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st SWRIGLEY'S

Real Mint Leaves

Hot days lose their terror
in the cooling freshness of
WRIGLEY’S SPEARMINT.

The dry mouth is moistened and
edgy nerves calmed by this
little joy bringer.

Big in benefit, small
in cost.
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Here you are in your ews bath-

room. A place for everything, and

everything in its place. Hot warer

always, a good mircor, and a fresh

package of Gillette Blades on the

shelf. Then it's easy to ger your
full measure of comfort.

A chilly morning in the mountains.
And 3 mirror from your shaving kie
tacked to a tree. A wind-burar, sun-
burne face with perhaps a two-day
beard. Then it’s pleasant o remember
that you rook along a fresh pack of
Gillecee Blades for comforr,

... Yo can’t expect as smooth a shave

HETHER you shavequictly

; V and luxuriously at home;
or strenuously, over the shoulders
of other harassed travelers in a
Pullman washroom; or primi-
tively in camp, with the cold lake
for your wash basin —no matter
how different the shaving condi-
tions may be—put a fresh Gil-
lette Blade in your holder and
you're sure of a smooch, com-
fortable shave.

Your guarantee of this unchang-
ing comfort is the careful honing, the
delicatestropping that Gillerte's mar-
velous machines give every blade.
No human hand, however expert,
however patient or tireless, could
ever work such comfort into a blade.

And Gillette goes one step further.
It sets aside almost half of all its

Please mention

]

But you can count on your

Gillette Blade to give you a

comfortable shave anywhere
blade department workers ro do

nothing but inspect your blades—
and rewards with a bonus the end-

THE only individual in history, ancient
or modern, whose picture and signature
are found in every city and town, in every
country in the world, is King C. Gillete.
This picture and signature are universal
sign-language for a perfect shave.

this magazine when answering

ess search for any blade that may be
below par.

You see, eight out of ten men in
America shave with a Gillette and
expect every Gilletre Blade to do its
duty. So every blade bas to be good,
no matter how difficult the condi-
tions it goes up against— hard water,
cold water, tough beards, tender
skins, slapdash lather—a dozen vary-
ing conditions that affect the com-
fort of your shave. Conditions change
—the blade doesn't. That's why you
can always slip a fresh Gillette Blade
in your razor and enjoy a swift, sure
shave wherever you are. Gillette
Safery Razor Co., Boston, U. S. A.

Gillette
~

advertisements
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Have You

ment of a large G'm
near Foday 1
wark 534 daye n woek

M-u:. hanioal Drafting."
-H.BEmAvVERNS,
Bouth Beod, Ind.

deseribe and I'll be gl

Of course vou’d like to earn $50 or $75 or $100 a week—vou ’d like
to do more interesting work—you’d !1kc to get into a line that
offers a real future—but do you know how to go about getting

these things?

If you have been thinking of “taking a course” but
have held back because you were afraid you didn’t
have education enough to learn better-paid work—

if you have hesitated to take the risk that it would
actually land you in the better position and in«
crease your salary — then here’s the best news
you ever heard in your life!

I want to tell you about DRAFTING, and show
you that it offers you everything in pay and oppor-
y that you could hope for. 1 want to show
you that a fine Drafting job is now easily within your reach.
And T want to set before you an amazing plan which we have
worked out with the co-operation of some of the biggest
employers and engineers in Ameriea, to prepare you at ho!
in spare time, get you the job and raise your pay— al
solutely without risk of a penny on your part.
Thousands of men—not a bit smarter than you, with no
more schooling or experience have gone from poorly paid
ositions as clerks, mechanics, building trade workers and
aborers into Drafting positions paying $50.00 to $100.00 a
week, with our help. Now with a job and a raise waiting for
youas soon as you are ready for il, allit takes is Llu., COURAGE
to go after it—now if you remain in the rut it's because you
choose to, not because you have to.

Come Into DRAFTING!

I wish I had the room here to tell you all about DRAFTING
—how it has become the most important branch of
every kind of manufacturingand building construction
work—how fasemntmg the work is—the fine bunch
of fellows you'll work with—the big salaries paid—
the wonderful chanees for advancement. How,
while Drafting is white-collar office work, it is
hooked up closely with big projects and lnu men,
and offers the thrill that goes with making phms
which govern every move of the men who do the
work. All this inside d takes a 36 page book to
to send you a copy free
when {;)u mail the coupon for my no-risk job and

raise pl
0. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work.

THE AMERICAN SCHOOL

Dept. DC-2, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

Please mention this magazine when

answer

3 Drafting Lessons
Actually FREE

To Show You How Interesting and
Simple DRAFTING Is
Maybe you think Drafting is “over
your head"—that it takes artistic
talent or some ability you haven’t got.
In that case you have a pleasant sur-
prise coming to you. For I'll be glad
to send vou the first three lessons from our
home-training to show you that the drawing of
plans is purely mechanical, easily learned and
the most interesting kind of work y:u ever
tackled. It takes little enough courage to look
into this wonderful opportunity—just mail the
see for your

how you €
our guaranteed way to ge
into it.

The American School,

Dept. DC-2, Drexel Ave, & 58th Sr.,

Chicago, 111

send \wl]wl-l cost or obligation 3 Dralting

s, 30 page book with the inside dope nbout
. aasesale plan and guarantes to po-

pare me, to uiul:a 0, Lo TAIRE MY DAY OF RO coak,

- Sfate. . .

e T Oocipollon. - Lol il ks

advertisements

ing



ADVERTISING SECTION

a
AW

N GOOD READING 7

CHARLES HOUSTON

/A 4

To read a love story from Chelsea House
is to renew your youth if you are looking
aghast at the fast approach of middle age. Or,
if you are young yourself, here is the mirror
held up for you and your contemporaries.

The following are typical Chelsea House
love stories:

e Loves or Jaxer, by Thomas Edgelow.
Published by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City. Price 75 cents.

Are all artists grown-up children? Must
they be forever pampered?

Certainly Janet Wilde would have had a
ready “yes” to these questions, At the age
of twenty-three she was busy night and day
mothering her father. And what a father!
Acclaimed by all the critics as the greatest
actor of his time, he was at home, off-
stage, a spoiled baby who had to be waited
on hand and foot by the very beautiful Janet.

To make matters more complicated, a a young
actor, just winning his spurs, was madly in
love with Janet, who, more out of pity than
anything else, responded to his attentions.
Then of a sudden there came tragedy. The
“greatest actor” made his last bow and Janet
was thrown on her own resources. In-
stinctively she turned to the stage where she
met adventures galore; the telling of which
is done in a pleasingly swift-paced manner.

ue Love Brige, by Mary Imlay Taylor.
Published by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City. Price 75 cents.

I am not saying that under all circum-
stances I would walk that famous mile for a
book. But “The Love Bridge” is worth go-
ing right out for. It's the story of an engi-
neer who has two things in the world that
he esteems above all others—a girl and
bridge that spans a turbulent Western river.
All the while that he was bossing the peril-
ous job of throwing a gleaming arc between
two canyons, he had in the back of his busy

mind the vision of his girl back home who
would some day be the first to cross the bridge.

And then another girl came out of no-
where, a girl dressed in trousers and a flan-
nel shirt like a boy’s, and before the young
engineer could stop her, she had swung down
the lone cable above the rushing waters and
was the first of her sex across.

From this thrilling start the book plunges
the reader into a maelstrom of adventure
There are those who would destroy the en-
gineer's lifework and come dangerously near
doing it. But always he has for ally that
girl whom he almost hated at first, the flam-
ing beauty who swung down the cable.

There was a time when it seemed as though
the maker of the bridge would never see the
wonder of the finished product. His enemy
had thrown a bomb which blinded him.

And at the end—but not from us shall you
have the thrilling finish. It would be a shame
to spoil it for you by attempting to reproduce
it here.

HE GoLpEN

Thorne,
79 Seventh Avenue,
75 cents.

Here is a man, Clayton Carr, so absorbed
in money-making that he has no time for the
finer things of life. His wife finally revolts,
and he turns to the woman he thinks he loves.

The chuckling Fate sweeps him aboard the
most incongruous thing in the world, a greasy
tramp steamer, Rio bound, and he is face to
face with grim reality. Mon y can’t help him
here. Only integrity of character can bring
him through the scenes which follow until
he returns at last, a changed man,

Here is at once a moving story and a keen
study of what happens to men and women
when there is a sudden shift in their en-
vironment. Succumb, if vou are a lover of
cood fiction, to the lure of “The Golden
Temptation.”

Tesmpration, by Victor
Published by Chelsea House,
New York City. Price

Earn up to 5250 monthly, expenses paid.
] Hr-st intorsating workwith many opportunities for advancement.
X oL big Railway officials, travel o re ain near hame, pleasant,
i mu.Jour wark, Wo assist you to a poaition at $120 OF, Iore por
ter 3

sundard Bur.inus Tra
Inst., Dwv. 24, Buffalo, N- .

Show our all
to-measure sui Ls .md take ordu
L lect your big profits daily
extra_bonus. Largest commissions in
field, Supreme values—smartest stylea,
X Malk: rder-taking easy,

Weekly

FREE OUTFIT—Nearly 200 large
awatchea; complete instroetions,
Reserve territory, no money or ex=

perience r(‘qmru Pioneer 'I'ullof-
Iug 0.y I-Fr“. and Throo
St=., Dept. H-1003, Chicago, Ill.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Bastelx Tarmaniation

This
famous doctor’s
prescription
relieves
gastric distress
heartburn
acid stomach

FTER a hearty

tress?

\\sm\ '-

el

Thousands

BHRRLE WELL

meal —agony, dis-

have learned

that Pepto-Bismol brings quick, pleasant
relief from indigestion, sour, acid stom-
ach, heartburn and gastric fermentation.
Pleasantly flavored, it soothes the deli-

cate stomach lining.

Whenever your

stomach is upset, take a teaspoonful of

Pepto-Bismol,

repeat every half hour

until completely relieved. At your drug-

gist's—50¢.
Co., Norwich, N. Y.

iy on yroutH?

Pepto

The Norwich Pharmacal

Recommended by doc-
tors for children be-
cause of its mild action

-Bismol

MY

by storm!
hats,
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Please

Rush name
acnt FREE,
spare time.
Write
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TAYLOR HAT &

To Wear
and Demonstrate
AMAZING HATS

My fine, suner-quality Wool Felt and Bel-
gian Fur Felt Hats are taking the wnmm-'

I need men to wear
show them to lrlu.ds and
Baving of $2 to &5 gu.r.muu]

on every hat.

Samples FREE!
now for complete equipment—
Experience not needed. Start
1 furnish all stock and capi-
now!
REE lete i
’"'SJ}.J q;:}:‘;, ‘?“X P,

vles and colors. J. Prex.
G.ﬂP MFRS s

tk L-120, Cincinnati, 0.

mention this magazine

We couldnt
save a cent

“T mapw't received a raise in years. and my small salary

"

scarcely lasted from week to week, Margaret scrimped and
saved and did all her own washing and housework, but the
bills kept piling up and I could see she was always afraid
1 would lose my position. But still I kept driiting along in
the same old rut.

