest you will find in it combined with healthy exercise.”

“I'll come with you, father, if you wish it,” said the lad.

“Bah! That’s of no use. | don’t want you to come because | wish it. | want
you to take a good healthy interest in the work, my boy. But it's of no use.
| am right; you have worked too hard, and have read till your brain’s
getting worn out. There, | am right, Jack. You are not well.”

“Doctor Instow, Sir John,” said a servant, entering.
“Humph! lost no time,” muttered the baronet. “Where is he, Edward?”
“In the drawing-room, Sir John.”

“I'll come. No; show him in here.”



“Father,” whispered the lad excitedly, and a hectic spot showed in each
cheek, “why has Doctor Instow come here?”

“Because | sent for him, my boy.”
“But not to see me?” said the lad excitedly. “Indeed | am quite well.”

“No, you are not, boy. Yes, he has come to see you, and try to set you
right, so speak out to him like a man.”

At that moment steps were heard crossing the polished oak floor of the
great hall, and directly after a keen-eyed, vigorous-looking man of about
six-and-thirty entered the room in a quick, eager way.

Chapter Two.
Doctor Instow’s prescription.

“How are you?” he cried, rather boisterously, to Sir John, shaking hands
warmly. “Welll no need to ask. And how are you, my Admirable
Crichton?” he said, turning to Jack to continue the hand-shaking. “Well,
no need to ask here either.”

“No; I'm quite well, Doctor Instow.”

“What! didn’'t they teach you to tell the truth at Daneborough, Jack
Meadows?”

“Yes, of course,” said the lad sharply.

“Then why don’t you tell it?” said the doctor.

“There, Jack, you see,” said Sir John quickly.

“What! has he been saying that he is quite well?” cried the doctor.
“Yes; he persists in it, when—"

“Any one can see with half an eye that he is completely out of order.”



“You hear, Jack?”

“Yes, father, | hear,” said the boy; “but really | am quite, quite well.”

Quite, quite well,” said the doctor, laughing merrily, as he sank back in
his chair. “Never felt better in your life, eh, Jack? Haven't been so well
since | doctored you for measles, ten years ago, when | was a young
man, just come to Fernleigh, eh?”

“I do not see anything to laugh at, Doctor Instow,” said the lad gravely.

“No? Well, | do, my dear boy—at the way in which you tell your anxious
father and his old friend that there is nothing the matter with you, when
the nature in you is literally shouting to every one who sees you, ‘See
how ill  am.”

“Doctor Instow, what nonsense!” cried the lad.

“Indeed? Why, not ten minutes ago, as | drove towards the Hall, | met the
Rector, and what do you think he said?”

“I don’t know,” said Jack, fidgeting in his chair.

“Then I'll tell you, my lad. ‘Going to see young Jack?' he said. ‘I don't
know, but | expect so,” says your humble servant. ‘Well, | hope you are,
for I've felt quite concerned about his looks.”

“But | can't help looking pale and delicate,” cried Jack hurriedly. “Plenty of
other boys do.”

“Of course they do; but in your case you can help it.”
“But how?” said Jack fretfully.

“I'll tell you directly,” said the doctor. “Look here, Meadows, am | to speak
out straight?”

“I beg that you will,” said Sir John quickly. “I have sent for you because |
cannot go on like this. No disrespect to you, my dear Instow, but | was
thinking seriously of taking him up to some great specialist in town.”



“I'm very glad to hear you say so,” cried the doctor. “If you had not, before
many days were over | should have sounded the alarm myself.”

“Indeed!” cried Sir John.

“Yes; | should have presumed on our old intimacy, and told you what |
thought, and that it was time something was done. We’'ll take him up to
Doctor Lorimer, or Sir Humphrey Dean, or one of the other medical big-
wigs. You sent for me, then, to give you my opinion. Here it is straight. It
Is the right thing to do, and before you start, I'll write down my idea of the
proper course of treatment, and | guarantee that either of the fashionable
physicians will prescribe the same remedies.”

“Then,” said Sir John eagerly, “you think you can see what is the matter
with him?”

“Think? I'm sure, sir.”
“I am glad of it, for | had decided not to take him up to a physician.”

“Thank you, father,” said Jack, giving him a grateful look. “There really is
no need.”

“Because,” continued Sir John firmly, “I thought the matter over,”—and he
talked at his son—"and | said to myself that it is impossible that a London
doctor can in a visit or two understand the case half so well as the
medical man who has known and attended him from a child.”

“Thank you, Meadows,” said the doctor warmly. “I thank you for your
confidence. | do not want to boast of my knowledge, but, as | said before,
| am perfectly sure of what is the matter with Jack here.”

“Yes? What is it?—or no, | ought not to ask you that,” said the father, with
a hasty glance at his son.

“Oh yes, you ought. Why not? In this case it is quite right that he should
know. | am going to convince him that he is in a very bad way.”

“You think so?” cried Sir John, leaning forward anxiously.



“Yes, sir, a very bad way, though the conceited young rascal is laughing
in his sleeve and mentally calling me a pretender.”

“Indeed, no, Doctor Instow,” cried Jack indignantly.

“What? Why you are saying to yourself all the time that you know better
than I.”

“I only felt that | was right and you were wrong, doctor,” said the lad
frankly.

“Same thing, my boy,” cried the doctor, smiling. “Not the first time two
people have been of different opinions, and we shan’t quarrel, Jack.
Know one another too well.”

“Yes, yes,” said Sir John impatiently. “But you said you thought he was in
a bad way.”

“| said | was sure.”

“Yes, yes; then what is to be done? We must get him out of the bad way.”
“The right treatment to a T,” said the doctor.

“Then be frank, Instow,” said Sir John; “what is the matter?”

Page missing, to be inserted when found.
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fight again, but it has been fostered too much. Dad here, in his pride of
your attainments, has allowed you to go too far. He has thought it was a
natural weakness and tendency to bad health which kept you from taking
to outdoor life more, but neither he nor | had the least idea that you
carried it to such an extent, and it did not show so much till you came
home after this last half.”

“No, not till now, my boy,” said Sir John.

“The result of the grinding of the past four years is just coming out with a



rush,” continued the doctor, “and if you went back to the school you
would break down by the next holidays.”

