CAPTAIN DAVYY'S
HONEYMOON;
PP. 1-205



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649412617

Captain Davy's Honeymoon; pp. 1-205 by Hall Caine

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



HALL CAINE

CAPTAIN DAVYY'S
HONEYMOON;
PP. 1-205

ﬁTrieste






THE WORKS OF HALL CAINE

CAPTAIN DAVY’S
HONEYMOON

MANY EDITION

ILLUITRATEDR

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY
PUBLISHERS
NEW YORK




CowrmiamT, 1802,
Br HARFER AND EROTHERS,

Corrmenr, 1H08,
Br D. AFPLETON AND QOMPANT.

ErecTwoTTPED 4¥D PRnmen
AT TEE APPiETox Pexsa U E A,



d’.b kdl&t;

CAPT'N DAVY’S HONEYMOON.

CHAFTER I

“My money, ma'am—my money, not
me.”

“Bo you say, sir.”’

“It's my money you've been marry-
ing, ma'am,”

“ Maybe go, sir.”

“Deny it, deny it !”

“Why should I? You say it i so,
and so be it.”

“Then d the money. It took me
more till ten years to make it, and mid-
dling hard work at that; but you go bail
it'll take me less nor ten months to spend
it. Ay, or ten weeks, and aisy doing,
too! And 'l it's gone, Mistress Quig-
gin—d‘yeﬂhea.r me —gone, every mortal
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4 Tapt'n Povp's fHonepmoon.

penny of it gone, pitehed into the sea,
peattered to smithereens, blown to ould
Harry, and dang him—TI'll lave ye,
ma’am, I'll lave ye; and, sink or swim,
I'll darken your doors no more.”

The lady and gentleman who blazed
at each other with these burning words,
which were pointed, and driven home by
flashing eyes and quivering lips, were
newly-married husband and wife. They
were staying at the old Castle Mona, in
Douglas, Isle of Man, and their honey-
moon had not yet finished its second
quarter. The gentleman was Captain
Davy Quiggin, commonly called Capt'n
Davy, a typical Manx seadog, thirty
years of age; stalwart, stout, shaggy,
lusty-lunged, with the tongue of a
trooper, the heavy manners of a bear,
the stubborn head of a stupid donkey,
and the big, soft heart of the baby of a
girl. The lady was Ellen Kinvig, known
of old to all and sundry as Nelly, Ness,
of Nell, but now to everybody concerned
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as Mistresa Capt'n Davy Quiggin, six-
and-twenty years of age, tall, comely, as
blooming as the gorse; once as free as
the air, and as racy of the soil a8 new-cut
peat, but suddenly grown stately, smooth,
refined, proud, and reserved. They
loved each other to the point of idolatry;
and yet they parted ten days after mar-
riage with these words of wroth and
madness, Something had come between
them. What was it! Another man?
No. Another woman? Still no. What
theni A ghost, an intangible, almost an
invisible but very real and divorce-mak-
ing co-respondent. They call it Educa-
tion.

Davy Quiggin was born in a mud
house on the shore, near the old church
at Ballaugh, The house hdd one room
only, and it had been the living.room,
gleeping-room, birth-room, and death-
room of a family of six. Davy, who was
the youngest, saw them all out. The
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. last to go were bis mother and his grand-
father. They lay ill at the same time,
and died on the one day. The old man-
died first, and Davy fixed up a herring.
pet in front of him, where he lay on the
settle by the fire, so that his mother
might not see him from her place on the
bed.

Not long after that, Davy, who was
fifteen years of age, went to live as farm
lad with Kinvig, of Ballavolley. Kinvig
was a eolemn person, very stiff and
starchy, and sententious in his way, a
mighty man among the Methodists, and
a power in the pulpit. He thought he
had done an act of charity when he took
Davy into his home, and Davy repaid
him in due time by falling in love with
Nelly, his daughter.

When that happened Davy never
quite knew. “'That's the way of it,” he
used to say. “A girl slips in, and there
ye are,” Nelly was in to a certainty
when one night Davy came home late
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from the club meeting on the street, and
rapped at the kitchen window, That

.was the signal of the home circle that

some member of it was waiting at the
door. Now there are ways and ways of
rapping at a kitchen window. There is
the pit-a-pat of a light heart, and the
thud-thud of a heavy one; and there is
the sharp crack-crack of haste, and the
dithering que-we-we of fear, Davy had
a rap of his own, and Nelly knew it.
There was a sort of a trip and dance
and & rum-tum-tum in Davy's rap that
alwaya made Nelly's heart and feet leap
up at the same instant. But on this un.
lueky night it was Nelly’s mother who
heard it, and opened the door. What hap-
pened then was like the dismal sneck of
the outside gate to Davy for ten years
thereafter. The porch was dark, and so
was the little square lobby behind the
door. On numerons other nighta that
had been an advantage in Davy's eyes,
but on this oceasion he thought it a enare