“Then one day I met Tom Wilson, who used to work right
beside me, He told me he was making $5000 a year nml had
a nice home in the suburbs, a new car and evtr¥t \::!.F: I
asked h'm how he happened to get ahead so fast. ‘Oh, 1 got
tired werking for a small salary,’ he said, ‘so I started sludymg
at home through the International Lormspondcm:c Schools.”

“That woke me up. I told Margaret that if the I. C. S.
could help a man li e Tom Wilson it could help me. So I
cut out that I. C. S. coupon and mailed it to Scranton.

“It certainly was a lucky {Llﬁ for me. In four months I
received a raise in salary and before the end of the Yyear I
was next in line for manager of my department. We've got
a car of our own now and a bank account that's growing
every day.”

Mow do you stand when your employer checks up his men fur
promotion? ~ Does he think of you? 1Is there any reason wlwl?
ghould be selectad? Ask yoursell these questions. You must face
them squarely if you expect advancement and more money.

It doesn’t
to a‘ﬂt !or full

At least find out what the I. €. 8. can do for you.

cost you a penny or obligate you in any way
Nxticuhr!, but that one step may chanme your entire Jif

_.Mail Coupon for Free Booklet
INTERNATIQNAL CDRRESPDNDENCE SCHOOLS
he Universal University’
an 2085-8, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please semid me a copy of your book-
Iet, “Who Wins and Why,”” and full particulars about the subject
tefore which 1 have marked X in the llst below:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
[ Electrical Engineering [] Architect
| Eleetrie Lighting | Architects” Blueprints
Mechanleal Engineer Contractor and Builder
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman
Machine Shop Practice Structural Draftsman
ilroad Positions J Conerete Builder
zine Operating | Structural Engineer
eer [JCoal Mining Chemistry  [] Pharmaey

i
ng and Mapping J Automobile Wor!
[1Plumbing and Heating Aviation Engines

Ll Steam Engineering Agriculture [ Navigation
Mathematics Radio
BUSINESS TRM]NING COURSES

Rusiness \[nIrm 15

Correspondence
d and Sign ’[‘-Lt
oy et

Manage ering
L] \mnuninz umlC I“ A,
Coaching
Cost Accounting

Rookkeepring Hehoo ‘-ul:ieclu
Seeretarial Work L }”Lh Hehool Subjee
[ISpanish  [J French Ulllustrating O ('ulnmllns

Name.

Street Address

City....

Oeoupatlon. .. .covvmmamemmermmsssrms s e
Persons residing in Canada should send thizs coupon-fo the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools Cangdian, Limited, Montreal, Conada

when answering advertisements
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n Co., Dept.

preliminary  examination, Booklet  free.
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£50.00 WEEKLY.
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Many people have become wealthy almost = : Hero is & treasure chest and ton k
overaight by the discovery of hidden treas=- which will open the lock. Find th t key

ures. Here is an opportunity for you to ! Make the $2,000.00 youra and get l1u~ ilUl)
expl.r}enre thc thrillsof a lr(-nsura hunt and BON TOWN DAN, too, for promptness.
d a brand @ There's too much at stake for you to delay a
minute. Thess keys are all the same size and
apparently are exnctly alike. If your

right key whic! ay
8 treasure of $2,000.00 in CASH and §
R also a brand new HUDSON TUW\I

8 ¥ to be the point of

EDAN lor promplnoess. |
2 e difference. )é ?(;;Oﬂu’:)d t'::; "ht.]{'k.‘:jr;;r.
— fl £ and th udson

20 Other Cash Prizes _ = o $5.500.60 ol i you preter
There are hundreds of dollara in theso If you ﬁnd the ch}lt Key, i

other eash prizea besides the $2.4
CASH first priz the new HUD- GOCS pI'OITI .',mss mark it with an “X"” and
B SON TOWN SEDAN for promptness. Mail thi AdQ ick

That's not all. We will award hundreds — \Afinm oF Gets ASH m.. S s

of ('u,;rl‘{‘.}-w;.m I.'s(]. .25 worth of our ;;rud- 3 on the key right away if
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(.,Abli first prize and the new HUDSON TOWN SEDAN, too, for first prize winner, if on time,
promptoess, if on time—or if you profer, $3,5600.00 in all. CASH and o DBW‘HU DEON

THIS IS NOT A MAGAZINE CONTEST

o oy . . first o 1
Some Person with a Sharp Eye is Going to Win B Y BED AN Sond your
If you can find the 1uck:r key, you may win. You do not have to buy or sell answer TODAY. We will forward you §
any m ines to any o( the 21 big CASH prizes. We are offering st once complete Tules of this prize
these prizes to qmrkly advertise the name and products of the Paris- offer, telling you how close you are to

American Pharmaeal Company. To mnake them better known, we are w:nmnn how to get the $2,000.00 first

iding our profits and sbsolutely .r.-lvmu away the $2,000.00 CABH first prize and make the new HUDSON

ge, 20 other CASH prizes and in addition a now HUDSON TOWN TOWN BEDAN wyours, There will be

EDAN for promptoess. What's still more, duplicate prizes will be given no delay in giving you your award, 8o
on all awards in case of final ties. mail your answer at ONCE.

RIS-AMERICAN PHARA.&L CO. Dept. SA8 Fifth and Court Ave.; Des Moines; Iowa
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Electricity!

Be An Electrical Expert
Come to Chicago— the electrical Center of the
world, Come to Coyne—learn electricity in 12 weeks.
Thousands of dollara worth of electrical apparatus,
Complete training on everything from door bells to
power plants. Radio and auto eourses included with=-
out extra charge. Fit yourself to earn $200 to 3600 a
month. Get started now—ouor employment depart-
ment will assist you to earn while you learn and to
a big pnfr job on graduation. Big newly enlarged
course. 1 pay your railroad fare to Chicago.

d dets
WRITE for FREE BOOK 137, Liille e snosit e

COYN ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

H.C. Lewis,Pres. Founded 1899
500 S0. PAULINA ST. EPT. C9-25 CHICAGO, ILL.
—_ ——— — ——

e e e ey
H. C. LEWIS, Pres.
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL. Dept. C9-25
I 500 So. Paulina Street, Chicago, Il
o pend me FREE your big catalog and your special I

Pleas:
I offer of free railroad fare.

Relief fl'om
the Kurse of
Konstipation

Rexall Orderlies attract
water from systeminto colon
—softendry, hard food waste
—flush itout of body in easy,
natural elimination. Rexall
Orderlies are sold only at
Rexall Stores. 24 for 25e¢,
60 for 50¢, 150 for 1. Save
with safety at your

DRUG STORE
There is one near you. You
will recognize it by this sign.
Liggett’s are also Rexall Stores.

e A T R A A

See your Dentist
everysix months
use
FORHAN’S daily

Only care can protect you from the foe
that ravages health, spoils beauty and
feasts on youth. Forgetful and perhaps
deceived by white teeth, 4 persons out of
5after forty and thousands younger payits
high toll. And when Pyorrheais once con-
tracted only the most expert dental eare
can stem itsadvance. So followthisregime:
See your dentist every six months. And
every morning and night when you brush
our teeth, brush gums vigorously. But
e cerlain to use the dentifrice made for
the purpose . .. Forhan’s for the Gums.
A few days of faithful brushing wili
proveitsworth to you. You'll be delighted
the way your gumslook and feel. Forhan’s
helps to firm gums, keep them sound,
thus warding off such dread diseases as
Pyorrhea. In addition it cleans teeth and
helps to protect them from decay. Geta
tube of Forhan’s from your druggist, to-

day, 35¢ and 60c.

Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S.
Forhan Company, New York

Forhans

or the gums

YOUR TEETH ARE ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS

|
Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Splash in!

Old man Sun! When he’s got you
nearly to the melting point, you
can still laugh—and splash back
at him!

Where? In your tub, of course,
that’s filled to the brim with cool-
ness as fresh as a clear mountain
pool.

Blissfully submerged . . . that will
be you. Blithely afloat—that’s sure
to be Ivory! And when your wilted
spirits have completely revived, the
friend of millions of American

bathers will demonstrate anew its
genius for quick-rinsing foam!

Splash! There goes the last Ivory
bubble away. Cleared of perspiration,
the skin seems to breathe gratefully.
And even if the shoulders and arms
are blushing with sunburn, they have
nothing to fear from Ivory’s refresh-
ing foam. Isn't Ivory safe even for a
baby’s peach-blossom skin?

Old man Sun, here’s a person
who’s serene and happy at the cli-
max of your hot summer day!

. . . kind to evervthing it touches - 99%/,,,%, Pure - “It floats”

© 1929, I'. & G, Ca.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



Pounding Brass
By Thomas H. Raddall
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The radio key appeals to more than the auditory sense.

| [LL KEMPTON'S fingers strayed
@ slowly over the dials, tuning in
and out, for night had fallen on
the North Atlantic and the con-
fused radio voices of the ocean were boom-
ing in with the darkness. The phones
that lay hot and heavy on his oppressed
ears were filled with sound. The high
keening of American ships with their
quenched sparks, the low metallic drone of
British tramps with their harsh rotaries,
clear bugle notes from the Canadian na-
tional ships with their easily recognized
synchronized rotaries, soft pop-pop-pop-
ping of the Germans with their Telefunk-
ens. Japs, bound to and from the Nip-
pon Yusen Kaisha piers at New York,
“hissing away in their own queer code, and
sounding—DBill  soliloquized—like two
Christian ops on a drunk. Frenchmen,

easily distinguished by their characteristic
A’s and E's and the funny space between
the first two dots of their F's. The fast
and smooth stream of snappy dots and
dashes that flowed from brass keys under
experienced hands; the halting stuff, spat-
tered with erasures and repeats that be-
trayed the ham on his first trip.

Ships that had been loud by daylight
were now an offense in Bill's eardrums,
and myriad others, inaudible at tea time,
were coming in with the darkness like an
approaching fife-and-drum band or a host
of bullfrogs in a swamp. Out on the blue
water the six-hundred-meter wave length-
is a pandemonium after nightfall,

There was a step on the deck outside the
cabin and the door opened behind him.
“*Old Foghorn,'” muttered Bill irrever-
ently, “‘comin’ for the time sig,” and slid
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a phone off one ear in readiness for the
skipper’s, “Evenin’, ‘Sparks.””

There seemed to be some hesitation in
the doorway, which was strange, for there
was nothing hesitant about Foghorn Hous-
ton. Stranger still was the trim ankle in
gray silk that appeared over the weather-
board. An ankle followed by a length of
slim leg very different from the skipper’s
baggy blue one, and, since the weather-
board was high, by a round and captivat-
ing knee. A girl stood in the cabin, clos-
ing the door carefully behind her.

“Passengers,” began Bill in his official
voice, “are never allowed in the radio
cabin.”

“Any messages for transmission,”
mimicked the lady astonishingly, “should
be handed to the purser. Well, Mr. Sparks,
I don’t like your fat old lady’'s man of a
purser, so I'm delivering my message in
person.”

She flipped a sheet of note paper under
the eyes of the annoyed Bill.

“This will cost you pretty high,” mut-
tered Bill, still in the official voice. “Must
be all of a hundred words in it.”! He took
his pencil and began to count. The address
struck a familiar chord in him, and he
skipped suspiciously from the street and
number of a Miss Felicia Corning to the
text.