“If | went back?” cried the boy. “If? Oh, | must go back. | am expected to
take some of the principal prizes next year.”

“And lose the greatest prize that can be gained by a young man, my lad
—health.”

“Hah!” sighed Sir John; “he is quite right, Jack, | am afraid.”

“Right as right, my boy. Here in four years you have done the work of
about eight. It's very grand, no doubt, but it won’t do.”

“But what is to be done?” cried Sir John.

“Let the brain run fallow for the other four years, and give the body a
chance,” said the doctor bluntly.

“What! do nothing for four years?” cried the lad indignantly.
“Who said do nothing?” said the doctor testily.

“Do something else. Rest your brain with change, and give your body a
fair chance of recovering its tone.”

“Yes, Jack, my boy; he is quite right,” cried Sir John.
“But, father, | should be wretched.”

“How do you know?” said the doctor. “You have tried nothing else but
books. There is something else in the world besides books, my lad. Ask
your father if there is not. What's that about sermons in insects and
running stones in the brooks, Meadows? | never can recollect quotations.
Don’t you imagine, my conceited young scholiast, that there is nothing to
be seen or studied that does not exist in books. But I'm growing hoarse
with talking and telling you the simple truth.”

“Yes, Jack, my boy, it is the simple truth,” said Sir John. “I was saying
something of the kind to you, as you know, when Doctor Instow came;



but all the time | was sure that you were ill—and you are.”

“Oh yes, he’s ill, and getting worse. Any one can see that.”

“But | do not feel ill, father.”

“Don’t feel languid, | suppose?” said the doctor.

“Well, yes, | do often feel languid,” said Jack, “when the weather is—"

“Bother the weather!” roared the doctor. “What business has a boy like
you to know anything about the weather? Your father and | at your age
would have played football, or cricket, or gone fishing in any weather—
eh, Meadows?”

“Yes, in any weather,” said Sir John, smiling. “A British boy knowing
anything about the weather! Bosh! Do you think any of our old heroes
ever bothered their brains about the weather when they wanted to do
something? Look here! another word or two. You always go to sleep of
course directly you lay your head on the pillow, and want another snooze
when it's time to get up, eh?”

“No,” said the lad sadly, “I often lie awake a long time thinking.”

“Thinking!” cried the doctor in tones of disgust. “The idea of a healthy boy
thinking when he goes to bed! It's monstrous. An overstrained brain, my
lad. You are thoroughly out of order, my boy, and it was quite time that
you were pulled up short. Frankly, you've been over-crammed with food
to nourish the brain, while the body has been starved.”

“And now, my boy, we’re going to turn over a new leaf, and make a fresh
start. Come, doctor, you will prescribe for him at once.”

“What! jalap and senna, and Pil. Hydrargerum, and that sort of stuff, to
make him pull wry faces?”

“I do not profess to understand much of such matters; but | should
presume that you would give him tonics. What will you give him to take—
bark?”



“No: something to make him bite.”
“Well, what?”

“Nothing!”

“Nothing?”

“Ah, you are like the rest of the clever people, Meadows. You think a
doctor is of no good unless he gives you pills and draughts. But don't be
alarmed, Jack, boy. | am not going to give you either.”

“What then?”
“Nothing, | tell you. Yes, | am; fresh air—fresh water.”
“Yes; and then?”

“More fresh air, and more fresh water. Look here, Meadows; food is the
best medicine for his case—good, wholesome food, and plenty of it as
soon as he can digest. | want to hear him say, ‘What’s for dinner to-day?’
That's a fine sign of a boy being in good health.”

“Well, Jack, what do you say to all this?” said Sir John.

“I don’'t know what to say, father,” replied the lad. “I did not know | was
unwell.”

“l suppose not,” interposed the doctor. “But you are, and the worst of it is
that you will get worse.”

“Then give your instructions,” said Sir John, “and we will try and follow
them out—eh, Jack?”

“I will do anything you wish, father,” said the boy, with a sigh.

“Yes, of course you will, my boy. Well, doctor, we are waiting. Let’'s take
the stitch in time.”

“Ah! but we can’t now,” said Doctor Instow. “We shall have to take nine,
or eighty-one, or some other number in what our young philosopher calls



geometrical progression—that’s right, isn’t it, Jack, eh?”

“Yes, | suppose so,” said the lad, smiling. “Well, then, thread the needle
for us, Instow,” said Sir John merrily; “and we will begin to stitch, and be
careful not to neglect our health for the future. Now then, we're both
ready.”

“Yes; but I'm not,” said the doctor thoughtfully. “This is a ticklish case, and
wants ticklish treatment. You see | know my patient. He is so accustomed
to one particular routine, that it will be hard to keep him from longing for
his customary work and habits. Suppose | prescribe outdoor work, riding,
walking, cricket or football, according to the season; | shall be giving him
repellent tasks to do. | can’t make him a little fellow eager and longing to
begin these things which he sees his bigger school-fellows enjoying. He
would be disgusted with games directly, because others would laugh at
him and call him a muff.”

“Yes,” said Sir John with a sigh, “the rent has grown very large, and |
don’t see how we are to sew it up.”

“Neither do 1,” said the doctor; “it's past mending. We must have a new
coat, Jack.”

“You mean a new boy, Doctor Instow,” said the lad, smiling sadly. “Had
you not better let me be?”

“No,” cried Sir John, bringing his fist down heavily upon he table. “That
won't do, Jack. We’'ve done wrong, taken the wrong turning, and we must
go back and start afresh—eh, Instow?”

“Of course,” said the doctor testily, “and give me time. I've got plenty of
ideas, but | want to select the right one. Ah! | have it.”

“Yes,” cried Sir John eagerly, and his son looked at him in dismay.

“That’s the very thing. Right away from books and the ordinary routine of
life—fresh air of the best, fresh people, fresh scenes, constant change;
everything fresh but the water, and that salt.”

“Some country place at the seaside,” said Sir John eagerly.



“No, no; bore the boy to death; make him miserable. Seaside! No, sir, the
whole sea, and get away from the side as soon as possible.”

“A sea voyage!” cried Sir John; and his son’s face contracted with horror.

“That's the thing, sir. You have always been grumbling about the
narrowness of your sphere, and envying men abroad who send and bring
such fine collections home. Be off together, and make a big collection for
yourselves of everything you come across worth saving.”

