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He stepped aboard from one of the wooden jetties projecting from the old Longside wharf, where the sailing ships used to lie above Telegraph Hill, San Francisco. She rejected almost disdainfully the great hand extended by the second mate to assist her over the gangway.


The big man flushed somewhat under his tan, but otherwise gave no sign that he was aware of the semi-unconscious slight. She, on her part, moved aft daintily to meet the captain's wife, under whose wing she was to make the passage from Frisco to Baltimore.


At first it seemed as if she were to be the only passenger in the big
steel bark; but, about half an hour before sailing, a second appeared
on the little jetty, accompanied by several bearers carrying his
luggage. These, having dumped their burdens at the outer end of the
gangway, were paid and dismissed; after which the passenger, a gross,
burly-looking man, apparently between forty and forty-five years of
age, made his way aboard.


It was evident that he was no stranger to sea-craft; for without
hesitation, he walked aft and down the companionway. In a few minutes
he returned to the deck. He glanced ashore to where his luggage
remained piled up as he had left it, then went over to where the
second mate was standing by the rail across the break of the poop.


"Here, you!" he said brusquely, speaking fair English, but with an
unfamiliar accent. "Why don't you get my luggage aboard?"


The second mate turned and glanced down at him from his great height.


"Were you speaking to me?" he asked quietly. "Certainly I was
addressing you, you--"


He stopped and retreated a pace, for there wassomething in the eyes of
the big officer which quieted him.


"If you will go below I'll have your gear brought aboard," the second
mate told him.


The tone was polished and courteous, but there was still something in
the gray eyes. The passenger glanced uneasily from the eyes to the
great, nervous hand lying, gently clenched, upon the rail. Then,
without a word, he turned and walked aft.


THE Carlyle had been two days at sea, and was running before a fine
breeze of wind. On the poop the second mate was walking up and down,
smoking meditatively. Occasionally he would go to the break and pass
some order to the boatswain, then resume his steady tramp.


Presently, he heard a step on the companion stairs, and, the moment
afterward, saw the lady passenger step out on deck. She was very
white, and walked somewhat unsteadily, as if she were giddy.


She was followed by the captain's wife, carrying a rug and a couple of
cushions. These the good woman proceeded to arrange on the captain's
own deck-chair, after which she steadied the girl to a sitting
position and wrapped the rug around her knees and feet.


Abruptly, in one of his periodic journeys, as the second mate passed
to windward of the place where they were sitting, the voice of the
lady passenger reached him. She was addressing the captain's wife, but
was obviously indifferent whether he heard or not.


"I wish that man would take his horrible pipe somewhere else. The
smell of it makes me quite sick!"


He was aware that the captain's wife was trying to signal to him
behind the girl's back; but he made no sign that he saw. Instead, he
continued his return journey to the break of the poop, with a certain
grimness about the corners of his mouth.


Here he proceeded to walk athwartships, instead of fore and aft, so
that now he came nowhere near to the girl whose insolent
fastidiousness had twice irked him. He continued to smoke; for he was
of too big a mind to give way to the smallness of being huffed over
the lady's want of manners. He had removed from her presence the cause
of her annoyance, and, being of a logical disposition, saw no reason
for ceasing to obtain the reasonable enjoyment of his pipe.


As he made his way to and fro across the planks, he proceeded to turn
the matter over in his own calm way. Evidently she regarded him--if
she thought at all about him--as a kind of upper servant; this being
so, it was absurd to suppose that there was an intentional rudeness,
beyond such as servants are accustomed to receive in their position of
living automata. And here, having occasion to go down on to the main
deck to trim sail, he forgot the matter.


When he returned to the poop, the girl was sitting alone; the
captain's wife having been called below to attend to her husband who
had been ill enough to be confined to his bunk for upward of a week.


As he passed across the planks, he cast occasional glances aft. The
girl was certainly winsome, and peculiarly attractive, to such a man
as he, in her calm unknowing of his near presence. She was sitting
back in the chair, leaning tiredly and staring full of thought out
across the sea.


A while passed thus, perhaps the half of an hour, and then came the
sound of heavy steps coming up from the saloon. The second mate
recognized them for those of the male passenger; yet the girl did not
seem to notice them. She did not withdraw her gaze from the sea, but
continued to stare, seeming lost in quiet thought.


The man's head appeared out of the companionway, then the clumsy
grossness of his trunk and fat under-limbs. He moved toward her,
stopping within a couple of yards of her chair.


"And how is Miss Eversley?" the second mate heard him ask.


At his voice, the girl started and turned her head swiftly in his
direction.


"You!" That was all she said; but the disgustand the undertone of
something akin to fear were not lost upon the second officer.


"You thought--" began the man in tones of attempted banter.


"I thought I had seen the last of you--forever!" she cut in.


"But you see you were mistaken. If the sickness of the sea hadn't
claimed you for the last two days, you would have discovered earlier
that regret for my absence was wasted."


"Regret!"


"My pretty child--"


"Will you go away! Go away! Go away!" She put out her hands weakly
with a gesture of repulsion.


"Come, come! We shall have to see much of one another during the next
few weeks. Why--"


She was on her feet, swaying giddily. He took a step forward, as if
with an unconscious instinct to bar her passage.


"Let me pass!" she said, with a little gasp.


But he, staring at her with hot eyes, seemed not to have heard her.
She put up a hand to her throat, as if wanting air.


"Allow me to assist you below."


It was the deep voice of the second mate. His naturally somewhat grave
face gave no indication that he was aware of any tensions.


"I will attend to that," said the male passenger insolently.


But the officer seemed to have no knowledge of his existence. Instead,
he guided the lady to the companionway, and then down the stairs to
the saloon. There he left her in the charge of the captain's wife,
telling the latter that the sea air had proved too much for the young
lady.


Returning on deck, he found the passenger standing by the opening of
the companion. He had it in his heart to deal with the person in a
fashion of his own; but the fellow had taken the measure of the big
officer and, though full of repressed rage, took good care to invite
no trouble.


On his part, the second mate resumed his steady tramp of the deck; but
it may be noted that his pipe went out twice, for his thoughts were
upon the girl he had helped below. He was pondering the matter of her
repulsion for the male passenger. It was evident that they had met
elsewhere, probably at the port where the Carlyle had picked them up.
It was even more evident that the girl had no desire to continue the
acquaintance, if it could be named as such.
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