
order, an' I'll 'aye the anchors cock-
billed in less thanno time— sartin!"

The buggy was ready, and the
skipper andhis coachman took their
places and started to drive to Miss
Boyd's. They had a mile to go on
the outskirts of the town. As they
neared a narrow part of the road
they saw another buggy approach-
ing them. As it came nearer, (Jap-
tain Gray "ported

"
to keep ins

vehicle on the right side. That is,
in nautical phrase, directed the
horse's head to the "

starboard"
(right), as all ships keep to the
right when passing at sea."

What is that lubber up to ?"
muttered the frantic skipper as the
driver in the other vehicle did not
show any signs of doing the same." Why doesn't he port ?"" Eun inter 'im, sir," said Back-
stay.

"
An' knock 'is figger-'ead

away if he doesn't keep ter the rules
o' the road."

The two buggies were in close
proximity to one another."

Why don't yer keep on yer right
side ?" inquired the stranger hotly.

"I'm on my right 1 side, you
swab !" retorted the angry Gray.

As they were now stem on to each
other they stopped." Are yer goin' to get out of me
way ?""

No," retorted the skipper with
some warmth.

"
I'm jroing to stick

to the rules of the road."
The stranger recognized that this

was one of the retired mariners. He
urged his beast on, and when
abreast of the skipper, raised his
whip andhit him with it."Take that, yer sea-dog !"

Backstay saw this, and instantly
heaved the anchor on board the
stranger's buggy. It brought it up
with a sudden jerk.

Both Backstay and the stranger
jumped out of their vehicles and
were soon wrestling with one an-
other.

"Yer fat-'eaded lubber, yer'd
strike me eapt'in, would yer ? I've
a fair mind ter break everybone in
yer ugly carcase !" cried the sailor

furiously, as he chastised his op-
ponent.

Gray got out of his buggy and
stopped the fight.'*' Why did you persist in keeping
on your wrong side ?" he asked the
miserable driver, who had by this
time two deeply-coloured circles
round his aching optics. "

Iwas
on my right side."" Yer wrong/ retorted the man." When two ve'icles pass each other
they keeps to the left, an' what's
more, yer sea-dog, yer'll 'ear o'
this,Ipromise yer."

Captain Gray was taken aback at
this statement of the case.

Can you prove that what you
say is correct, my man ?""' Yes, Ican," was the curt
answer."

Look here, if I've done youan
injustice,Iapologise."''' That's all very fine, but what
about me black heyes ? Apologising
won't mend them !""No, but perhaps this will," re-
plied the skipper, giving the man a
sovereign.

The man grabbed it, looked at it,
then said :

" All right, Captain,
this'U fix 'em." And he disappear-
ed.

Backstay honestly thought that
he deserved a sovereign too. He
gave the man the black eyes, and
certainly deserved the reward. With
becoming apologies for obtruding
his opinion, he ventured a sugges-
tion to that effect, but Gray didnot
see it in that light, and the subject
dropped.

They boarded their buggy again,
and continued their drive to Miss
Boyd's.

"We must make a note of tlie
difference in the rules of the road,"
Captain Gray remarked to his
coachman. "I'm sorry thatImade
such a mistake, and that you
pounded that man so heavily.""Ay, Captain, but the yokel 'as
'ad fair luck, sir, an' it were good
fun fer me, sure. Yer paid 'im well,
sir," answered the sailor, thinking;
of the sovereign.

They arrived at Miss Boyd's
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