“Yes; but where?”

“Anywhere—North Pole; South Pole; tropics. Start free from all trammels,
open new ground away from the regular beaten tracks. You don’t want to
go by line steamers to regular ports. Get a big ocean-going yacht, and
sail round the world. Here, what are you grinning at, patient?”

“At your idea, sir. It is so wild.”

“Wild to you, sir, because you are so tame. It may have seemed a little
wild for Captain Cook and Bougainville and the old Dutch navigators, with
their poor appliances and ignorance of what there was beyond the seas.
Wild too for Columbus; but wild now! Bah! I'm ashamed of you.”

“You must recollect that Jack is no sailor,” said Sir John, interposing. “He
was very ill when we crossed to Calais.”

“lii! A bit sea-sick. That's nothing.”
“I am not sailor enough to manage a yacht.”

“What of that? Charter a good vessel, and get a clever captain and mate,
and the best crew that can be picked. You can afford it, and to do it well,
and relieve yourself of all anxieties, so as to be free both of you to enjoy
your cruise.”

“Enjoy!” said Jack piteously.

“But the responsibility?” said Sir John thoughtfully. “I should like it vastly.
But to take a sick lad to sea? Suppose he were taken worse?”



“Couldn’t be.”

“Don’t exaggerate, doctor. Fancy us away from all civilised help, and Jack
growing far weaker—no medical advice.”

“I tell you he would grow stronger every day. Well, take a few boxes of
pills with you; fish for cod, and make your own cod-liver oil, and make
him drink it—oil to trim the lamp of his waning life and make it burn. He
won’'t want anything of the kind—rest for his brain and change are his
medicines.”

“I dare not risk it,” said Sir John sadly, and Jack’s face began to light up.
“Well then, if you must do something foolish, take a doctor with you.”
“Ah, but how to get the right man?”

“Pooh! Hundreds would jump at the chance.”

Jack sighed, and looked from one to the other, while Sir John gazed hard
at the doctor, who said merrily—

“There, don’t sit trying to bring up difficulties where there is nothing that
cannot be surmounted. What have you got hold of now?”

“I have not got hold of him. I am only trying to do so.”
“What do you mean?”
“The doctor. Will you go with us, Instow?”

“I?” cried Doctor Instow, staring. “Only too glad of the chance. I'm sick of
spending all my days in the sordid practice of trying to make money,
when the world teems with wonders one would like to try and investigate.
If 1 did not know that | was doing some little good amongst my fellow-
creatures, my life would be unbearable, and | would have thrown it all up
long ago.”

“Then if | decide to follow out your advice, you will come with us?”



“No,” said the doctor firmly; “it would not do.”
Jack brightened up again.

“Why would it not do?” said Sir John anxiously. “The plan is excellent,
and | am most grateful to you for the suggestion. Come with us, Instow,
for | certainly will go.”

Jack groaned.

“Look at him,” cried the doctor. “There’s spirit. The sooner you get to sea
the better.”

“Yes, | have decided upon it, if you will come.”
“No, no; impossible.”
“Because of leaving your practice?”

“Oh no; | could arrange that by having a locum tenens—‘local demon’ as
the servant-girl in Punch called him.”

“Then what objection is there?”

“Why, it's just as if | had been planning a pleasure-trip for myself at your
expense.”

“That’s absurd, Instow, and an insult to an old friend. Look here, if you will
come | shall look upon it as conferring a great favour upon us. We shall
both be under a greater obligation to you than ever.”

“l say, don’t tempt me, Meadows. I'm not a bad doctor, but I'm a very
weak man.”

“But | will tempt you,” cried Sir John eagerly. “Come, you can't let your old
friend go without a companion, and stop here at home, knowing that
there will be times when you could help Jack there on his way to health
and strength.”

“No, | can't—can 1?” said the doctor, hesitating. “But no, no, it wouldn’t



do.”
“Here, Jack, come and help me press him to go with us.”
“I can't, father; oh, | can’t,” cried the boy despairingly.

“Oh, that settles it!” said Doctor Instow, jumping up. “You’'ve done it now,
Jack. You're worse than | thought.”

“Then you will come?” cried Sir John, holding out his hand.

“I will,” cried the doctor, “wherever you like to go;” and he brought down
his hand with a sounding slap into his friend’s. “Here, Jack,” he cried
directly after, “shake hands too. Come, be a man. In less than six months
those dull filmy eyes of yours will be flashing with health, and you’ll be
wondering that you could ever have sat gazing at me in this miserable
woe-begone fashion. There, pluck up, my lad. You don’'t know what is
before you in the strange lands we shall visit. Why, when your father and
| were boys of your age, we should have gone wild with delight at the
very anticipation of such a cruise, and rushed off to our bedrooms to
begin packing up at once, and crammed our boxes with all kinds of
impossible unnecessaries—eh, Meadows?”

“Yes; our skates, cricket-bats—" cried Sir John.

“And fishing-rods, and sticks. | say, though, we must take a good supply
of sea and fresh-water tackle. Fancy trying some river or lake in the
tropics that has never been fished before.”

“Yes, and a walk at the jungle edge, butterfly-catching,” cried Sir John
eagerly.

“Yes, and a tramp after rare birds, and always in expectation of bringing
down one never yet seen by science,” said the doctor.

“And the flowers and plants,” said Sir John, “We must take plenty of
cases and preserving paste.”

“And entomological boxes and tins.”



“Plenty of spirits, of course, too,” cried the doctor. “I say, my little cooking
apparatus | designed—it will be invaluable; and | shall treat myself to a
new double gun, and a rifle.”

“No need, my dear boy; | have plenty. But we must have a thoroughly
good supply of fishing-tackle of all kinds.”

“And cartridges,” said the doctor. “What do you say to clothes for the
rough work?”

“We must have plenty, and flannels and pyjamas,” said Sir John. “A
couple of small portable tents, too.”

“And boots for the jungle—high boots. A deal depends on boots.”

“No, not high,” said Sir John, “they’re a nuisance—good lace-up ankle
boots, with knickerbockers and leggings.”

“Yes, | believe you are right. My word, old fellow, we've got our work cut
out to prepare.”

