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Mr. Smith, who ran a sailors' boarding-house
in that part of San Francisco
known as the Barbary Coast, was absolutely
sui generis.  If any drunken scallawag of
a scholar, who had drifted ashore on his
boarding-house mud-flats, had ventured in
a moment of alcoholic reminiscence to say so
in the classic tongue, Shanghai Smith would
have "laid him out cold" with anything handy,
from a stone-ware match-box to an empty
bottle.  But if that same son of culture had used
his mother tongue, as altered for popular use
in the West, and had murmured: "Jerusalem
but Mr. Smith's the daisy of all!" Smith
would have thrown out his chest and blown
through his teeth a windy oath and guessed
he was just so.



"Say it and mean it, that's me," said Smith.
"I'm all right.  But call me hog and I am
hog; don't you forget it!"



Apparently all the world called him "hog."  For
that he was no better than one, whether
he walked, or ate, or drank, or slept, was
obvious to any sailor with an open eye.
But he was hard and rough and tough, and
had the bull-headed courage of a mad steer
combined with the wicked cunning of a
monkey.



"Don't never play upon me," he said
often.  "For 'get even' is my motter.  There
ain't many walkin' this earth that can say
they bested me, not from the time I left
Bristol in the old dart till now, when I'm
known the wide world over."



So far as ships and sailormen were concerned
he certainly spoke the truth.  He was talked
of with curses in the Pacific from the Prybiloffs
to the Horn, from San Francisco to Zanzibar.
It was long odds at any given time in any
longitude that some seaman was engaged in
blaspheming Shanghai Smith for sending him
on board drunk and without a chest, and
with nothing better to propitiate his new
shipmates with than a bottle of vinegar and
water that looked like rum till it was tasted.
Every breeze that blew, trade wind or monsoon,
had heard of his iniquities.  He got the best
of every one.



"All but one," said Smith in a moment
of weakness, when a dozen men, who owed
so much money that they crawled to him
as a Chinaman does to a joss, were hanging
upon his lips—"all but one."



"Oh, we don't take that in," said one of
the most indebted; "we can 'ardly believe
that, Mr. Smith."



Sometimes this unsubtle flattery would have
ended in the flatterer being thrown out.  But
Smith was now gently reminiscent.



"Yes, I was done brown and never got
the best of one swine," said the boarding-house
keeper.  "I don't ask you to believe it,
for I own it don't sound likely, me being
what I am.  But there was one swab as give
me a hidin', and he give it me good, so
he did."



He looked them over malignantly.



"I kin lick any of you here with one
hand," he swore, "but the man as bested me
could have taken on three of you with both
hands.  And I own I was took aback
considerable when I run against him on the
pier at Sandridge when I was in Australia
fifteen years ago.  He was a naval officer,
captain of the Warrior, and dressed up to
kill, though he had a face like a figure-head
cut out of mahog'ny with a broad-axe.  And
I was feelin' good and in need of a scrap.
So when he bumped agin me, I shoved him
over—prompt, I shoved him.  Down he
went, and the girls that know'd me laughed.
And two policemen came along quick.  I
didn't care much, but this naval josser picks
himself up and goes to 'em.  Would you believe
it, but when he'd spoke a bit I seed him donate
them about a dollar each and they walked
off round a heap of dunnage on the wharf,
and the captain buttoned up his coat and came
for me.  I never seen the likes of it.  He
comes up dancin' and smilin', and he kind
of give me half a bow, polite as you like,
and inside of ten seconds I knew I'd struck
a cyclone, right in the spot where they breed.
I fought good—(you know me)—and I got
in half a dozen on his face.  But I never
fazed him none, and he wouldn't bruise mor'n
hittin' a boiler.  And every time he got back
on me I felt as if I'd been kicked.  He scarred
me something cruel.  I could see it by the
blood on his hands.  Twarn't his, by a long
sight, for his fists was made of teak, I should
say.  And in the end, when I seemed to see
a ship's company of naval officers around me,
one of them hit me under the ear and lifted
me up.  And another hit me whilst I was
in the air, and a third landed me as I fell.
And that was the end of it, so far's I remember.
When I came to, which was next day in a
kind of sailors' hospital, I reached up for a
card over my head, and I read 'concussion
of the brain' on it.  What's more, I believed
it.  If the card had let on that I'd been run
over by a traction engine and picked up dead,
I'd have believed it.  And when I reely
came to my senses, a med'cal student says
as Captain Richard Dunn, of the Warrior,
had bin to inquire when the funeral was,
so's he could send a wreath.  They said he
was the topside fighter in the hull British
Navy.  And I'm here to say he was."