Having wonderful trip home after hectic tour
Yurrup. Doing Paris with mixed party school-
ma'ams more excitement than you'd think, Wire-
less man this boat Bill Kempton too stuck up
recognize me account I was in pigtails when he
went away sea. Better looking than used be
but less fond girls. Almost crab. All girls in
party writing steamship company complain as
understood thing all ship officers flirt. Love.

Pops.

“So,” grinned Bill, “you are little Polly
Falkham of the pigtails. How you have
growed! 1 didn’t know you, honest.”

“Miss Falkham, please,” said the lady
coldly, “and I'd like that message sent
right away.”

The grin faded from Bill's face. “What
—that 2"

“That.” She drew herself up to her
slim height and tapped her foot impatiently,
“And P. D. Q., or whatever the correct
radio term is.”

He threw the sheet down on the table.
“I will not,” he said flatly. “And why?”
he snorted. ‘“Because it’s a fool message,
that’s why.”

Sea Stories

“Ts that the reason?”’ she asked coldly.
“Or is it because some of your friends on
other ships might hear it going through
and have a laugh at your expense?”

He flushed to the back of his neck and
gazed at her with surprised eyes. “Rizht
you are, Pol—Miss Falkham, ma'am. Too
many hirds on this man’s ocean know me
and my mitt. They’d all jump to their
keys and kid me.”

“Mitt?” asked the girl.

“My hand. More difference in the way
two men make dots and dashes on a hrass
key than there is in their thumbprints.
After you've been at this game a while,
kid—that is, Miss Falkham—vou recog-
nize a man by his sending style as you
would by his handwriting.”

“And of course,” her tone was caustic,
“you are the*famous ‘Thirty-per’ Kempton,
and not to be laughed at. Considered the
best operator in the service, w'est-ce pas?
Thirty-per Kempton, who can send Morse
at thirty words a minute and keep it up
till the cows come home. Stuck on your
itty-bitty reputation, n'est-ce pas? Just
because you've had twelve years’ experi-
ence and the Lord gave you a rubber
wrist! All the green yvoung operators like
this poor little Mr. Turpin of vours look
up to vou as a little tin god, #’est-ce pas?”

“So,” uttered Bill grimly, “that’s where
you got it.”

She bit her lip. “You needn’t kick him
in his nice little blue trousers, Mr. Thirty-
per. I wormed it out of him. ‘Thinks
you're the first and last thing that ever
happened. Once I got him started, the rest
was easy.”

He shifted comfortlessly in the chair.
“No need to rub in that Thirty-per stuff,
Polly, ma’am. They pinned it on me when
thirty a minute on a heavy brass key was
the frozen limit. Kinda proud of it, I
admit. Nowadays they're gettin’ so they
don’t pound brass at all. They're usin’
bugs—cute little keys that make your dots
for you—and there’s plenty men hittin’
thirty. And at that”—a sly dig this—
“I'm no prouder of my title than you are
of this funny ‘nessy-pah’ you picked up
in Paris.”

“Picked up, indeed!” snapped the lady
pettishly. “I s’pose you never heard of
schoolma’ams being familiar with the
French language.”

“Where is the sister of my grand-
mother?” Bill was in high glee at this
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fortunate change of subject. “Is it that
she is under the umbrella stand of the
father of the gendarme? Oh, see the
pretty little horse. It is eating of the
cheese of the nephew of the charcoal
burner.”

“Pah!” said the lady in high dudgeon,
- “Will you send my message?”

“I wouldn’t send that,” declared Bill
stoutly, “if I was a ham makin’ my first
trip. And seein’ that I'm the mighty
Thirty-per 2

“Then,” giving the shapely bobbed head
a toss, “I shall file my message with the
purser, including some additional matter
that I've thought of since. And I shall
mark it ‘Rush.””

He stood across the doorway with arms
folded. “Have a heart, Polly.”

“A heart? What do you know about
my heart, Mr. ‘Thirty-years-old-and-never-
been-kissed’ 2"’

“Not much,” admitted Bill ruefully.
“You was a leggy li'le fourteen-year-old
when I left Haileyport.”

“Yes. And the day you went away in
your spandy new uniform with the shiny
buttons I followed you down to the pier to
watch your ship sail. You were my ‘Prince
Charming,” Mr. ‘Roving Bill’ Kempton,
though you didn’t know it. But you saw
me on the pier waving my timid little
hanky and you wouldn’t even wave back,
for fear the other officers would see.
’Fraid cat!”

“No,” Bill protested. “Honest, Polly,
I didn’t realize you was wavin’ to me. [
knew you was the little girl from across
the street, and I wondered what you was
doin’ way down there on the dock.”

“And I,” pursued the lady whimsically,
“went home pretending I was the ‘Fayre
Ladye Rosamund’ and had just seen my
lover off to the wars, I pretended so
darn well I couldn’t eat any supper and
cried myself to sleep on my little bed.”

“And if T know your mother,” grinned
Bill, “you got a stiff dose of castor oil
out of the racket.”

“All of which,” said the lady, letting
whimsey fall with a dull thud, “isn’t send-
ing my message.”

“Ah, yes; the message, to be sure,”
sighed Bill hopelessly.

“I will tear it up, Mr. Thirty-per, on
one condition.”

“And that is?”-

She made a disdainful motion of her
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nose. “No need for yelling, sir. My
condition is that you attend the masquerade
ball to-morrow night in the saloon and
dance with me all evening.”

“Impossible!”

She wrinkled her retroussé nose again.
“Possible. You're going to tell me that
officers may not enter into the social life
of the ship, speak only when spoken to,
and all that stuff. IHooey. And likewise
sauce a la pomme. You will be provided
with a costume—an extremely appropriate
costume—and a mask, and nobody will
know you from a hole in the ground. And
as all the girls think you're a woman hater,
and I've a bet with 'em that I'll have
your scalp in my belt within twenty-four
hours, you shall be my dashing, handsome
cavalier.”

She struck an attitude, unfurled an im-
aginary fan before her face, and rolled
her eyes at him over the imaginary top
of it.

Bill eyed the offensive sheet of note
paper. “You win,” he said.

HIEE never-to-be-forgotten  costume
E ball on the Stella Maris swung

swiftly into that giddy height of lilt
and fun that only shiphoard parties achieve,
Costumes, by some deep magic of the sea,
were contrived of odds and ends in the
space of a few hours, revealing a collective
designing genius that would have put the
gesticulating modistes of Paris to a green
blush. Harem beauties, hobos, sailors,
male and female, a gorgeous King Charles
—a masterpiece, the cloak obviously a cabin
curtain, thefrilly shirt and lace-edged silken
breeches contrived, it was suspected, from
borrowed lingerie—hitch hikers complete
with packs, farmers, colored ladies with
bass voices, and clowns, many clowns, One
of these—and not the happiest—was Wil-
liam Kempton. The baggy suit covered
his uniform from shoes to neck, a paper
foolscap wabbled precariously on his head,
and a mask cut from a black-silk stocking
of Polly’s secured him from recognition by .
the master of ceremonies—no less than
the dapper little purser himself. One by
one a bewildering array of young ladies
was introduced to Bill, always in a dis-
creet corner of the saloon, where he was
obliged by the triumphant Polly to raise
his mask for a moment and be recognized.
And always, when these pouting young
persons asked boldly for dances, he told
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them he was bocked up for the evening
and danced away with Polly.

There was dense fog on deck, which
proved a damper to sitting out, and the
siren was blowing dismally. Otherwise
the ball was a huge success right up to the
crash, which everybody afterward agreed
was nine twenty p, m. In the midst of
a particularly lively fox trot the saloon
deck slid suddenly sternward, and the mot-
ley throng sat down with more speed than
dignity upon the floor. The orchestra died
with a wild, discordant crash, darkies and
instruments flying in all directions. A
grinding shock passed along the side of
the ship and abruptly ceased. To his
credit, be it said that the smoking-room
cut-up, a florid person with comic specta-
cles and a braying laugh, was the first to
recover. “'Tis but the car,” he uttered
shakily, “rattling o'er the stony street. On
with the dance, let jov be unrefined.”

But the ship began to heel perceptibly
before the words were out of his mouth,
and the next of the smitten dancers
squealed, “We're sinking!” and there was
chaos.

Bill took the companionway in exactly
six strides, a performance rendered easy
by the sharp list of the ship. He tore off
the mask as he ran—the absurd hat was
on the saloon floor under the suddenly
seated dancers somewhere—but the clown
suit remained to make little Turpin’s eyes
pop as he surrendered the phones to his
chief.

“What's up?” gasped Bill, running a
keen eye over the log.

“Dunno,” said Turpin. “We struck
something on the starboard side and the
engines stopped.”

Thompson, the second operator, awak-
ened rudely from a snug watch below,
stepped into the cabin. “Struck an ice-
berg or somethin’,” he announced almost
cheerfully.

The squat figure of the Swede boatswain
was in the doorway, an ape of a man with
great hams of hands and the clear blue
eyes of a surprised child. “D’ errial, sir.
She's foulin’® d° stays.”

Bill squinted up into the foggy murk.
“How d’ye know, bose?”

“Ay bin aloft, sir. Ay allus leave a
liddle slack in d' halyards—dey shrinks in
wet wedder, sir—an’ Ay knowed she must
be afoul o' d’ stays wid dis list.”

“Can’t you lower the aérial a few feet?

Sea Stories

T could take in the slack o' the down leads
an’ keep it steady.”

The ape shook its head. “D’ halyards,
sir; dey won't run t'rough d’ blocks, way
she's listin’.  Snubbin’ in d’ blocks, sir.”

Bill did some quick thinking. “She
can’t stay that way, bose. Our juice will
leak away into those steel stays—they’re
not insulated, damn ’em. There’s only one
wire foulin’, ¢h? The starb’d wire? The
port wire's at the other end of a fifteen-
foot spreader an’ can't foul so long’s the
down leads are taut.”

He rummaged in the tool box and pro-
duced two pairs of pliers. “Gotta go
aloft. You take the foremast, bose. Cut
away that starb'd wire, see? You, Thomp-
son, stand by to take in the slack o’ the
down leads when the spreader swings.”

The boatswain was in the forward rig-
ging already, more like an ape than ever.
Bill followed suit aft. It was ticklish
work in the fog and darkness. The mast-
heads were well out over the water, and the
acrial with its several hundred feet of
phosphor-bronze wire and stout fifteen-
foot spruce spreaders swayed unmanage-
ably with every lurch of the ship. By the
fortunes of war the slack in the halyards
was not enough to sag the spreaders be-
yvond reach of the ratlines and by leaning
perilously at the right moment they snipped
the starboard wire at each end simultane-
ously. It coiled like a vicious spring and
fell into the dark sea. The spreader canted
vertically under the weight of the port
wire, swayed a little, dnd steadied as
Thompson, on the roof of the radio cabin,
gathered in the slack of the down leads.
The deck felt good to Thirty-per Kemp-
ton.