“Yes; how soon would you go?”
“As soon as ever we can get away.”
“That’s the style. Nothing like striking while the iron is hot.”

And, full of enthusiasm, the two friends sat throwing suggestions at one
another, nearly forgetting the presence of Jack, who did not catch a spark
of their excitement, but sat gazing at them with lack-lustre eyes, and a
weary, woe-begone expression of countenance, for it seemed to him that
all was over, that he was to be dragged away from his studious pursuits
to a dreary end. His father and their old friend the doctor meant well, no
doubt; but he knew that they were mistaken, and when the doctor left at
last, it was for Sir John to wake up to the fact that he had never seen his
son look so despondent before.

“Why, Jack, lad, what a face!” cried Sir John merrily.

The boy looked in his eyes, but said nothing. “Come, come, the doctor’s



right. Put away the books, and help me to prepare for our cruise.”
“Then you really mean for us to go, father?” said the lad.

“Yes; | have quite made up my mind.” Jack sighed like a girl.

“But you will let me take a few boxes of books, father?”

“A few natural history works of reference, nothing more. Bah! don't be so
narrow-minded, boy. We shall be where Nature’s own grand library is
always open before us to read. We shall want no books. Come, pluck up,
my lad; all this means ill health. Instow is perfectly right, and the sooner
we begin our preparations the better.”

“Father!” cried the boy passionately, “it will kill me.”

“No,” said Sir John, taking the boy’'s hand, and laying his own right
affectionately upon his shoulder; “if | thought it would hurt you | would not
stir a step; but | feel that it is to bring you back to a healthy life.”

Jack sighed again, and shook his head.

“Ah,” he argued to himself, “life and all that is worth living for—all passing
away.”

Chapter Three.
In doleful dump.

“Beg pardon, sir.”

Jack raised his head wearily from where it was resting upon his hand by
the fireside, and looked dreamingly at the footman who had entered the
warm library next morning.

“Head ache, sir?” said the man respectfully; and the well-built, fair,
freckled-faced, but good-looking fellow gazed commiseratingly at his
young master.



“My head ache, Edward? Yes, sadly, sadly.”
“Begging your pardon, sir; it's because you sit over the fire too much.”

“What!” cried Jack angrily; “have you got that silly idea in your head too?
How dare you!”

“Beg pardon, sir. Very sorry, sir. Don’t be angry with me, sir. You see |
don’t know any better.”

“Then it’s time you did.”
“So it is, Master Jack, so it is; and | want to know better, if you'll help me.”
“How can | help you?” said Jack, staring at the man.

“Well, you see, sir, it's like this: | don’t get no chance to improve my mind.
Up at six o’clock— No,” cried the man emphatically, “I will speak the
honest truth if | die for it! It ain’t much before seven when | begin work,
sir, for you see | have such a stiff beard, and it does grow so, I'm obliged
to shave reg’lar. Well, say quarter to seven | begin, and it's boots and
shoes. When they’re done it's hard work to get my knives done before
breakfast. Then there’s the breakfast cloth to lay, and the toast to make,
and after breakfast master’'s and your dress-clothes to brush; and them
done, my plate to clean. That brings me up to laying the cloth for lunch,
and—"

“Look here, Edward,” cried Jack impatiently, “do you suppose | want to
learn all you do in a day?”

“No, sir, of course not. | only wanted you to understand why it is I've no
time to improve my mind.”

“So much the better for you, Ned,” cried Jack. “I've improved mine, and
Sir John and the doctor say that I've been doing wrong.”

“Do they, sir, really? Well, they ought to know; but all the same | feel as if
| want to improve mine.”

“Let it alone, Ned,” said the boy drearily.



“No, sir, | can’t do that, when there’s such a chance in one’s way.”

“Chance! What for?” said Jack, whose interest was awakened by the
man’s earnestness.

“That’'s what I'm telling you, sir, a chance to improve myself.”
“How?”

“Well, you see, sir, I've got ears on my head.”

“Of course you have.”

“And can’t help hearing, sir, a little of what'’s said.”

“Look here, Ned,” cried Jack, “I'm unwell; my head aches, and I'm very
much worried. Tell me what it is that you want as briefly as you can.”

“Well, sir, begging your pardon, sir, | couldn’t help hearing that Sir John
and you and the doctor’s going abroad.”

“Yes, Ned,” said Jack moodily; “we’re going abroad.”
“Well, sir, I'd thank you kindly if you'd speak a word to master for me.”

“What, about a character? There is no need, Ned; you will stay here till
we come back—if ever we do,” he added bitterly.

“Oh, you'll come back right enough, sir. But don’t you see that’s just what
| don’t want, unless | can come back too.”

“What do you mean, Ned? Can’'t you see that you are worrying me
dreadfully?”

“I am sorry, sir, for if there’s a thing | can’t abear, it's being talked to when
I've got one o0’ them stinging 'eadaches. But | keep on explaining to you,
sir. Don’t you see? | want you to speak a word to Sir John about taking
me with you.”

“You!” cried Jack. “You want to go with us round the world?”



“Now, Master Jack,” cried the man reproachfully, “would you like to spend
all your days cleaning knives and boots and shoes, when it wasn't plate
and waiting at table?”

“No, of course not; but you must be mad to want to do such a thing as go
upon this dreadful journey.”

“Dreadful journey! My word of honour, Master Jack, you talking like that!”
cried the man. “You talking like that!” he repeated. “A young gent like you!
Well, I'm about stunned. Do you know it would be about the greatest treat
a body could have?”

“No, | don’t,” said Jack shortly. “It means nothing but misery and
discomfort. A rough life amongst rough people; no chance to read and
study. Oh, it would be dreadful.”

“Well!” exclaimed the man; and again, “Well! You do cap me, sir, that you
do. Can’'t you see it means change?”

“I don’t want change,” cried Jack petulantly.

“Oh, don’t you say that, sir,” cried Edward reproachfully; “because,
begging your pardon, it ain’t true.”

“What! Are you going to begin on that silly notion too? I tell you | am not
il.”

“No, sir, you're not ill certainly, because you don’'t have to take to your
bed, and swaller physic, and be fed with a spoon, but every bit of you
keeps on shouting that you ain’t well.”