He breathed fierce defiance and invited any
man alive to tell him he was lying.



"And you never got even?" asked the
bar-tender, seeing that no one took up the
challenge.



"Never set eyes on him from that day to
this," said his boss regretfully.



"And if you did?"



Smith paused, took a drink.



"So help me, I'd Shanghai him if he was
King of England!"



And one of the crowd, who had put down
the San Francisco Chronicle in order to hear
this yarn, picked it up again.



"S'elp me," he said, in a breathless excitement,
"'ere's a bally cohincidence.  'Ere's a
telegram from 'Squimault, saying as how the
flagship Triumphant, Hadmiral Sir Richard
Dunn, K.C.B., is comin' down to San Francisco!"



"Holy Moses, let's look!" said Shanghai Smith.



He read, and a heavenly smile overspread
his hard countenance.  He almost looked
good, such joy was his.



"Tom," he said to the bar-tender, "set up
the drinks for the crowd.  This is my man,
for sure.  And him an admiral, too!  Holy
sailor, ain't this luck?"



He went out into the street and walked to
and fro rubbing his hands, while the men inside
took their drink, and looked through the
uncleaned windows at the boss.



"Holy Mackinaw," said Billy, who had
drifted West from Michigan, "I reckon never
to hev seen Mr. Smith so pleased since he
shipped a crowd in the Harvester, and got
'em away that night and shipped 'em in the
Silas K. Jones."



"He's struck a streak o' luck in his mind,"
said one of the seamen; "and it's this 'ere
hadmiral.  Now mark me, mates, I wouldn't be
that 'ere hadmiral for the worth of California.
Mr. Sir Blooming Hadmiral, K.C.B., et setterer,
is going to 'ave a time."



He shook his head over the melancholy fate
of a British admiral.



"Rot!" said one of the younger men; "'tain't
possible to do nothin' to the likes of an admiral.
Now, if 'twas a lieutenant or even a captain, I'm
not sayin' as Mr. Smith mightn't do somethin'.
But an admiral——"



"You mark me," said the older man, "I'd
rather be as green as grass and ship as an
able-bodied seaman with Billy Yates of the
Wanderer, than be in that hadmiral's shoes.
What do you say, Tom?"



Tom filled himself up a drink and considered.



"Wa'al," he answered after a long pause,
"it's my belief that it won't necessary be all
pie to be an admiral if the boss is half the man
he used to be.  For you see 'tis quite evident
he has a special kind of respect for this admiral,
and when Mr. Smith has been done by any one
that he respects, he don't ever forget.  Why,
you know yourselves that if one of you was
to do him, he'd forgive you right off after he'd
kicked the stuffing out of you."



This clear proof that Mr. Smith did not
respect them and was kind was received
without a murmur.  And as the boss did not
return, the tide of conversation drifted in the
narrower more personal channels of the marvels
that had happened in the "last ship."  And
in the meantime H.M.S. Triumphant, known
familiarly on the Pacific Coast station as "the
Nonsuch, two decks and no bottom," was bringing
Rear-Admiral Sir Richard Dunn, K.C.B.,
to his fate in San Francisco.



"Was there ever such luck—was there ever
such luck?" murmured Mr. Shanghai Smith.
"To think of him turnin' up, all of his own
accord, on my partic'lar stampin' ground!
And I'll lay odds he's clean forgot me.  I'll
brighten up his memr'y with sand and canvas
and souji-mouji, so I will!  Holy sailor, was
there ever such luck?"



The morning of the following day H.M.S. Triumphant
lay at her anchors off Saucelito in
San Francisco Bay, and was glad to be there.
For this was in the times when the whole British
fleet was not absolutely according to Cocker.
She leaked not a little and she rolled a great
deal, and she would not mind her helm except
upon those occasions when the officer in charge
of the deck laid his money and his reputation
on her going to starboard when, according to
all rules, she should have altered her course
to port.  But though she was a wet ship with
a playful habit of trying to scoop the Pacific
Ocean dry, and though her tricks would have
broken the heart of the Chief Naval Constructor
had he seen her at them, she was the flagship
in spite of her conduct, because at that time
she was half the whole Pacific Squadron.  The
other half was lying outside Esquimault Dry
Dock waiting for it to be finished.  And when
the Chronicle said that "Dicky Dunn" was the
admiral, it had not lied.  If any of that paper's
reporters had known "Dicky" as his men
knew him, he would have spread himself in a
column on the admiral's character and personal
appearance.