The little wall telephone rang.
skipper’s voice. “Kempton?”

fl'S_ir?ll

“We've struck an old derelict, Kemp-
ton, I think,” said the calm voice on the
bridge. “Ripped our starb’d side pretty
bad. Makin’ a lot of water forward of
the engine-room bulkhead. And—just a
minute.” Bill heard him talking to some
one on the bridge. “Kempton? The chief
says he’s got a foot of water in the fire-
room, so you'd better get off a distress call
afore the dynamo fails. Our pesition is
—got your pencil handy? Latitood forty-
five an’ ten north. Longitood forty-eight
an’ eight west. Yeah”

Bill leaped to the apparatus. The starter

The
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switch snapped on and the motor generator
awoke from inertia to a howl. He clipped
in all the gleaming spiral of aérial induc-
tance to compensate as far as possible for
the lost starboard wire, setting the wave-
length changer lever at six hundred meters.
He seized the coupling handle and screwed
the primary of his oscillation transformer
hard up against the secondary, at which
Thompson muttered admiringly, “Atta
boy. Wave as broad as the-ocean. Wake
’em up on every wave from three hundred
meters to kingdom come.”

Turpin was setting the clips of the spark
gap for high power. Bill leaned across
him and shoved the motor rheostat to all
out, and the motor’s howl became a scream.
He shoved up the generator rheostat to the
limit,

Thompson plucked at Turpin's sleeve.
“Stand by, m’son.” he grinned. **’At
set’s rated for two kilos an’ she's gonna do
five or I'm a cross-eyed pantry boy.”

Bill pressed down the key for an experi-
mental dash and dot. The watt-meter nee-
dle swung hard over against the stop,
broke, and stuck there. The safety gap
on the transformer arced once, a vivid
violet crack of flame.

“While she cracks, she holds,” said Bill,
and commenced his rhythmic three dots,
three dashes, three dots. Dit-dit-dit, da-
da-da, dit-dit-dit.

S0S S50S HR SS Stella Maris KXGO Sink-
ing lat. 45.10 N, long. 48.08 W Require immedi-
ate assistance KXGO K.

He snapped the aérial switch to the re-
ceiving position. The ether fell silent with
the silence of death before that mystic
symbol. Some distant ships were telling
others to stand by for the distress signal,
with the terse QRX SOS. Somewhere a
faint piping said plaintively, “WO SENT
SOS ORM IR RPT PSE.” An Eng-
lish tramp, by the sound of his spark, and
a junior operator at the key, by the style
of his Morse, asking “Who sent SOS?
Interference here. Repeat, please.”

The powerful voice of Cape Race broke
in, repeating Bill's message with his high
wailing spark. The piping note of Sable
Island that sounded like a small brother
to Cape Race repeated also. Bar Harbor
caught it and passed it on in a treble
whistle, -The navy boys at New York
called for silence with a peremptory “QST
DE NAH QRT " and passed the message
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again, and the bhee droning of Cape May
flung it south. The whole ocean stood by
and strained keen ears.

“Now for the ships,”” muttered Bill.

Out of the silence came the tuneful pipe
of a tube set. “KXGO DE MAA."

“K,” snapped the key under Bill's fin-
gers.

The tube set “K'd.” “HR Lusania 150
MLS ARV UR POSN 8 HRS K.”

“Arrive your position eight hours, eh?”
muttered Bill. “Not so good, MAA. Th:
ol’ hooker’ll be under in thirty minutes by
the feel of her.” The Stella Maris was
heaving and falling in the fog swell with
lumpish motion that was not good. His
fingers went to the key. “MAA DE
KXGO R TKS STD BI PSE.”

Little Turpin, listening to the hissing
crack of the spark, repeated mechanically
to himself, “Received. Thanks. Stand
by, please,” and Thompson, the second
operator, leaning across the desk, grinned
and said:

“Toujours la politesse, Bill, m'son.”

The ship lurched suddenly to her
wounded side as if a bulkhead had given
way somewhere. “Won’t be long now,”
said Bill, and braced himsell to meet the
new angle of the table,

On the deck outside boats were being
cut free of their gripes and swung clear
of the blocks, ready for launching. Stew-
ards were passing out life belts and help-
ing people into them. Up on the heeling
bridge old Foghorn Houston was directing
operations in the great voice that was fa-
mous over the seven seas. To his chief
officer he said in a quiet voice that was
more potent, somehow, than his roar, “Get
those port-side boats awav, Mr. Bellamy.
The ship is still safer than an open boat,
but 1 daren’t hold 'em any longer. They'll
be useless in another fifteen minutes at the
rate she’s listin'—the port bilge chock’s
awash now. No more than a boat’s crew
in 'em till they're afloat, understand? And
tell those women to wrap up warm, the
air’s as deadly as the water in this lati-
tood.”

Bill clamped the phones tighter to his
ears. There was a tumult of hoarse voices
and clattering feet on the sloping decks,
and much creaking of blocks and falls on
the boat deck outside.

“KXGO DE KFY,” sang a musical
spark in the phones.

“K,” snapped Bill.
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“HR General Washington ARV UR
POSN § HRS WT Happened. K.”

“R TKS Struck derelict—sinking fast—
getting boats away NW,” crackled Bill.

The Stella Maris lurched again, and the
little telltale clinometer on the wall swung
over to an angle that made them gasp. The
lights went out. The motor generator ro-
tated a few times under its momentum and

came to a stop. Bill switched to his
emergency battery.

“Haul down those motor rheostats,
Turp,” he said in the darkness. “Gotta

run the ol’ mill at half speed to save juice.
Tommy, you tell the Old Man the nearest
ship is five hours away.” He turned to
the key again.

“Listing 36 degrees,” he snapped into the
night. “Engine room flooded—lights out
—using emergency—QRK ?”

“ORK,” sang KFY cheerfully. “ORK,”
piped MAA, and added, “UR SIGS
weaker though.” They were getting him
all right, then. So much for the emer-
gency battery.

There was uproar on the tilting deck.
Farmers, houris, hobos, and bona-fide sail-
ors and firemen, bloated and awkward in
life belts, were milling to and fro, and
crowding about the few lanterns as if there
might be some intangible safety in those
feeble beams. Men had been calm, and
women had been magnificent, till hysteria
raised her ugly head in their midst. And
fear had followed in her evil footprints,
infectious as the smallpox.

The skipper appeared in the doorway,
looking in and down upon them from the
steep angle of the deck.

“Better come away!” he shouted. “You
can’t do any more. An’ you're needed at
the boat stations. The fireroom gang got
the wind-up when she heeled a while ago
an’ rushed a couple of boats, the lousy
scum.”

“Tommy an’ Turp, you go down an’
see what you can do,” Bill said. “I'm
stickin’.”

“Don’t be a fool!” bellowed Foghorn
Houston from the dark doorway.

“Good thing he can’t see this clown
outfit,” thought Bill.

Aloud he said, “Those ships won't
reach us for hours, sir, an’ the boats'll be
scattered all over the ocean by then, Got a
hunch there might be a ship just over the
sky line somewhere that could get here
while the ol’ hooker's still afloat.”

Sea Stories
“Huh,” grunted the Old Man. “Why
don't they answer, then?”

“Lots of tramps,” Bill said earnestly,
“only carry one operator. Irregular
watches, see? An’ most tramps only run
their dynamos at night for the sake of the
lights e

“I know all that,” snapped the skipper.
“What's that got to do with it?"’

A and ranges are greater at night,
anyway, so lots of tramp ops come on for
a while in the evenin’ to send the owners
the daily position report. I'm hopin’ one
of those birds is handy an’ that I can catch
him when he comes on the air.”

“Sounds like a fool hope to me,”
grunted the skipper morosely, and stumped
away. Bill heard him bellowing again.
“Lower away. Easy! Easy, now! Both
falls at the same rate. The same rate!
You'll spill if you don’t! Fend ‘er off,
there, or you'll smash., Hey! That boat’s
plug ain’t in! Put your plug in. Put
vour plug in! Tt’s tied to the thwart with
a lanyard! Who put those women in with
those crazy fools, anyway ?”’

Bill was alone in the darkness, sitting
on the edge of the table now, for the
stricken Stella Maris was at a violent an-
gle. Fear was not in him. There is no
room for fear where *there is pride.
Thirty-per Kempton was at the key, and
the whole ocean knew it! All the north-
ern ocean straining ears to catch the
smooth and rapid Morse that flowed from
the brass key under his fingers. The rip-
ple of dots that made an H ; the swinging
C’s, with the first dash slightly longer than
the second; the trio of dots sliding easily
into a dash that made a V—writing on the
wide ether with a flowing, unfaltering
hand at the rate of thirty words—one hun-
dred and fifty letters per minute. Only
one man on the blue water could pound
brass like that! Methodically he sent his
calls, feeling in the dark ether for the
hypothetical ship over the sky line. Hold-
ing his wrist like iron, the wrist Polly'd
said was rubber. Steady. Steady as when
swapping greetings with a passing ship,
with light to see by, and a table that was
right side up.

She's going—slow but sure. Oughta
write up the log. No light, though. No
log, either., On the floor somewhere.
Anything that could slide had slid. Funny
slapping noise against the wall—-which is
more floor than wall. Water? Huh!
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Ears goin’ woozy.

Owverstrain. Slapping
again. Water,

sure enough—must be

nearly under! The clinometer—strike
a match and look. No. Scared? Here
goes. Forty! Great heavens! Seems

quiet, somehow—everybody gone? Shout-
ing off to leeward in the fog. Boats try-
ing to keep touch. Here's KFY again:

“SA OM If ur listing 40 U must be
GNG over.”

Say, old man, if you're listing forty you
must be going over. Right, fella! Feel
her going—this is the end, m'son. Tell
KFY Steady now—scared of mak-
ing a fumbled sig as a kid op taking exams
—da-dii-da, dit-dit-da-dit, da-dit-da-da.

“‘KFY DE KXGO GNG NW OM
SK.” Very appropriate, that “SK.” I
am finished, deuced approp——

The girl’s voice came astonishingly from
the doorway. “Bill!”

Calling down into the dark hole of the
topsy-turvy cabin as though the doorway
was a cellar hatch.

“My heavens, Polly.
Where’s everybody?”

“Gone!”

“You an’ me, too!”

As he clambered over the weatherboard
he heard the high humming of the motor
drop down the scale to a moan and die,
and knew that the water was in the battery
locker at last. His head brought up all
standing against a black mass that proved
to be a lifeboat, cut clear of its gripes and
hanging incredibly inboard from the dav-
its. The deck was like the wall of a
house.

“Good,” he said thickly, amid a sudden
constellation of stars and pinwheels. *“You
take the bow, here, an’ I'll take the stern.
Should be an ax in each end. Got yours?
Good. If the ol' hooker sinks under us.
hop irt an’ cut your falls clear minute you
strike water. Got that? Yeah. If the
ship goes right over, we're dished, but
she’s not tippin’ any farther-an’ she may
sink on her side this way. Meantime we
lower away. Like so. Atta girl. Easy.
Lower again. Fasy. Little more. Touch-
in’ water.
Wrap your legs around ‘em and slide.
Atta girl. Praise Heaven for those harem
trousers, vou couldn’t have done it in a
skirt. Now, when the swell lifts her, un-
hook. Now!”

They were adrift. Bill took a pair of
oars and pulled mightily. _

“Heard a lot of arg’ment, kid, about

You still aboard?

Now, down the falls with you!.
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when a packet sinks. Some say there’s suc-
tion, some say just a splash. Me, I'm not
takin’ chances.” The heavy boat moved
sluggishly under his single effort. He
pulled away for some distance and lay on
his oars. The fog scemed to clear in
patches, for the Stella Maris was still visi-
ble, a darker shadow in the dark night.