“How? Why? Come now,” cried the boy with more animation, as he
snatched at the opportunity for gaining an independent opinion of his
state. “But stop: has my father or Doctor Instow been saying anything to
you?”

“To me, sir? Not likely.”

“Then tell me what you mean.”



“Well, sir; you're just like my magpie.”
“What!” cried Jack angrily.

“I don’t mean no harm, sir; you asked me.”
“Well, there, go on,” cried Jack pettishly.

“I only meant you were like him in some ways. You know, sir, | give one of
the boys threppuns for him two years ago, when there was the nest at the
top of the big ellum.”

“Oh yes, I've seen the bird.”

“I wasn'’t sure, sir, for you never did take much notice of that sort of thing.
Why, some young gents is never happy unless they’re keeping all kinds
of pets—pigeons and rabbits and hedgehogs and such.”

“I wish you wouldn’t talk quite so much,” cried Jack sharply.

“There, sir, that's what it is. You want stirring up. | like that. You haven't
spoke to me so sharp since | don’t know when.”

“What, do you like me to scold you?”

“I'd like you to bully me, and chuck things at me too, sooner than see you
sit moping all day as you do, sir. That's what made me say you put me in
mind of my magpie. He sits on his perch all day long with his feathers, set
up, and his tail all broken and dirty, and not a bit o’ spirit in him. He takes
the raw meat | cut up for him, but he doesn’t eat half of it, only goes and
pokes the bits into holes and corners, and looks as miserable and moulty
as can be. It's because he’s always shut up in a cage, doing just the
same things every day, hopping from perch to perch that often—and back
again over and over again, till he hasn’t got a bit of spirit in him. I'm just
the same—it’'s boots and knives and plate and coal-scuttles and answer
the bells, till I get tired of a night and lie abed asking myself whether a
strong chap like me was meant to go on all his life cleaning boots and
knives; and if | was, what's the good of it all? I'm sick of it, Master Jack,
and there’s been times when I've been ready to go and ’list for a soldier,
only | don't believe that would be much better. The toggery’s right



enough, and you have a sword or a gun, but it's mostly standing in a row
and being shouted at by sergeants. But now there’s a chance of going
about and seeing what the world’s like, and its works, and how it goes
round, and you say you don’t want to go. Why, it caps me, it do, sir,
really.”

“Yes,” cried Jack angrily; “and it ‘caps me,’ as you call it, to hear a good
servant like you talk about giving up a comfortable place and want to go
on a long and dangerous voyage. Are you not well fed and clothed and
paid, and have you not a good bed?”

“Yes, sir; yes sir; yes, sir,” cried Edward; “but a man don’'t want to be
always comfortable, and well fed, and to sleep on a feather bed. He’s a
poor sort of a chap who does. | don’t think much of him. It's like being a
blind horse in a clay mill, going round and round and round all his life.
Why, he never gets so much change as to be able to go the other way
round, because if he did the mill wouldn’t grind.”

“Pooh!” cried Jack sharply. “It is not true: you can have plenty of change.
Clean knives first one day, and boots first the next, and then begin with
the plate.”

“Ha—ha! haw—haw! he—he!” cried the man, boisterously, laughing, and
in his enjoyment lifting up one leg and putting it down with a stamp over
and over again.

“Don’t stand there laughing like an idiot!” cried Jack angrily. “How dare
you!”

“Can’t help it, sir, really, sir; can’t help it. You made me. But go on, sir. Do.
Chuck some books at me for being so impudent.”

“I will,” cried Jack fiercely, “if you don’t leave the room.”
“That’s right, sir; do, sir; it's stirred you up. Why, you have got the stuff in
you, Master Jack. | do believe you could fight after all if you was put to it.

You, sir, actually, sir, making a joke about the knives and boots. Well, |
wouldn’t have believed it of you.”

“Leave the room, sir!”



“Yes, sir, directly, sir; but do please ask the governor to take me, sir.”
“Leave the room, sir!” cried Jack, starting to his feet.

“Certainly, sir, but if you would—"

Whish'—Bang'—Jingle!

In a fit of petulant anger Jack had followed the man’s suggestion, caught
up a heavy Greek lexicon, and thrown it with all his might, or rather with
all his weakness, at the servant's head. Edward ducked down, and the
book went through the glass of one of the cases; and at the same
moment Sir John Meadows entered the library.

Chapter Four.
A ready-made man.

“What's the meaning of this?” cried Sir John angrily, as he stood staring
in astonishment at his son’s anger-distorted, flushed face, then at the
footman, and back at his son.

“l—Il—this fellow—this man—Edward was insolent, and—and—I—father
—I|—ordered him—to leave the room—and—and he would not go.”

“Oh, | beg pardon, Master Jack, sir,” said Edward reproachfully. “I said I'd
go, and | was going.”

“Silence, sir!” cried Sir John, frowning. “Now, Jack, he would not go?”
“I was angry, father—and—and—"
“And you threw this book at him, and broke the pane of glass?”

“Yes, father,” said the boy, who was now scarlet, as he stood trembling
with excitement and mortification.

“Humph!” ejaculated Sir John, crossing to raise the very short skirt of his
brown velveteen Norfolk jacket, and stand with his hands behind him in



front of the fire. “Pick up that book, Edward.”

“Yes, Sir John.”

“And tell one of the housemaids to come and sweep up the pieces.”
“Yes, Sir John,” said the man, moving toward the door.

“Stop! What does that signal to Mr Jack mean?”

“Well, Sir John, |—"

“Wait a minute. Now, Jack, in what way was Edward insolent to you?”
“Only laughed, Sir John.”

“Be silent, sir! Now, Jack!”

“He irritated me, father,” said the lad hastily. “He came to worry me with
an absurd request, and—and when | ridiculed it, he burst out laughing in
a rude, insolent way.”

“Beg pardon, Sir John,” said the man respectfully.—“Not insolent, Master
Jack.”

“Say Mr Jack.”

“Certn’y, Sir John. Mister Jack actually made a joke,—it wasn’t a good
one, Sir John, but it seemed so rum for him to make a joke, and then get
in a passion, that | bust out larfin, Sir John, and | couldn’t help it really.”

Sir John looked wonderingly at his son for an explanation.

“It was only a bit of petulant nonsense, father,” stammered the lad. “I'm
very sorry.”