"He's the dead-spit of a boson's mate, to
be sure," said the crew of the Triumphant when
they received him at Esquimault.  "An 'ard
nut he looks!"



And a "hard nut" he certainly was.
Though he stood five feet nine in height, he
looked two inches less, for he was as broad
as a door and as sturdy as the fore-bitts.  His
complexion was the colour of the sun when
it sets in a fog for fine weather: the skin on
his hands shone and was as scaly as a lizard's
hide.  His teeth were white and his eyes
piercing.  He could roar like a fog-horn, and
sing, as the crew said, "like any hangel."  There
wasn't the match of "Dicky" on any
of the seas the wide world over.  The only
trouble was that he looked so much like the
traditional sailor and buccaneer that no one
could believe he was anything higher than a
warrant officer at the most when he had none
of his official gear about him.



Though the admiral did not know it, one
of the very first to greet him when he set
his foot on dry land at the bottom of Market
Street was the man he had licked so thoroughly
fifteen years before in Melbourne.



"Oh, it's the same," said Smith to his chief
runner, who was about the "hardest case" in
California.  "He ain't changed none.  Just
so old he was when he set about me.  Why, the
galoot might be immortal.  Mark him, now;
will you know him anywhere?"



"It don't pay me ever to forget," replied
the runner.  He had to remember the men
who owed him grudges.



"Then don't forget this one," said Smith.
"Do you find me a considerate boss?"



"Oh, well——" said the runner ungraciously.



"You've got to do a job for me, Billy."



"And what?"



"I'm goin' to have this hyer admiral
shipped before the stick on the toughest ship
that's about ready to go to sea," replied Smith.



Billy flinched.



"Sir, it's the penitentiary!"



"I don't care if it's lynchin'," said Smith.
"Help—or get.  I'm bossin' this job.  Which
is it?"



And Billy, seeing that he was to play second
fiddle, concluded to help.



"And," he said to himself, "if we get
nailed I'll split.  Calls himself a 'considerate
boss.'  Well, Shanghai Smith has a gall!"



"Which do you reckon is the worst ship inside
the Gate now?" asked Smith, after he had
savoured his cunning revenge for a few minutes.



"The Harvester ain't due for a month, sir."



Smith looked melancholy.



"No, she ain't, that's a fact.  It's a solid
pity.  Sant would have suited this Dunn
first class."  He was the most notorious
blackguard of a shipmaster yet unhung, and
the fact that Smith and he were bitter enemies
never blinded Shanghai to the surpassing merits
of his brutality.



"There's the Cyrus G. Hake."



Smith shook his head contemptuously.



"D'ye think I want to board this admiral
at the Palace Hotel?  Why, Johnson hasn't
hurt a man serious for two trips."



"Oh, well, I thought as he'd sure break
out soon," said Bill; "but there's the President.
They do say that her new mate is a holy
terror."



"I won't go on hearsay," said Smith
decidedly.  "I want a good man you and I
know—one that'll handle this Dicky Dunn
from the start.  Now, what's in the harbour
with officers that can lick me?"



"Well, I always allowed (as you know,
Mr. Smith) that Simpson of the California was
your match."



Smith's face softened.



"Well, mebbe he is."



At any other time he would never have
admitted it.



"And the California will sail in three days."



"Righto," said Smith.  "Simpson is a good
tough man and so is old Blaker.  Bill, the
California will do.  But it's an almighty
pity the Harvester ain't here.  I never knew
a more unlucky thing.  But we must put
up with the next best."



"But how'll you corral the admiral, sir?"
asked Bill.



"You leave that to me," replied his boss.
"I've got a very fruitful notion as will fetch
him if he's half the man he was."



Next evening Smith found occasion to run
across a couple of the Triumphant's crew,
and he got them to come into his house for a
drink.



"Are these galoots to be dosed and put
away?" asked the bar-tender.



"Certainly not," said Smith.  "Fill 'em up
with good honest liquor at my expense."