“Flares in this thing somewhere,” said
Bill. He fumbled under the thwart.
“Here they are. Punch a hole with the
little gadget an’ chuck the packet in the
water. So!”

A red glare made a small world for
them and the sinking Stella.

“She’s goin!” Going she was. The
ship slid under with a quiet suddenness
that was frightening. A swish, a deep
gurgling as of a giant bottle suddenly im-
mersed, and a splash. They were rocking
in the boat alone with the dying flare
and a multitude of bobbing gratings and
deck chairs.

I HE girl in the scanty harem costume
T‘ crept against him for warmth, and
" he peeled off the cotton clown suit
to wrap about her pump-clad feet, and
arranged his brass-huttoned jacket awk-
wardly around her bare shoulders. They
drifted for an eternity. Out of a long
silence he said suddenly. “I'm through.”

She raised her head from his shoulder.
“Through with what, Bill?”

“With poundin’ brass. Wireless oper-
atin’. Thought a lot about it lately. No
future in it. Roamin’ the sea all your life,
on watch, off watch, day in, day out, Sun-
day an’ Monday. An’ when you're all
done, what are you? Just another brass
pounder.”

liI See‘!l
her voice.

“Yeah. Or some day, that,” He waved
toward some floating riffraff that was
bumping gently against the boat.

She said, “You talk as though this day’s
not some day,” with a little rueful laugh.

“Where there’s life there’s hope,” he
told her. “But take ol' Foghorn, now.
There’s a man spent all his life on the blue
water, livin’ an’ breathin’ just for his ship
an’ owners, an’ what's he got out of it?
A trip to Davy Jones!”

“Captain Houston? Wasn't he saved?
Why, I thought we were the last to
leave.”

He shook his head with a motion that
was almost a shudder. “Caught a glimpse

There was a vague caress in
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of him just as the ol’ Stella went under.
Standin’ on the side of the wheelhouse in
his heavy bridge coat, with his feet wide
apart an’ his shoulders braced against the
post of the soundin’ machine as if he
didn’t plan to be separated from her ever.”

She put her face against the fog-damp
breast of his shirt and sobbed quietly. His
arms went about her as though they had
always belonged there. He patted the bare
white shoulder gently.

“What are you going to do, Bill, if you
leave the sea?”’

The change of subject was welcome.
“Why, Mack Doran wanted me to go in
with him, Polly, last time T was in Hailey-
port. Remember Mack? He's got a radio
supply store down on Boyce Avenoo that’s
makin’ plenty money for him. Wants to
branch out an’ make receivin’ sets—his
father’'s a cabinet maker—with me in
charge of the store. T've got some jack
saved away from long trips, an’ a heap
of experience with radio gear, an’ the fact
that I've been a seagoing op won't exactly
hurt me with the customers. Mack says
a sure-"nough seagoin’ brass pounder could

sell stuff with his eyes shut. Goes big
with hams.”
“Wherell you live, Bill? The old

home’s been closed since your mother died,
basn’t it?” He did not catch the wistful
note in her voice.

Yeah. Didn't altogether like the idea
of strangers in the ol’ place. Board some-
where, I guess. Iandy to the store some-
where.”

She turned her face up to him, a white
oval in the dark. “I'll come in sometimes,
Bill, and buy tubes and things.”

He kissed her. Afterward he wondered
vaguely why. His head had dropped
somehow, and lo! there were her warm,
moving lips under his.. Funny. Her
arms, white and round, stole about his
neck, and one hand stroked his rumpled
yellow hair. THer eyes were closed. The
scent of her damp hair was a strange in-
cense in his nostrils. Queer little thrills
up and down his spine made him arch
involuntarily the muscles of his back.

“Polly,” stammered a deep and strange
voice in his chest, “Polly, d'yvou—d'you
think——"

Booooooorp! Qoooorp!

“A ship,” said the normal of Thirty-per
Bill Kempton. *“And near.”

The girl sat up, silently, and leaned away
from him, resting her chin upon her cupped
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hands. What she might have thought he
never knew, He took the oars and pulled
painfully toward the sound.

“Can’t be either of those birds that an-
swered my SOS,” he grunted; “must ’a’
raised a handy tramp after all.”

Boooorp-ooooorp! The siren echoed
again through the fog, so loud as to startle
them.

“Easy all,” muttered Bill,
down, first thing we know.”

A distinct throb of machinery, ship en-
gines, tunkety-tunk, tunkety-tunk, pulsing
through the fog and darkness. Then a
bell, sharp and distinet. Ting-ting, ting-
ting, ting-ting, ting-ting.

“IZight hells,” breathed Bill. “Kid, we've
only been adrift an hour or little more.”
He fumbled under the thwart for another
flare, and hurled the little packet in the
direction of the bell. Red light flamed as
the chemicals touched salt water, showed
them the bulk of a ship. There was a faint
shout and a jangle of engine-room bells.

“Goin astern,” muttered Bill,

A searchlight reached into the fog; a
white and sickly finger that swept about
the flare and finally came to rest on the
boat. “Boat ahoy!” bellowed a voice.

“Ahoy yourself,” answered Bill, stand-
ing up.

“Can you pull over 'ere to us?” asked
the voice.

“Comin'!" shouted Bill.

The voice addressed somebody as
“Bos'n,” ordered that person to “lower a
jacob’s ladder from the well deck,” to
“stan’ at the fut of it,” and to “wave a lan-
tern.”

In a very few minutes they had the
clanking deck of a British tramp under-
foot. The captain turned over his com-
fortable cabin to Polly, regretting in hon-
est cackney that it wasn't better, and ad-
juring his deft little gray-haired steward
in a tremendous voice to “sec that the
voung leddy 'as everything she wants.”

" Bill found refuge with the English wire-
less man. “I put my phones on,” said
that worthy apologetically, “just as you
sent that last bit about going, and I guessed
there was something wrong. I'm aston-
ishin’ clever at times, vy’ know. T started
to call, but my main transmitting condenser
busted as soon as I touched the key.
Course, I knew from the strength of your
sigs you were right on top of me some-
where, and then I heard KFY checking

“Get run
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your paosition with MAA. And—well,
here we are.”

“And very nice, too,” said Bill.

“How the deuce,” admired the other,
“did you send that letter-perfect Morse
with your packet on her beam ends?”

Bill grinned delightedly. There were
men on the blue water, then, who'd never
heard of Thirty-per Kempton. It was a
sweet thought. Bill was an involuntary
king and his throne—that throne of
pounded brass—irked him not a little.

“Sittin’ astride the table edge,” he said
whimsically, “an’ reachin’ down to the key
like a fella on horseback fixin® a stirrup.
Maust ’a’ looked like a bit of a circus, with
that clown suit an’ all.”

YR ORNING brought the problem of
M clothing Polly, which was solved at
= last by a red-faced apprentice, who
offered his shore-going clothes. She made
a charming boy.

Bill was giving the English operator a
hand with the broken condenser.

“Of course,” he declared, “‘spark sets’ll
soon be a thing of the past. But while
they're here, fella, let me tell you these
little ol' oil-immersed, glass-plate-an’-foil
condensers of yours are a delusion an’ a
snare. They'll bust as quick as any other,
an’ take a darn sight longer to fix.”

“Efficient in operation, though,” re-
turned the other, quick to the defense of
gear he had cursed for six months.
“What's better ?”

“Glass jars,” declared Bill eagerly. “If
you bust one, slide it out, slip a new one
in, an’ there you are. Two minutes an’
you're goin’ again, But this"—waving a
contemptuous hand toward the offending
condenser—"'is a day's work to fix. Gotta
dump out the oil an’ pull all those messy
leaves apart, an’ then maybe have to con-
nect a spark coil across it to show up the
busted plate. Never fixed one yet but
what I finished up ravin’ wild an’ oil from
truck to keel.”

“Yes,” the Englishman joined battle vig-
orously, “but what about efficiency in those
Leyden-jar things, old chap? Those pretty
blue flames around the edges, eh? Losses,
my dear feller, losses. You don’t get that
with the old oil-plate affairs.”

“All of which,” said Polly, a slim and
flushed figure n the doorway, “is very
technical and dull. 'Why not discuss some-
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thing interesting—me for instance, What -
do you think of this?”

She strode a few paces along the deck
in a droll imitation of the wide-apart sea-
faring roll, swinging her arms from side
to side au matelot.

“Best-lookin’ "prentice I ever saw,” said
the Englishman gallantly.

Polly bowed her thanks. She took Bill's
arm and steered him to a nook among the
tramp’s grubby lifeboats.

“The.captain tells me all the rest of our
people were picked up by the General
Washington and Lusania.”

He nodded absently. “Yeah. Barrin’
those in the boat that upset. And the
skipper.” -

He was leaning against the rails with
his fists jammed into his jacket pockets,
with a lock of his yellow hair down across
his forehead, and his sea-blue eyes star-
ing far out across the sunlit dancing water,
as though the hurrying radio waves were
visible to his inner eye and he could read
them without the aid of man-made appa-
ratus. Always afterward, when she thought
of Bill Kempton, she saw him in that atti-
tude on the deck of the grimy tramp. Long
after a fickle world ceased to thrill over
the operator in the absurd clown costume,
long after she married Winslow Bates of
the Haileyport Bank, long after there was
a Winslow, Jr., and a little Polly, the
picture flitted through her mind.

He was clearing his throat. “Polly.”

“Yes, Bill?”

“’Member what I said last night?”

“About quitting the sea?”

“About quittin’.”

“You've changed
small, careless voice.

He gave her a surprised glance and
looked away again hurriedly.

“How’'d you guess ™"’

She laughed, a hard little laugh. “As
soon as I heard you arguing with that
operator. Any one could see you'd be a
fish out of water in a shop, even a radio
shop. Your heart’s all tied up in aérials
and coils and things, and no room for
anything else in it—not even a woman,
much less doing up parcels with string and
passing them across the counter. No music
for you in the wide world but that muzzy
jumble in a pair of head phones, is there?”

“Yeah,” he said dreamily. ‘‘Poundin’
brass, kid; it gets you.”

your mind”—in a



- Skybo Williams, D.G.S.
By Malcolm S. Brainard

Off the Virginia Capes

% UARTERMASTER on watch!
Sound recall on the whistle!”

Captain Steven McNulty, young
old man of the sea, bellowed from
the head of the slip as he came on the
double.

“Tell Callahan to single up the lines, and
pass word to Mr. Hanes to get ready be-
IOw"'

A hiss of water and steam came from
the giant chime of the naval tug Pofomac.
The letters “PD” in the continental code
reverberated three times up and down the
Elizabeth River and over three cities sum-
moning a handful of men—the Polomac's
Ccrew.,

On the Charles and the Cooper, Potomac
and Piscataqua, the Rio Grande and the
Rappahannock, the deep blasts of this fa-
mous whistle are still a fond memory to
all old seamen.

Captain McNulty was a commander of
sailormen. Wooden ships and iron men,
or iron ships and wooden men, Steven Mc-
Nulty was a respected master mariner.
Thirty-two years in uniform at sea had

molded his body and his soul into its
mass.

Disdaining the short ladder from the
slip, the old salt dropped to the white, slop-
ing deck of his command.

“Callahan! We leave as soon as possible
for a wreck off Beaufort. Word just came
in to the yard office and we shall probably
have rough weather outside. As soon as
Mr. Hanes gets up steam, most of the
men should be back.”