“And pray what was the request Edward made?”
“Well, father, it was about this dreadful business.”

“What dreadful business?”



Jack was silent for a few moments, but his father’s stern eyes were fixed
upon him, and he stammered out—

“This going abroad.”

“Ohl—Well?”

“He came to beg me to ask you to take him with you.”
“With us,” said Sir John.

“Ye—es, father, if we went.”

“There is no if about it, Jack,” said Sir John quietly; “we are going.
Humph! and you wanted to go, Edward?”

“Yes, sir, please, Sir John,” cried the man earnestly. “I'd give anything to
go.”

Sir John looked at the man searchingly.

“Humph!” he said at last. “Well, | suppose it would sound attractive to a
young man of your age.”

“Attractive ain’t the word for it, Sir John,” cried the man.
Sir John smiled.

“Some people differ in their opinions, my lad,” he said, with a meaning
glance at his son.

“Yes, Sir John, meaning Master—Mister Jack; but he don’'t half
understand what it means yet.”

“You are quite right, Edward. In his delicate state he does not quite grasp
what it means.”

“Oh, father,” cried the lad reproachfully; “don’t speak like that. Once
more, indeed | am not ill.”

“Humph!” said Sir John, smiling, “not ill? What do you think, Edward?”



“No, Sir John, not ill, cert’'nly,” said the man.

“There, father!” cried Jack excitedly, and with a grateful look at their
servant, but it faded out directly.

“He ain’t no more ill than | am, Sir John, if | may make so bold. It's only
that he wants stirring up. He reads and reads over the fire till he can’t
hardly see for the headache, and it's what | told him just now, he’s all
mopey like for want of change.”

“Humph! You told him that?” said Sir John sharply.

“Yes, Sir John,” faltered the man. “I know it was not my place, and | beg
pardon. It slipped out quite promiskus like. I know now | oughtn’t. It made
Master—Mister Jack angry, and he chucked the book at me. Not as |
minded the act, for | was glad to see he’d got so much spirit in him.”

“And so you would like to go with us?”

“Oh yes, Sir John,” cried the man, flushing with excitement. “But you
wouldn’t want me to go in livery, of course?”

“No,” said Sir John quietly. “I should not want you to go in livery. | cannot
consent to take you at all.”

“Oh, sir!” cried the man appealingly.

“I am not sorry to hear you make the application, for it shows me that you
are satisfied with your position as my servant. But the man | should select
to take with us must be a strong active fellow.”

“That's me, Sir John. | haven't been neither sick nor sorry all the five
years I've been with you, 'cept that time when | cut my hand with the
broken decanter.”

“An outdoor servant,” continued Sir John, rather sternly, passing over his
man'’s interruption—“a man with something of the gamekeeper about him
—a man who can tramp through woods, carry rifles and guns, and clean
them; use a fishing-net or line; row, chop wood and make a fire; set up a
tent or a hut of boughs; cook, and very likely skin birds and beasts. In



short, make himself generally useful.”
“And valet you and Mr Jack, Sir John,” interposed the man.

“Certainly not, Edward; we shall leave all those civilised luxuries behind.
You see | want a thorough outdoor servant, not such a man as you.”

“Beg pardon, Sir John,” cried the man promptly; “but it's me you do want,
I’'m just the sort you said.”

“You?” said Sir John, smiling rather contemptuously.

“Yes, Sir John. | was meant for an outdoor man, only one can'’t get to be
what one likes, and so | had to take to indoor.”

Sir John shook his head.

“You are a very excellent servant, Edward,” he said, “and | shall have
great pleasure in giving you a very strong recommendation for
cleanliness and thorough attention to your duties. | cannot recall ever
having to find fault with you.”

“Never did, Sir John, | will say that; and do you think I'm going to leave
such a master as you and Mr Jack here, though he does chuck big books
at me!” he said with a grin. “Not me.”

“I thank you for all this, Edward, but—"

“Don’t, don’t say no, Sir John—in a hurry,” cried the man imploringly. “You
only know what | can do from what you've seen; and you know that
having a willing heart and 'and ’s half-way to doing anything.”

“Yes,” said his master with a smile; “I know too that you're a very handy
person.”

“Hope so, Sir John; but I'm obliged to stick up for myself, as there’s no
one here to do it for me. There ain’t nothing you want done that | can’t do.
Father was a gamekeeper and bailiff and woodman, and when | was a
boy | used to help him, cutting hop-poles with a bill-hook, felling trees
with an axe, and I've helped him to make faggots, hurdles, and stacks,



and tents, and thatched. I've helped him many a time use the drag and
the cast-net, fishing. | can set night lines, and | had a gun to use for
shooting rabbits and varmint, and | learned to skin and stuff 'em. We've
got cases and cases at home. | used to wash out the master’s guns, and
dry and oil them; and as for lighting fires and cooking, why, | beg your
pardon for laughing, Sir John, but my mother was ill for years before she
died, and | always did all the cooking. Then I've had a turn at gardening
and stable work; and as for the water, | can row, punt, or sail any small
boat. | don’'t say as | could tackle a ship, but if there was no one else to
do it, I'd have a try; and—beg pardon, Sir John, there’s the front-door
bell.”

“Go and answer it,” said Sir John quietly.
“And if you would think it over, Sir John—"
“Go and answer the bell.”

The man darted out, and Sir John turned to his son to gaze at him for a
time.

“You're a pretty good scholar for your age, Jack,” he said; “but | wish you
possessed some of Edward’s accomplishments.”

“Oh, father!” cried the boy hastily.

“But you have more strength in your arm than | thought for. That is plate
glass.”

“Doctor Instow,” said Edward; and the doctor entered like a breeze.
“Morning!” he cried boisterously.

“Don’t go, Edward,” said Sir John; and the man stayed by the door,
looking white with excitement.

“I was obliged to run in,” said the doctor. “Well, Jack. Why, hulloa! You've
got a bit more colour in your cheeks this morning, and your eyes are
brighter. Come, that's good. You're beginning to take then to the idea?”



“No,” said Jack firmly.

“Stop a moment, doctor,” cried Sir John. “Here is some one of a different
opinion. This foolish fellow has been laying before us his petition.”

“Who? Edward?”

“Yes; he wants to go.”