The bar-tender hardly knew where good
honest liquor was to be found in that house,
but he gave the two men-o'-war's men the
slowest poison he had, and they were soon
merry.



"Is the admiral as dead keen on fightin'
with his fists as he was?" asked Smith.



"Rather," said the first man.



"Oh no, he's tired," said the second.  "'E
allows 'e can't find no one to lick 'im.  'E
never could."



"Oh, that's his complaint, is it?" said Smith.
"And is he as good as he was?"



"I heerd him tell the first luff on'y the
other day as 'e reckoned to be a better man
now than he was twenty years ago.  And I
believes 'im.  'Ard?  Oh my!  I do believe if
'e ran agin a lamp-post he'd fight through it."



It was enough for Smith to know that the
admiral was still keen on fighting.  To draw
a man like that would not be so difficult.
When he had turned the two naval seamen
into the street, he called for the runner.



"Have you found out what I told you?"



"Yes," replied Bill.  "He mostly comes
down and goes off at eleven."



"Is he alone?"



"Mostly he has a young chap with him.  I
reckon they calls him the flag-lieutenant: a
kind of young partner he seems to be.  But
that's the only one so far.  And the California
sails day after ter-morrer, bright and early."



"Couldn't be better," said Smith.  "After
waitin' all these years I can't afford to lose
no time.  Thishyer racket comes off to-night.
Look out, Mr. Bully Admiral!  I'm on your track."



And the trouble did begin that night.



Mr. 'Say-it-and-mean-it' Smith laid for
Admiral Sir Richard Dunn, K.C.B., etc., etc.,
from ten o'clock till half-past eleven, and he was
the only man in the crowd that did not hope
the victim would come down with too many
friends to be tackled.



"It's a penitentiary job, so it is," said Bill.
And yet when the time arrived his natural
instincts got the better of him.



The admiral came at last: it was about a
quarter to twelve, and the whole water-front
was remarkably quiet.  The two policemen
at the entrance to the Ferries had by some
good luck, or better management, found it
advisable to take a drink at Johnson's, just
opposite.  And the admiral was only
accompanied by his flag-lieutenant.



"That's him," said Smith.  "I'd know the
beggar anywhere.  Now keep together and sing!"



He broke into "Down on the Suwannee
River," and advanced with Bill and Bill's two
mates right across the admiral's path.  They
pretended to be drunk, and as far as three were
concerned, there was not so much pretence
about it after all.  But Smith had no intention
of being the first to run athwart the admiral's
hawse.  When he came close enough, he shoved
the youngest man right into his arms.  The
admiral jumped back, and landed that
unfortunate individual a round-arm blow that
nearly unshipped his jaw.  The next moment
every one was on the ground, for Bill
sandbagged the admiral just as he was knocked
down by the lieutenant.  As Sir Richard fell,
he reached out and caught Smith by the ankle.
The boarding-house master got the lieutenant
by the coat and brought him down too.  And
as luck would have it, the youngster's head
hit the admiral's with such a crack that both
lay unconscious.



"Do we want the young 'un too?" asked
Bill when he rose to his feet, swinging his
sand-bag savagely.  And Smith for once lost
his head.



"Leave the swine, and puckarow the
admiral," he said.  And indeed it was all they
could do to carry Sir Richard without exciting
any more attention than four semi-intoxicated
men would as they took home a mate who
was quite incapacitated.



But they did get him home to the house in
the Barbary Coast.  When he showed signs
of coming to, he was promptly dosed and
his clothes were taken off him.  As he slept
the sleep of the drugged, they put on a
complete suit of rough serge toggery and he
became "Tom Deane, A.B."



"They do say that he is the roughest, toughest,
hardest nut on earth," said Bill; "so we'll
sec what like he shapes in the California.  I
dessay he's one of that lot that lets on how
sailormen have an easy time.  It's my notion
the California will cure him of that."



By four o'clock in the morning, Tom Deane,
who was, as his new shipmates allowed, a
hard-looking man who could, and would, pull his
weight, lay fast asleep in a forward bunk of
the California's foc'sle as she was being towed
through the Golden Gate.  And his flag-lieutenant
was inquiring in hospital what had
become of the admiral, and nobody could tell
him more than he himself knew.  So much he
told the reporters of the Chronicle and the
Morning Call, and flaring headlines announced
the disappearance of a British admiral, and the
wires and cables fairly hummed to England
and the world generally.  At the same time
the San Francisco police laid every waterfront
rat and tough by the heels on the
chance that something might be got out of one of them.