“Yes, sir,” answered Callahan, with his
hat shoved well back on his graying head.
With nearly as much experience at sea as
his commander, it was unnecessary for him
to be told to put up weather cloths, house
the awnings, stow loose deck gear, clear
away the towing engine, and do all the
other odd jobs incidental to a deep-sea tow-
boat faring forth.

Scotch boilers are slow steamers. Rous-
som, black of skin and white of soul, knew
just how to slice the fires, coal them over,
and push them back. Spread the coal thick
and even, and mighty little draft at first.
Heavy smoke poured from the stack.
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A painted towboat on a painted river
was being transmuted into a challenger of
the deep.

By six o'clock a thin wisp of smoke rose
steadily toward the heavens, a feather of
steam from the safety valve, and a foot-
thick stream of yellow-green water pulsed
from the overboard discharge.

Hale, grease covered, was turning the
engine over slowly, working the water out
and warming up for the run. A teacup
full of water will burst out cylinder heads,
and large masses of metal must be heated
and expanded evenly.

“Quartermaster, how many men are
aboard?” called Captain Steve.

l"Twenty-one, sir,” came the prompt re-
ply.
}"‘Mr. Simionds, have you enough men to
sail ?” asked the skipper of his first mate.

“Yes, sir. My best men are back, and
those that aren’t will not be missed.”

“Is ‘Sparks’ aboard?” Radio men are
valuable at sea.

“Yes, sir.”

Swinging himself up the vertical ladder
to the tug’s flying bridge with the ease
of a midshipman, Captain Steve called over
his shoulder.

“Cast off!”

Eyes of six-inch hawsers jerked over the
bollard heads on the dock and were
dragged aboard carefully so as not to get
them wet. Mooring lines are mooring
lines, and wet lines rot when stowed.

One long, sonorous blast from the whis-
tle told three quarters of a million people
that the Pofomac was outward bound, if
‘they cared to know.

A rattle of the engine-room telegraph
was answered by a swirl under the tug's
stern, pushing the dregs of the Dismal
Swamp back toward Gilmerton Locks and
a steel stem toward the open sea.

A staggering, running, towheaded boy
raced down the slip, neckerchief flying and
hat gone.

“Come on, ‘Skybo'!” yelled half a dozen
lusty gobs from the tug. *“‘Jump her!”

A blue-clad mass hurled itself into space.

Overboard from the tug went a dunga-
reed figure, heaving line in hand. Skybo
came up, grabbed a rope-bellied fender and
swung himself aboard, the dungareed fig-
ure following., Many a good man has left
this world between a dock stringer and a
crunching steel plate,

“What the hell you goin’ out without me
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for?” asked the figure in sozzley blue of
Callahan.

“We can’t wait for all the sleepers,” an-
swered the boatswain’s mate. “You'd bet-
ter go below, change your clothes, and sleep
a while. Too much Avon Street.”

Alcohol usually engenders loquacity, but
not in disciplined seamen aboard their own
ship. The tipsy one, born and bred in the
cotton fields of Mississippi, squdged for-
ward and down the ladder to the crew’s
quarters. Ashore, like his mates, a roar-
ing good fellow; aboard, like his mates, a
seaman.

“Starboard your helm,” came down the
voice tube from the flying bridge to the
wheelhouse.

“Helm's starboard, sir,” snappily rung
in the skipper's ears.

“Steady.”

“Steady, sir,” answered the helmsman.

Slowly eight hundred tons of brawn and
sinew slid down the river. The deep whis-
tle sounded when they met craft passing
up but never a blast for one passing down.
The tug overhauled few, but her way was
unchallenged in a pull.

“All right, sailors. All you men not on
watch, go below and turn in.” Callahan
chased his gang below. Ahead might be
hours in swashing water, hunger, and cold
to numbness. No ruckus in the forecastle
to-night.

Red Cape Charles light glowed across
the port quarter and steady white Cape
Henry over the starboard. The quartering
swell rolled the sailors in their bunks;
knowing, even in their slumber, where the
vessel should change course, their rest was
but shortly interrupted.

Captain McNulty could snore! Book
captains would have been pacing the bridge
issuing orders, but Captain Steve, a smooth
round peg in a neat round hole, slept the
sleep of Thames Street.

Ambiguity at the wheel: Healy, so his
enlistment record named him, but who al-
ways got leave for Yom Kippur. IHealy
could judge a mountainous wave to hali
a revolution of the wheel, and he needed
to with a skipper named McNulty.

Rearing and diving, port roll and star-
board lunge, they grunted their way toward
the graveyard of the Atlantic seaboard.
Many a man has seen Hatteras, but no
man knows it as the salvage man does.
The Lord is not master in that latitude "
when it is shut in by a clay-colored dome.
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JORNING broke late through the
scuds of rain. The wind howled a
gale. The barometer was falling.
Fast-driven clouds brushed the hem of
their tattered skirts on the tug's low, reel-
ing mastheads. No standing on the fly-
ing bridge for four hours, nor even two
hours, in this weather. ILnokouts, lashed
to the railing, were changed every hour.

Old Jeff, twenty-seven years ship’s cook,
sick unto an ashen hue unknown to his
African ancestors, managed coffee. Paddy
Bright, erstwhile Baltimore chef, now coal
passer, rustled a scout’s kettle full of hot
burgoo. Paddy knew good wadding to
fortify sailors against rough weather.

“Sail ho!” called the wet and hatless
Skybo from the lookout.

“Where away?” came a cZlm voice up
the tube.

“Dead ahead, sir. A schooner, cleaned ;
down by the head and awash, sir.”

Sailormen unconsciously acquire the
knack of stating facts without embellish-
ments.

A moment’s pause while the tug sank
between two mountains, crossed the short
floor of the valley, and clawed up the con-
cave, snarling comber.

Another hour's leading and feinting, and
the derelict stood out—a lifeless hulk. Im-
aginative artists could clothe the splintered
stubs with sails. A poet could weave an
Odyssey around that creaking hulk. The
navy towboat captain saw only a possibil-
ity of saving life, of removing a menace
to navigation.

Bracing himself against the flying
bridge, Captain Steve, a stubby mass of
baggy oilskins, roared down the voice tube,
“Half speed!”

Bells jangled.

“Starboard, half.”

Semewhere below a steering engine clat-
tered and the tug headed into the wind.

“Steady !”

“Quarter speed.”

A voice called up from the deck below,
“Can make out two men on the wreck, sir.
One near the heel of the mainmast and
another down, awash, lashed to the binna-
cle.”

“Are they alive?” called Captain Steve.

“Can’t make out, sir, but I believe the.

one at the binnacle is moving.”
“Callahan, get ready to make a shot.”
“All ready, sir.”
“Watch your chance now, Callahan. I’ll
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ease her over a little closer. T think it is
too rough to shoot a line over.”

Slowly, steel slithered sternward in a
boiling sea.

Don't go too close to a wreck in heavy
weather unless you have learned how from
experience, If you are over twenty-one
years old you will never learn.

“Stop!” roared the skipper.

“She’s stopped, sir,” came up the an-
swering voice.

“Helm a quarter starboard.
smd‘ll

All hands were on deck now. There was
work to be done, and few enough hands to
do it, even with a full crew. Forgotten,
now, were the double watches; forgotten
sleep, forgotten grub. Every one about
the decks was soaked to the hide.

Everything was against shooting a line
across the hills and valleys of that roaring
sea. No shot could make headway against
such odds.

“Mr. Simonds.” called Captain Steve,
gripping the hand rail with two knurled
paws,

A red-faced figure in a rustling sou’-
wester popped a head out of the wheel-
house door just below where the skipper
was standing.

*Yes, sir”

“Can you make it with a whaleboat?”

“Yes, sir.”

Callahan was already clearing away the
gripes. Skybo and “‘Frenchy,” seaman
and oiler, were at the boat falls ready to
lower away on the word. Feet were shuf-
fling in the gangway swash. It takes seven
huskies to man a whaleboat, and there were
more than that on deck. Some one was
going to be left.

“Jump up here, four of you, and get
on your life belts,” called Callahan. There
was little, if any, choice among the men
below him, and Callahan knew he had two
good men to go from their temporary sta-
tion at the boat falls.

No sane man would attempt to scrabble
up six feet of slippery steel with no hand
or toe holds, especially when it is careen-
ing over a hundred fathoms of cold, seeth-
ing brine. A score of men had a fair start
—no handicaps. The only precedence was
agility and sinew. The first four grabbed
life belts. Coal passer and oiler, seaman
and carpenter—a crew to pull the thwarts
off any Kittery-built whaleboat.

The six men, some hatless, some shoe-

Back half
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less, dorned their life belts—the old cork
kind that stiffened a man’s guts and warded
off body blows. They swung out on the
manropes, quictly dropped into the sway-
ing boat, and grabbed the oars.

“Hop out there, you, Skybo, and get a
ball of white line,” Callahan called to the
towheaded seaman.

“It's here.”

An end of the ball was passed clear of
all the deck gear and attached to the after
thwart of the whaleboat to be used later in
hauling a hawser to the derelict. Too
much drag for the small boat to haul across
a heavier line.

Firmly gripping the deck-house rail, the
mate, Mr. Simonds, reeled his way abreast
the laden boat; sou’wester off, rubber
boots left behind—ugly things to try and
swim with.

“Gimme a chew, Callahan.”

Callahan passed the mate a t:moothly
whittled plug of navy tobacco. Without
comment the mate gnawed off a slug,

sed it to the man nearest him in the

at, and it wended a losing journey.
Much history has been written because of
a good chew of tobacco.

“All ready. Lower away when she heels
over,” ordered the mate, his cheek bulging.

Boat falls rove easily out of the flakes,
and, when the sea willed, the oaken shell
with its precious crew dropped swiftly into
the water, Stoppers were loosened, the
bow and stern men jerked the hoofs free,
and leaders snatched the heavy blocks,
swinging in death-dealing blows, away
from the heads of the boat's crew.

Staggering in the bow of the whaleboat,
a thin cherub-faced lad stood tense with
a gaff in hand, ready to fend off. With
the strength of a young devil, he shoved
clear the bow of their frail craft when the
sea thrust it toward the ship’s steel side.

“Qut oars, port,” called the mate in the
stern.

Three ashen blades poised over the
swells.

“Give away, port.”

They dipped. Slowly the whaler swung
away, dangling over the brink of Hades.

“QOut oars, starboard, and give way to-
gether.”

Seven good, likely candidates for Davy
Jones® locker.

Straight and strong, at the steering oar,
stood Boatswain Simonds. A son of the
Virgin Islands, reared in the shadow of
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Bluebeard’s castle when Danish was taught
in the schools of Charlotte Amalia. To
him fell the duty, a plain job.

For the first few minutes the whalehoat
soared and plunged within sight of those
on the tug. As time dragged her absences
grew longer. Steady sweeps from arms
already numbed urged the frail craft to-
ward the wreck. Drifting hither and
thither, the white line rode over the swirl-
ing spume, useless to the whaler in case of
trouble.

Darkness was falling. Leaden clouds
shorten the days. Just get the line aboard
and the job would be done. The rest
would be as simple as stowing a heaving
line.

“Ahead half! Port your helm!” roared
a voice from the flying bridge.