“Well,” said the doctor; “we shall want a good smart handy man.”
Edward’s cheeks began to colour again.

“Yes; but what do you think? We want a strong fellow, not a fireside
servant.”

“Quite right, but— Here, take off your coat, my man.”

Edward’s livery coat seemed to fly off, and displayed his white arms with
the shirt-sleeves rolled right above the elbows, spotted a little with rouge
from plate-cleaning.

“Hum! ha!” said the doctor, taking one arm and doubling it up so that the
biceps rose in a big lump. “Hard.—Stand still.”

He laid one hand upon the man’s chest and thumped it in different
places; laid his ear to it and pressed it close.

“Now breathe.—Again.—Now harder.—Hold your breath.”

Then he rose and twisted the man round, and listened at his back
between the shoulder-blades before making him open his mouth, and
ended by looking into his eyes, while the father and son watched him.

“Ha! that will do,” said the doctor dryly. “Sleep well, | suppose?”
“Oh yes, sir.”
“And you can eat and drink well?”

The man’s face expanded in a broad smile.



“Goes without saying. There, put on your coat.”
Edward began to put it on.

“Sound as a bell,” said the doctor. “Strong as a horse.”
“Yes, but we want something besides a healthy man.”

“Of course: a good handy, willing fellow, who would not want to come
home as soon as he had to rough it and do everything.”

“There ain’t anything | wouldn’t do, gentlemen,” cried Edward. “If you take
me, Sir John, I'll serve you faithful, and you shan’t repent it. May | tell the
doctor, Sir John, what | can do?”

“There is no need. He boasts, Instow.”
“Beg pardon, Sir John, it ain’'t boasting, it's honest truth.”

“Yes, Edward, | believe you feel that it is. Well, Instow, he says he has
been accustomed to outdoor life with his father from boyhood. His father
was a gamekeeper and woodman. That he can shoot, fish, clean guns,
manage nets, ride, sail boats, punt and row. Do everything, including
building huts and cooking.”

“Don’t want any cooking. | shall do that myself.”
“In addition, he can skin birds and beasts.”

“Ha!” ejaculated the doctor. “Well, if we engage a stranger, we don’t know
how he’ll turn out, and it would be very awkward to have a man who
would turn tail at the first bit of discomfort. Look here, sir, it will be a rough
life.”

“If you only knew, doctor, how hungry | am for a bit of rough outdoor time,
you'd put in a word for me,” cried the man excitedly.

“And suppose we get in a hot corner, and have to fight for our lives
against black fellows?”



There was a grim look in the man’s face at once—a regular British bull-
dog aspect, as he tightened his lips, and made wrinkles at the corners, as
if putting his mouth in a parenthesis, and then he began to tuck up his
cuffs and double his fists.

“That will do, Edward,” said the doctor quietly. “We know him, Meadows,
for a steady, straightforward fellow, sound in wind and limb, who has
never given me a job since he tried to cut his hand off with a bit of glass.
What he don’'t know he’d soon learn; and | should say that we are not
likely to get a more suitable fellow if we tried for six months.”

Edward’s face was a study, as he glanced at Jack, and then turned to
gaze imploringly at his master as if he were a judge about to utter words
upon which his life depended.

“That will do, Edward, you may leave the room.”

A look of despair came across the man’s face, as in true servant fashion
he turned to obey orders, and went straight to the door.

“Stop,” said Sir John. “That way of obeying orders has quite convinced
me that you will be our man. You shall see about your outfit at once.”

“And go, Sir John?” faltered the man, as if he could not believe his luck.
“Yes.”
“‘Hoo—"

He was going to add “ray!” but he recollected himself, and went quickly
and promptly out of the room.

“The very fellow, Meadows,” said the doctor.
“Yes,” said Sir John. “He’ll do.”

“Then one knot is solved,” cried the doctor. “I had come in to consult you
upon that very point.”

“A man?”



“Yes; and here he is ready-made and proved.”
“Not yet.”

“Oh,” said the doctor, “I'll answer for that.”




Chapter Five.
The “Silver Star.”

A busy fortnight followed, during which Jack Meadows accompanied his
father and the doctor up to town pretty well every day, to visit tailors,
hatters, hosiers, gunsmiths, fishing-tackle-makers, naturalists, provision
dealers, and help to spend money at a liberal rate upon the many
necessaries for a long voyage. To do the lad justice, he tried hard to hide
his distaste for all that was being done, and assumed an interest in the
various purchases, making Sir John appear pleased, while Doctor Instow
patted his shoulder, and told him that he looked brighter already. But
when alone at night his depression came back, and there were moments
when, tired out, he told himself that he could not bear it all, and that he
must tell his father the next morning that it was impossible—he could not

go.

But when the morning; came he said nothing, for on rising the matter did
not look so black and gloomy by daylight, after a night’s rest; and he felt
that it would be too cowardly to make such a declaration, when his father
was doing everything and going to so great an expense entirely for his
sake.

“Because he thinks me weak and ill,” he said to himself; “and nothing will
persuade him that | am not.”

That very morning, after a good sound night’s rest, the boy woke with the
sun shining brightly into his bedroom, and he got up thinking he had over-
slept himself, but on looking round he found that his hot-water can had
not been brought in, nor his freshly-brushed boots and clothes, so he
rang impatiently.

“Disgraceful'” he said peevishly. “Ned thinks of nothing now but the
voyage, and everything is neglected.”

But all the same his bell was not neglected, for in a very short time there
was a sharp tap at the door, and as the lad stood by his bedside in his
dressing-gown, the white top of a pith helmet appeared slowly, followed



by the lower part of a grinning face, a dark-brownish coarse canvas
jacket, or rather a number of pockets stuck one above another, and
attached to a pair of canvas sleeves; and next, a pair of leather breeches,
ditto leggings, and to support all a very stout pair of lace-up boots.

As soon as all were inside the door, a familiar voice said—
“Morning sir. You are early.”

“Early!” cried Jack angrily; “what do you mean by early?”
“Ten past six, sir.”

“Nonsense! it must be nearly eight.”

“Then all the clocks are wrong, sir, including my larum-scarum, for | set it
for half-past five, so as to be up early and try ’'em on.”

“And what do you mean by coming here dressed up in that Guy Fawkes
fashion?”