"What did I tell you?" asked Bill in great
alarm, as he saw several intimate friends of his
being escorted to gaol.



"Are you weakenin' on it?" said Smith
savagely.  "If I thought you was, I'd murder
you.  Give me away, and when I get out, I'll
chase you three times round the world and
knife you, my son."



And though Bill was so much of a "terror,"
he could not face Smith's eyes.



"Well, I ain't in it, anyhow," he swore.



But certainly "Tom Deane, A.B." was in it,
and was having a holy time.



When the admiral woke, which he did after
half an hour's shaking administered in turns
by three of the California's crew, who were
anxious to know where he had stowed his
bottle of rum, he was still confused with the
"dope" given him ashore.  So he lay pretty
still and said:



"Send Mr. Selwyn to me."



But Selwyn was his flag-lieutenant, and was
just then the centre of interest to many
reporters.



"Send hell; rouse out, old son, and turn
to," said one of his new mates.  And the
admiral rose and rested on his elbow.



"Where am I?"



"On board the California, to be sure."



"I'm dreaming," said the admiral, "that's
what it is.  To be sure, I'm dreaming."



There was something in his accent as he
made this statement that roused curiosity in
the others.



"No, you ain't—not much," said the first
man who had spoken; "and even if you was,
I guess Simpson will wake you.  Rouse up
before he comes along again.  He was in
here an hour back inquiring for the trumpet
of the Day of Judgment to rouse you.  Come
along, Deane!  Now then!"



"My name's Dunn," said the admiral, with
contracted brows.



"Devil doubt it," said his friend; "and
who done you?  Was it Shanghai Smith?"



The admiral sat up suddenly, and by so
doing brought his head into violent contact
with the deck above him.  This woke him
thoroughly, just in time to receive Mr. Simpson,
mate of the California, who came in
like a cyclone to inquire after his health.



"Did you ship as a dead man?" asked Mr. Simpson,
"for if you did, I'll undeceive you."



And with that he yanked the admiral from
his bunk, and dragged him by the collar out
upon the deck at a run.  Mr. Simpson was
"bucko" to his finger-tips, and had never been
licked upon the high seas.  But for that matter
Vice-Admiral Sir Richard Dunn, K.C.B., had
never hauled down his flag either to any
man.  It surprised him, as it would have
surprised any of his crew, to find that he
took this handling almost meekly.  But then
no one knows what he would do if the sky
fell; and as far as the admiral was concerned,
the entire world was an absurd and ridiculous
nightmare.  He rose at the end of his
undignified progress and stared at the mate.



"Who—who are you?" he said.



Mr. Simpson gasped.



"Who am I—oh, who am I?  Well, I'll
oblige you by statin' once for all that I'm
mate of this ship, and you're my dog."



But the "dog" shook his head.



"Nothing of the sort," he said, as he
staggered with the remains of the opiate.  "I'm
a British admiral, and my name's Sir Richard
Dunn.  Where's my ship?"



Any ordinary kind of back-answer or
insubordination received only one kind of
treatment on board the California, and when
a man had been beaten to a jelly, he rarely
recovered enough spirit to inquire why he
had been hammered.  But this was a new
departure in back-talk.



"Oh, you're an admiral—an admiral, heh?"
said Simpson.



"Of course," said Sir Richard, and a sudden
gust of rage blew the last opium out of him.
"Why, damn it, sir, what the devil do you
mean by laying your filthy paws on me?
Where's your captain, sir?  By all that's
holy, I'll smash you if you so much as look
at me again."



Now it is a remarkable fact that the utterly
and entirely unexpected will sometimes shake
the courage of the stoutest heart.  It is
possible that a tiger would itself turn tail if a
lamb rushed at him with open mouth.  And
though Mr. Simpson would have tackled a
prize-fighter, knowing he was a prize-fighter,
the fact that one of the kind of men whom
he was accustomed to wipe his boots on now
turned upon him with entirely strange language
and a still stranger air of authority, for a
moment daunted him utterly.  He stood still
and gasped, while the admiral strode aft and
went up the poop ladder.  He was met there
by the captain, who had been the terror of the
seas as a mate.  A narrow escape of a conviction
for murder had partially reformed him.
He had also become religious, and usually went
below when Simpson or the second "greaser"
was hammering any one into oblivion and
obedience.



