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HEART OF OAK

CHAPTER I
MIsh OTWAY OPENS THE STORY

I pare the opening of this narrative, February 24, 1860,

I'was in the drawing-room of my father’s house on the
afternoon of that day, awaiting the arrival of Captain Burke,
of the ship ‘ Lady Emma,” and his wife, Mary Burke, who had
narsed ine and brought me up, and indeed been as o mother
to me after my own mother's death in 1851 ; but she had left
ug to marry Captain Edward Burke, and had already made
two voyages vound the weorld with him, and was presently
going o thind.

My father sat beside the fire reading o newspaper. His
name was Sir Mortimer Obway : e was fourth baronet and a
colonel ; had seen service in India, though he had long left
the army to settle down upon hLis little senside estate. He
was a man of small fortune. Having said this, I need nok
tronble you with more of his family history.

I was his only surviving child, and mny name is Marie ; I
lave no other Christian nome than thal ; 1t was my mother’s.
My age was twenty and my health delieate, so much so that
Captain and Mrs. Burke were coming from London expressl
to talk over a scheme of my going round the world in their
ship for the benefit of my appetite and spirits and voiee, and
perhaps for my lungs, though to be sure they were siill sound
at that date.

Ours was a fine house, about a hundred years old; it
stood within a stone’s throw of the brink of the eliff; walls
and hedges encompaased some seventy or eighty acres of land,
pleasantly wooded in places, and there was a charming scena
of garden on either hand the cariage dvive. I stood at the
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o IEART OF OAK

window with my eyes fastened vpon the sea, which wentina
slope of grey stoel to the dark sky of the horizen, where here
and thers some romning mass of vapour was henry with snow,
It was blowing & frosh breeze, and the throb of the ceean was
cold with the ice like glancez of the whipped foam. Prezently
it thickened overhead, and snow fell in a squall of wind that
darkoned the nzu.'l}' aftornoon into m‘nuing with a:mnl:iug lines
of flying flakes. The soa faded as the reflection of a star in
troubled water. My father put down his mﬂ.';s}nl,p-er and eatns
to the window, Ile was a tall wman, bald, ligh-eoloured ; his
cyes were large amd. black, soft in espression, and stendy in
eaze ; his beard nmid moustache were of an fron grey, ho was
sixty years old, yet slill preserved the soldier’s trick of carryving
his figure to the full height of his statore,

* At what hovor do you say thoy're to be herg 2 °

" At three!

1le glanced at his wateh, then out of the window,

*That doesn’t lock like o scene where a delicate picl's
going to gob strong !

+ No,' I pngwered with a shiver,

* But & erown picee on o chart will often cover the arven of
worse weather then this, and for leagues beyond all shall be
glorions sunshine and blae water.

“Tt's hard to realise,” said I, straining my eyes throngh the
snow for a sight of the sea.

fWell)' he exclaimed, turminge Ins back npon the window,
¢ Bradshaw iz an able man ; his instanees of peopla whom a
sep voyage has enred are vremarkalie, and weigh with me.
Living by the scaside is not like going a vovage. It's the hun-
dred climates which make the medieine. Then the sights nnd
sounds of the ocean are tonical.  Are zailors ever ill at gea ?
Yes, because they cnrry their sicknoss on board with them, or
they decay by bad nsage, or perish by peisonous cargoes.  Tlie
sea killz no man—save by drowning,'

He took a turn about the room, and I stared through the
window at the flying blankness.

‘Btenm is more ecerfain,’ he went on, thinking alound.
‘You cann time yourself by steam. Dut then for health it
doean’t give you all you want, At Jeast we ean't make it fit
in your ease. It would be otherwize if 1 had the means or
was sble to accompany you, or if I could put you in eharge of
some sober, trustworthy old band.  Stean must gignify several
changes to give you the time ab sea that Dradshaw preseribes.



MISS OTWAY OPENS THE STORY B
It's out of tho guestion, Noj; Mra, Burke's scheme 13 the
practicable one, and I shall feel ecasy when I think of you as
watelied over by your old nurse, But I have several questions
toask. When are they coming? Have they imissed their
train 2

About five minutes after this they were shown in.

BMrs. Burke, my old nurse, waza homely, plain, soft-hearted
wouian, o little less than forty years of age at this time. Bhe
was stout, and pale, though shie was now a traveller, with
lnrge, short-sighted blue eyes, a flat face, and & number of
chins. Bhewas dressed as you would wish a homely skipper's
wife to be: in o neat bonnet with a licavy Shetland veil
wrapped around it ; a stont mantle, nud a gown of thick warm
stutf, Bhe sank a little eartsey to mﬁ fatlher, who eacerly
stepped forward and eordially greeled his eld servant ; inan
instant 1 bad my arms round her neck. You will belisve I
loved her when 1 tell yon she hed come to my mother's gervice
when I was a month old, and had been my nnrse ond maid,
and looked after nie as a second mother down to the time when
ghe left ns to be married.

Her husband siood smiling belind her.  Ie was short, an
Irishman : he looked the completest zailor you gan imngine—
that is, o mercliant sailor. He was richly coloured by the
sun, and his small, sharp, merry, liquid blue oves gleamed
anid trembled and sparkled in their sockets like a pair of stars
in some reflested Lectic of sunset in the easternsky. Every-
thing about Lim told of heartiness and good humour : there
was something arch in the very cuorl of his little slip of
whiskers, A sel of fing white teeth lighted up his face like
a smile of landness whenever he parfed his lips. He was
dressed in the blue cdoth coat and velvet eollar, the fignred
waisteont and bell-shaped trousers, of the merchant szervice
m those doys, and over all he wore a great pilot-cloth eoat,
whose tails fell nearly to his heels ; inside of which, as inside
a sentry box, he stood up on slightly curved, easily yielding
legs, a model of a clean, wholesome, Liearty British skipper,

Of coursze I bad met him before, 1 had attended his
marriage, and was never =0 dull but that the recollection of his
face on that occasion would meke me =smile, and often laugh
alond. He had also with his wife spent a day with us after
the return of hiz ship from the first voyage they had made
togethey My father shook hiun ecordially by the hand. Ha
then led him into the library, whilst I took Mrs, Burke upstairs.
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