“Guy Fawkes! Oh, | say, Master Jack, don’'t be hard on a fellow.”
“You look ridiculous.”

“I say, sir! Why, they fit lovely, all but this pith helmet, as is two sizes too
large, and reg’larly puts one out. These came home late last night. Just
the thing, ain’t they?”

“Go down and take them off, and bring me my hot water, and clothes and
boots.”

“Why, they ain’t cleaned yet, sir, and the kitchen fire ain’t alight. There’s
no hot water neither. You don’t mean to get up now?”

Jack looked undecided, and ended by getting back into bed.
“I thought it was late,” he said, in a somewhat apologetic tone.

“Not it, sir—extra early, sir. | say, Master Jack, this is a topper, isn't it?”
said the man, taking off the helmet. “A’'most do for an umbrella in a big



shower.”
“Preposterous!”

“Think so, sir. Oh, | don’t know what sort 0’ thing people wear in hot
climates. But | have got a rig-out, sir, and a waterproof bag, a bullock
trunk, and | dunno what all—most as many things as you have.”

“Don’t bother me about your things: go down, if it's so early, and come
back and call me at the proper time.”

“Yes, sir; cert'nly, sir,” said the man, stealing a glance at himself in the
looking-glass, and then standing examining his pith helmet as he held it
upon his outstretched hand.

“Well, then, why don’t you go?” cried Jack. “I was a-thinking, sir. | say, as
you are awake, and there’s plenty of time, why don’t you try on some of
your noo things?”

“Bah! because | don't want to make myself ridiculous,” said the lad
peevishly.

“You wouldn’t look ridiculous, sir. You try 'em, and if | was you I'd go
down to breakfast in 'em. Sir John would be as pleased as Punch to see
you begin to take a little more interest in going.”

“Look here!” cried Jack, springing from his pillow to sit upright in bed,
“when | want any of your advice, sir, | will ask for it. Such impertinence!”

“Oh, | beg your pardon, sir, but | only thought you might like to do what
Sir John would wish to see. | put 'em all straight last night, and laid a suit
of tweeds, with knickerbockers, brown plaid worsted stockings, and high-
laced brown shooting-boots, all ready for you.”

“Then it was like your insolence, sir.”

“Yes, sir, and the boots are lovely, sir; just the thing! Stout strong water-
tights as lace on right to the knee. Leather’s as soft as velvet. They’ll be
grand for you when you’re going through the jungle where there’s
leeches and poisonous snakes.”



“Ugh!” ejaculated the boy with a shudder.

“Oh, you needn’t mind them, sir; I've been reading all about 'em in the
Natural History Sir John’s lent me. They always run away from you when
they can.”

“And when they cannot they bite venomously,” cried Jack.
“That's it, sir,” said Edward, “if they can.”
“And they can,” said Jack.

“If you don’t kill 'em first,” said the man, laughing, “and that’s the proper
thing to do. Kill everything that wants to kill you. Don’t want me then yet,
Sir?”

“Only to go,” said Jack, throwing himself down again and drawing up the
coverings close to his ear.

“Yes, sir; I'll be back again at half-past seven.”
Jack made no reply, and the man went off laughing to himself.

“He’s getting stirred up,” he said. “I never saw him take so much notice
before.”

Jack lay perfectly still for another hour, apparently asleep, but really
thinking very deeply of his position, and of how hard it seemed to be that
he should be obliged to give up his calm quiet life among his books to go
upon a journey which, the more he thought of it, seemed to grow darker
and more repellent.

He was still thinking and wishing that he could find some way to escape
when Edward came into the room again, bearing clothes, boots, and hot-
water can.

“Half-past seven, sir,” he said.

“Thank you.”



“Very fine morning, sir,” continued the man, arranging the things for his
young master’s toilet, but there was no response.

“Looks as if it was going to be settled weather, sir.”
Still no response.

“Just been to Sir John, sir, and he says that he forgot to tell me Doctor
Instow would be over to breakfast.”

Jack did not move, and Edward went close to the bedside.
“Beg pardon, sir,” he said loudly; “it's more than half-past seven.”

“Will you go away, and not pester me,” cried Jack, turning upon him
fiercely.

“Yes, sir; certainly, sir; beg pardon, sir, but you said | was never to leave
you till you were regularly woke up.”

Jack said something inarticulate, and Edward went out once more
grinning.

“My word!” he muttered; “he is coming round.”

“I don’t get a bit of peace,” cried the boy peevishly, and he sprang out of
bed, washed in hot water, shivered as he dried himself, and then turned
to begin dressing, and paused.

Which way should he go?

On two chairs a yard apart lay his clothes: on the left his things he had
worn the previous day; on his right, a suit specially made for the life
ashore that they were to live abroad; and after a little hesitation he began
to dress in that, finding everything feel strange, but certainly very
comfortable, and at last he stood there in garments very much like those
in which the man had come in, and he looked at himself in the glass.

Nothing could have been more comfortable and suitable, as he was fain
to confess; but all the same the inclination was strong to take them off.



He resisted, however, and in due time went down, feeling strange and
half ashamed of being seen.

Sir John was in the breakfast-room, and he looked up from his
newspaper rather severely, but as soon as he caught sight of his son’s
altered appearance, the paper dropped from his hands and he rose
quickily.

“Thank you, Jack,” he said warmly. “You did this to please me, and | am
more than pleased. It shows me that you are trying to make the brave
fight | expect of you, as my son should. Hah! you will see the truth of it all
before long.”

He would have said more, but the doctor was heard in the hall, and
directly after he entered in his bluff fashion.

“Morning, morning,” he cried; “splendid day for our trip. Why, bravo, Jack!
The very thing. Your get-up is splendid, my lad, and it makes me
impatient to be off. You are going with us of course?”

“l suppose so,” said Jack with a sigh.
“I don’t mean on our trip, but to see the vessel.”

That sounded to the boy like a temporary reprieve, and he looked
inquiringly at the doctor.

“l had not said anything about it to him,” said Sir John. “We have had
particulars from my agent of a large ocean-going steam yacht, my boy,
which sounds well. It is really a sailing vessel, but fitted with a screw for
occasional use in calm or storm. She is lying at Dartmouth, and we are
going down to see her to-day. Will you come?”

“Do you 