"What is this?" asked Captain Blaker
mildly, yet with a savage eye.  "Mr. Simpson,
what do you mean by allowing your authority
(and mine delegated to you) to be disregarded?"



"Sir," said Mr. Simpson, and then the
admiral turned on him.



"Hold your infernal tongue, sir," he
roared.  "And, sir, if you are the master of
this vessel, as I suppose, I require you to put
about for San Francisco.  I am a British
admiral, sir; my name is Sir Richard Dunn."



"Oh, you're an admiral and you 'require'?"
said Blaker.  "Wa'al, I do admire!  You
look like an admiral: the water-front is full
of such.  Take that, sir."



And the resurgent old Adam in Blaker
struck the admiral with such unexpected force
that Dunn went heels over head off the poop
and landed on Simpson.  The mate improved
the opportunity by kicking him violently in
the ribs.  When he was tired, he spoke to the
admiral again.



"Now, you lunatic, take this here ball of
twine and go and overhaul the gear on the
main.  And if you open your mouth to say
another word I'll murder you."



And though he could not believe he was
doing it, Sir Richard Dunn crawled aloft, and
did what he was told.  He was stunned by
his fall and the hammering he had received,
but that was nothing to the utter and complete
change of air that he experienced.  As he
overhauled the gear he wondered if he was an
admiral at all.  If he was, how came he on the
maintopgallant-yard of a merchant ship?  If
he wasn't, why was he surprised at being there?
He tried to recall the last day of his life as
an admiral, and was dimly conscious of a late
evening somewhere in San Francisco at which
he had certainly taken his share of liquor.  A
vague sense of having been in a row oppressed
him, but he could recall nothing till he had
been yanked out of his bunk by that truculent
devil of a mate then patrolling the poop.



"I—I must be mad," said the admiral.



"Now then, look alive there, you dead
crawling cat," said Mr. Simpson, "or I'll
come up and boot you off the yard.  Do you
hear me?"



"Yes, sir," said the admiral quickly, and as
he put a new mousing on the clip-hooks of the
mizzen-topmast-staysail-tripping-line block, he
murmured: "I suppose I never was an admiral
after all.  I don't seem to know what I am."  And
the hardest nut among the admirals of the
Active List wiped away a tear with the sleeve
of his coat as he listened to the sacred
Commination Service with all its blessings, intoned
in a down-east twang by the eminent Mr. Simpson.



"He's crazy," said Simpson to the second
greaser.  "Says he's an admiral.  I've had the
Apostle Peter on board, and a cook who said
he was St. Paul, but this is the first time I've
run against an admiral before the mast."



"Does he look like it, sir?" asked Wiggins,
laughing.



"He looks the toughest case you ever set
eyes on," said Simpson.  "But you'd have
smiled to see the way the old man slugged him
off the poop.  And yet there's something
about him I don't tumble to.  I guess that's
where his madness lies.  Guess I'll cure him or
kill him by the time we get off Sandy Hook.—Now
then, you admiral, come down here and
start up the fore rigging, and do it quick, or
I'll know the reason why."



And the Knight Commander of the Bath
came down as he was bid, and having cast a
perplexed eye over Simpson and Wiggins, who
sniggered at him with amused and savage
contempt, he went forward in a hurry.



"This is a nightmare," he said; "I'm
dreaming.  Damme, perhaps I'm dead!"



When he had overhauled the gear at the
fore—and being a real seaman, he did it
well—Wiggins called him down to work on deck,
and he found himself among his new mates.
By now they were all aware that he believed
he was an admiral, and that he had spoken
to Simpson in a way that no man had ever
done.  That was so much to his credit, but
since he was mad he was a fit object of jeers.
They jeered him accordingly, and when they
were at breakfast the trouble began.



"Say, are you an admiral?" asked Knight,
the biggest tough on board except Simpson and
Wiggins.



And the admiral did not answer.  He
looked at Knight with a gloomy, introspective
eye.



"Mind your own business," he said, when
the question was repeated.



And Knight hove a full pannikin of tea
at him.  This compliment was received very
quietly, and the admiral rose and went on deck.



"Takes water at once," said Knight; "he
ain't got the pluck of a mouse."



But the admiral went aft and interviewed
Mr. Simpson.
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