“Callahan, break out all your heaving
lines and get them on the aftér deck house.
Sea anchor over the side with plenty of
line. Break out some oil. I'm coming
about. Have a line on all hands working
about the deck.”

Every man, visible and invisible, sprang
to action on the double. Captain McNulty
could voice two sentiments at once. Even
the kinky, gray head of old Jeff bobbed
out of the galley in the swirl, keen for a
chance to lend a hand.

““Callahan, the whaleboat has turned over
end for end,” Captain Steve yelled through
the gale when opportunity offered.

Heading into a tremendous sea, Mr.
Simonds had been outwitted for an in-
stant, but the mate's wits were very quickly
gathered unto him. One by one Mr.
Simonds counted the spluttering heads bob-
bing up here and there, dodging tethered
gars. Frenchy, Lees, “Chips,” Olliger,
Bright ; but where was Skybo? No Skybo
in sight.

A speck! Far up on the crest of a
comber, a hundle of black in a corselet of
dirty gray. Mr. Simonds shut his eyes.
No one saw but him. Pray Heaven no
one would see. Yelling would have been
as useless as table tapping in a boiler fac-
tory.

Poor Skybho!

Knight says a vessel may be turned in
a mountainous sea, but at great peril.
Captain McNulty did not consult Knight
at the moment. He made the turn any-
way. May as well lose the ship and all .
hands as lose seven such men.

Slowly maneuvering the tug to wind-
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ward, the old skipper ordered Callahan to
let go the sea anchor. Its line was passed
through the eyes of the ship and back to
the midships chock, where it was safer
to handle. A little sternway on the engine
lowered the towboat slowly against the
pull, and the wide-mouthed canvas bag
filled with water and retarded their drift.

They settled back toward the overturned
boat. No one spoke. There was a man
aloft, gripping the bridge rail, who could
take care of that.

Heaving lines were carried aft, and when
the tug approached heaving distance, Cal-
lahan secured an end of a life line, knotted
about his waist, to a towing bitt, and scram-
bled through the swashing water in the
short quarter-deck to the grated fantail.
There were enough men in the water now.

“Mistah Callahan, I'm passin’ you de
heavin® lines, and here, you, ‘Frisky.” you
an’ ‘Beavers’ haul in de no ‘counts. Mind
you flakes 'em right or 1 bust yo' head wid
a cleaver 'fore we passes de nun buoy.”
Bareheaded, aproned Jeff; Thomas Wash-
ington Jefferson, ship’s cook.

No need of a life line for Jeff, his bare
feet each covered thirteen inches of three
teak deck planks, and he could pick up a
ten-pound can of tomatoes in the span of
his fingers.

Carefully dividing the tarred line, just
enough in the right hand and just enough
in the left, Callahan tested the balance. If
you don’t get the right lay in making a
heave you'll foul and fall short.

A tattooed arm whipped out. Hempen
coils rolled into the air and the heavy
hexagonal nut embedded in the wall knot
drew the line out straight, and it fell, fair
across the upturned keel. Nerveless hands
snatched it—a thread of life.

Mr. Simonds managed to hook the
whaleboat's painter with his stockinged toe,

- With one hand he knotted the line from

the tug, keeping his weight on it, spring-
like, to ward off the snapping jerks of the
sea. When it was tied he waved to Cal-
lahan.

Slowly, with Jeff bossing, the men on
the towboat hauled in the line, hand over
hand, as Callahan eased it over the stern
rail, steadying himself between the surges.

When the whaleboat with their clinging
shipmates was about fifty yards astern of
the Potomac, another heaving line was
floated out, attached to a life ring. Tick-
lish, slow work. 3
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Mr. Simonds caught the ring with his
toe ant motioned the nearest man to grab
it. There was no time to argue, no place
for hero stuff. Slowly Frenchy was hauled
up under the tug's weaving stern. Calla-
han, gripped about the waist by Jeff,
reached down for the little oiler. \Watch-
ing the swells, Callahan grabbed and
flopped him aboard the instant the stern
swept down.

One after another the men in the wates
were brought aboard the tug until non.
were left but Paddy Bright, erstwhile Bal-
timore chef, and Mr. Simonds. Again the
life ring was floated back.

Those on the tug saw that Mr. Sim-
ounds and Paddy were conversing. Paddy
ducked under the water. Where had he
gone? After what seemed to be an age,
the coal passer’s head bobbed back, and he
held a line in his left hand. Callahan
looked at Captain McNulty standing above
him on the deck house.

“They've got a rolling line on her, sir.
We'll try and h'ist her in.”

No one had a thought of the small boat
being government property! Just a damn
good whaleboat, old issue, Kittery built.

Paddy came over the counter next, shins
skinned pink and clean from the knee
down. His cheek still bulged with a chew.

Again the life ring was floated back, and
off came Mr. Simonds, who just missed
heing crushed under the stern by an angry
sea. Releasing his hold on the life ring,
a couple of wiry strokes propelled him a
hair’s breadth from death, and as the stern
settled he virtually stepped aboard.

“Skybho's adrift, sir,” reported Mr. Sim-
onds to the skipper.

“Too bad,” and Captain McNulty, an
older man, staggered his way forward
along the heaving deck.

For reasons far removed from ancient
theology, men have much cause to love
their fellowmen. Words are common to
all, a shell is but a memory, but guts are

guts.
The darkness of [Hades enshrouded
them, Nothing could be done but pull

away from the wreck and lay to until day-
light.

Below decks, during the lull, Mr. Hanes
had dragged out canvas and spread it on
the engine and fire-room gratings where
it was nice and warm. The coarse, dirty
folds, made fairy-soft beds for the sodden
sailors,
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Old Jeff, soaked to his hide, staggered
about with a scout’s kettle full of sizzling-
hot bean soup, ladling it out to his boys.
Yes, sir! Skipper, mate, chief engineer,
and all—all his boys! No one but Jeff
knew or cared how he managed to cook
over a dancing galley range.

Skybo was missed. No one spoke of
him, yet the very ship crooned his name,
and the wind mourned “Skybo” through
the rigging.

With her engine barely turning over, the
Potomac headed into an angry sea all night
—just steerage way, not enough to move
her far from her task.

IORNING broke at last. One by one,
| tired, stiff, aching bodies came to
- life. Clothes dry and stiff, eyes
caked with salt, hair like hog’s bristles. A
slug of hot, black coffee and to work again,

All hands were out to look, even men
who had toiled most of the night. Per-
haps some one would see Skybo, or worse,
what had once been Skybo.

“Some one moving aboard the wreck,
sir,” called MacFarland from the wheel-
house.

Captain Steve narrowed his little, slitty
eyes. Perhaps Mac saw and perhaps he
didn’t. Yet, Mac's eyes were younger and
might be better.

“There’s a man braced against the taff-
rail, sir,” came from a sailor perched on
the engine-room hatch.

Captain Steve joined Callahan near the
after end of the deck house.

“See if you can signal him, Callahan.”

The boatswain’s mate braced himself
against the mainmast and extended hoth
hands aloft, the attention signal of the
navy semaphore. The figure on the wreck
answered with one hand.

“Tell him we’ll float over a line,” or-
dered the skipper.

“Watch for floating line,” was slowly
spelled and repeated across the waste.

The figure on the wreck waved back.
Was the message understood, or was he
just waving to bolster his tense hopes?

“Sai] thread, and plenty of it de-
manded the old salt.

A sodden seaman reached up two balls
of stout cotton thread, Callahan attached
a large cork to an end of the ball and
tossed it into the water, applying a light
coating of grease as the thread passed
through his hand. The wind and the
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waves forced the cord with the thread
attached back and forth, yet always toward
the wreck. Half an hour and the first ball
was gone, the light thread having been
driven this way and that, over an area of
perhaps a half mile in width. Surely one
of the parts would strike the derelict. A
second ball was bent onto the end of the
first and started paying out slowly.

When this second ball was nearly gone
there came a jerk—a bite, and a human
one!

“He has the end, sir,”” called Callahan,
and the figure on the wallowing wreck was
waving frantically, The drowning man
had truly grasped a straw.

“Bend on the white line,” ordered the
captain.

A roll of cotton twine as large around
as a knitting needle was quickly attached
to the sail thread, and the skipper waved
to the figure on the wreck. The white line
was drawn over the side of the tug, slowly
at first, as the sag was taken up in the
thread, then faster, faster, until the reel
ran smoothly. The end of another ten-
pound roll was hauled out, inch by inch,
until it was nearly gone. It stopped pay-
ing out altogether, and the hand on the
wreck again signaled.

“Small line,” said the captain, and a
sailor appeared with a coil of light hempen
line about as thick as his knotted, little
finger, but strong enough to hold the weight
of two men—strong enough to haul across
the towing hawser.

Again the boatswain’s mate signaled
across to the Crusoe, and slowly the small
line, running freely over the side, sank
in the angry green seas. This was going
slower—a heavier drag through the water.

After an hour’s hauling the figure on
the wreck again gesticulated.

“Bend on the hawser. He's a man if
he makes it,” said the old skipper, his
face tense.

“Two men on the wreck now, sir,” called
MacFarland from the wheelhouse. Mae-
Farland was right, before.

It was torment to the men on the tug
to glimpse those poor devils pulling their
lives out on the plunging wreck.

Hours dragged by, and the leaden pall
was again settling on an angry sea.
Healey, with three hours’ sleep since leav-
ing the dock, took the wheel.

“He’s waving again, sir.”

Every muscle aboard relaxed.
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“Thank Heaven!” said the skipper,
standing bareheaded, facing the wreck.

“He's taking the line aft, sir,” MacFar-
land bawled from the flying bridge.
“There’s a man for you.”

A long breathless wait.

“He's waving again, sir, and | can see
the hawser tending over their stern.”

“Make fast, Callahan, and put chafing
gear on the line,” roared the old skipper
through the gale. The sight of the work
on the rafted hulk braced him like a glass
of strong liquor.

Canvas and marline were wrapped over
a couple of fathoms of the hawser, and a
heavy coating of grease was applied to the
wrapping to prevent the line from weak-
ening with constant friction on the tug’s
steel stern rail.

Captain McNulty reached for the signal
cord to the engine room, and above the
roar a gong clanged once.

“Steady,” he bellowed over his shoul-
der, and the word was relayed through the
gale to the man at the wheel.

Slack came out of the hawser with the
increasing strain, The gong clanged
again. The engine was stopped, and slowly
the line straightened.

“Tell Mr. Hanes to go ahead very
slowly.”

Thrusting his head in a porthole, Mr.
Hanes passed word to the greasy machin-
ist at the throttle. The big engine was
barely turning over.

“Tell him to increase his revolutions
very slowly, sir,” and again word was
passed to the engine room.

Ever so carefully Hanes drew back the
throttle. It was no time to part a towline
now.

“Callahan, set a watch on the line, and
all hands turn in,” said Captain McNulty
as he headed forward. “Mr. Simonds, set
her on a course to Cape Henry. T'll re-
lieve you as soon as I have a cup of Java,
and then you may turn in.”

All hands obeyed silently.

Again the tired, dirt-and-salt-incrusted
sailors swallowed hean soup and sagged
down. A man went to sleep behind the
ash hoist and awoke near the boiler-malk-
er’s chest. He could roll in and out of
hell and not awaken.

“Poor old Skybo,” thought the old cap-
tain. “Left out there off Hatteras. Too
short a span between the county home and
just the grave he would have chosen.”
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‘__ morning broke it found them
BAZ n what looked to be the same sur-

roundings. Nothing told of their
night's passage but the revolution counter
and a growing pile of ashes on the floor
plates below.

Over the tug's fantail, now up, now
down, could be seen the wreck being towed,
ignominiously, stern forward. Would she
hold together? Were the poor devils on
her still alive?

About noon the barometer started to
rise, steadily, and the sea began falling
off. The swells were longer now, but best
keep out plenty of line.

By the end of the afternoon watch the
sky broke; scudding clouds, hurrying like
gulls to the eastward, showing a setting
sun.

Morning burst in a glory over a pleasant
sea. Iresh water was issued, and blessed
baths.

You who dally an hour in a porcelain
tub, squared by white tiles, know not the
elixir of a bath! Get out on a surging,
pure-white deck, a bucket of warm, fresh
water and a deck hose running from the
clear, cool sea. Cold? Sure! Rub down
to the red, dress, and have two strong men
bring on the grub.

Noon and calm, with Currytuck Light
standing seven miles off the port quarter.
The capsized whaleboat, having been
righted and none the worse for wear, gayly
shot its gleaming whiteness from side to
side, astern.

“Mr. Simonds, we had better shorten
tow, and you can drop back to the wreck,”
said the skipper to his mate.

Callahan took his place near the after
towing winch. Two men were removing
the badly worn chafing gear, and soon the
dripping hawser was being hove in over
the stern with all hands flaking it down
in the gangway until the wreck was about
a hundred yards astern. The fine was
made fast and the chafing gear applied.

With a lively cadence the whaleboat
hobbed its way back to the wreck. In
half an hour it was returning and slowly
regained the tug's side. All of the crew
were leaning over the towboat's rail.

“Hy, Skybo!” yelled Captain Steve from
the top of the deck house. A shadow lifted
from his weather-worn face.

What a jargon went up! Epithets and
anthems! Old Skybo alive!

SEA—1
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Drawing alongside, Mr., Simonds held
the whaleboat fended off from the guard
of the tug.

“T have two gentlemen here from the
wreck, sir,” reported the mate. Guests
first.

Soon two badly twisted and bruised
blobs, seemingly held in human form by
their tattered clothes, were spread on the
deck house for the doc to look over,

“Pretty bad, sir,” reported the hospital
apprentice. ‘“Many bones broken. They
should be gotten into a warm bunk right
away, sir.”

“Give a hand here, men. Take one of
them to my stateroom and the other to
Mr. Simonds’,” ordered Captain Steve,

Mr. Simonds was preparing to hoist in
the whaleboat. Sitting on a stern thwart,
Skybo remained smoking a cigarette, the
first in years, it seemed.

Slowly the boat was raised dripping
from the sea, was swung inboard and
dropped into its cradles. Clumsy, tender
hands helped Skybo to the engine-room
hatch, an arm and a leg swollen and use-
less.

“What’s this, Skybo?” Captain Steve
demanded with gruff kindness.

“I got a hell of a bump, sir.”

The butt dropped from his lips, and
Robert Lee Williams slumped down.

“Captain McNulty,” said the hospital
apprentice at his commander’s side, “the
man in Mr. Simonds’ room wants to see
you, sir.”

Helping hands, rough and sea cut, were
making Skybo more comfortable.

Captain Steve hurried forward.

A wan, stubbly figure was stretched out
in the mate’s bunk.

“I am sorry and I thank you, sir.
Name’s George Wilkes, captain of the
schooner John 1V. Pickles, of Portland,
Maine. Brunswick to Bath with naval
stores. Old hull, and too damn much
weather all at once. You're a good sea-
man, sir. That man, washed aboard from
your ship is a good seaman. A damn good
seaman, Came aboard with an arm and
a leg broken, Told me his head was all
right and mine wasn’t. He was right. Be-
tween us we hauled over your line and
secured it. But I don’t remember much
before or since. Some one rigged a stop-
per and chafing gear on it. "Twa'n't my
mate, he was unconscious, and your man
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hauled him below out of the weather first.
thing and lashed him below. Damn good
seaman, your man,”

“Thank you, Captain Wilkes. You just
take it easy now, and get a good sleep.”

Captain' Steve drew the curtain aside
and stepped out, making his way aft
along the deck house.

“Where is Skybo, Mr. Simonds?”

“Aft on a tarpaulin, sir. He wants to
see you.”

A group of squatting men around the
prostrate figure on the stained canvas drew
back. Captain Steve knelt down nearer
the dirt-splotched, pale face.

“Skybo, Captain Wilkes in there, says
you're a damn good seaman. I'm glad
you're on my ship. [ shall recommend you
to the secretary of the navy for promo-
tion.”

Skybo waited a moment.

“What to, sir?”

“To coxswain.”

Another pause.
a chance to think.

“This tug doesn’t rate a coxswain, sir.
I'd rather be a seaman and stay on your
ship, sir.”

Captain MeNulty pulled his visor down,
jamming his hat tighter on his bowed head.
Slowly turning from the scene, he wended:
his way forward, down the companion-
way into the crew’s mess room, in a corner
of which was the ship’s writer.

“Let me see Williams’ record,” he de-
manded.

The yeoman riffled through a thin bun-
dle of manila-hound pamphlets, selected
one, and passed it to the officer.

“Pen and ink,” demanded the old salt
without looking up.

In a boyish hand the skipper slowly en-
tered the name of the vessel and the date
in the proper columns. Next “C. R.”—
change in rating—he penned the following:

A fellow had to have

I have this day designated Skybo Williams a
damn good seaman, and so recommended to the
sceretary of the navy in a letter of even date

Steven McNurry, Chief Boatswain,
United States Navy, Commanding.

“See that the quartermaster enters that
in the log and have this record aft for me
to read Saturday at inspection,” ordered
the skipper.

Unfavorable comments on Captain
Steven McNulty's actions have too often
proved inadvisable.



Sea Mecca

By Lawrence G. Green
A pilgrimage by sea.

TRANGE craft,” said the trader
at Duncan’s table. *“They come
down on the northeast monsoon
and clear off again, and no one
knows much about them.”

The steamers anchored off Beira were
dark shapes against the crimson of sunset
as the dhow came sailing wearily upstream.
A relic of earlier centuries—that was the
way Duncan saw her. “Where do you
think she’s from?” he asked eagerly,
watching her beating against the current
with the hot breath of the African river
just filling her tattered lateen sail.

The trader shrugged. “India, Persian
Gulf, Arabia—thousands of miles, anyway.
They were coasting East Africa long be-
fore the Portuguese, the same crazy-look-
ing type of ship. Black ivory they carried
in the old days—slaves and gold made fine
cargoes. I don’t know what brings them
now.”

Duncan’s imagination stirred. The tin-
roofed houses of Beira on their spidery
wooden supports, the loafing sundown
drinkers at the cafés,-royal palms and chat-
tering black humanity all faded out. The
tired dhow making for harbor with her air
of mystery was like an elusive shadow
from the East falling into the sweltering

gold of the African evening. Duncan had
traveled far to hear the sort of talk this
trader gave him. His escape from the
life sentence of the eight fifteen and his
daily task as shipping clerk seemed long
ago, though it was only three months
since he had started happily to follow the
rich freights he had so often sent away.
He had sought romance deliberately—
sought that intangible thing which cannot
always be brought within a man’s experi-
ence by the mere chance of a legacy and
a pocketful of travel tickets.

So Duncan had found since leaving tne
ledgers of Fenchurch Street for the
coasts and backwaters of Africa. Reality
had been disappointing. Seamen on the
decks of steamers in the Thames had sug-
gested more romance than any sight or
story during his journey.

He had wearied his soul in pursuit of
his ambition. Traders, officials, hunters,
engineers, all the flotsam of the tropics
found themselves speaking frankly to this
earnest young man. The straight eyve be-
hind the spectacles—those tragic spectacles
which had thwarted the sea career of his
young dreams—invited something more
than the usual cynical gossip of the white
man in the land of the black. Yet Africa

had revealed nothing but railway lines and
cement villas and telegraph poles where he
had expected some glimpse of adventure
or ancient mystery.  The natives wore
cast-off khaki tunics. Days of travel
brought him to places which bored him
after an hour. The Victoria Falls were
nothing more than a torrent going to
waste. Rhodesian ruins that would have
enthralled scientists were only heaps of
rock, an African Stonehenge without a
living present to link up with a dead past.

Drifting east to Beira he had that day
seen a lion shot on the golf course out-
side the town., No thrills in this experi-
ence. One mneat shot and the lion had
gone down like a great tawny dog. If
he could have heard that lion making a kill
in the far-away bush, roaring its triumph
through the silence of the African night
he would have been satisfied. But he was
still. on the fringe, still trying to thrust
aside the veil of the commonplace which
covered the things that were worth while.

Then came the dhow. Duncan followed
her to the creek, where the dugout canoes
of the Swahilis were the stay-at-homes and
the dhow was a true sea rover come to
rest. From her hull now rose the acrid
smoke of a wood fire. He could see an
aged man with a green turban and a thin
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beard, the red glow illuminating the seams
and wrinkles of his olive face.  This,
plainly, was the master, He sat with his
legs crossed, gravely waiting for his crew
to prepare the evening meal. i

Duncan marveled that such a vessel
should cross the ocean without disaster.
Her slender mast leaned aft drunkenly,
supported by crude fiber rigging. There
was a great clumsy rudder and tiller, and
her planks were rough-hewn balks of ma-
hogany. A roof of palm leaves sheltered
the stern, but cabins she had none. Greasy
black water covered her bilge, smelling of
such a variety of tropical cargoes that it
would have heen difficult to distinguish
any one of them. On the splintered tim-
ber of her bows stood a name in Arabic,
El Salaam—the peaceful,

EalHOUGHTFULLY Duncan strolled
8 B away to his hotel. He was still fas-
= cinated by the picture—the medieval
ship with her inscrutable Arab master and
the old secrets that surrounded her, At
dinner he tried to make his companion—
a prosaic Scottish engineer—discuss the
dhow trade along the East African coasu.

“Aye, they're mysterious little ships,” ad-
mitted the Scot. “They put into creeks
that the steamers never visit, and they cer-
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tainly cover enormous distances. If a cy-
clone sinks a fleet o' them we hear nought
about it here. Their cargoes don’t figure
in the trade returns, and the Portuguese
don’t worry them much for papers and
suchlike.”

Duncan wandered out again through the
sandy streets of Beira to dream over the
dhow. When he reached the rickety wharf
where she was moored the Arab master
was still on deck. A lantern swinging
from the boom made his golden slippers
shine, and revealed the chessboard over
which he was meditating. Surely an in-
tricate problem, Duncan decided, to rivet
the attention of a player whose ancestors
understood chess before the crusaders
brought the game back with them to Eu-
rope. He drew closer to study the pieces,
for chess was his own game, just as ro-
mance was his absorbing quest.

“No—the knight now!” exclaimed Dun-
can involuntarily as the Arab made a false
move. “Checkmate!” For the Arab had
taken the advice that came suddenly from
the dark wharf, and the problem was
solved. Now he peered toward the voice,
saw the hesitating figure in white drill, and
rose to smile a welcome.

“Sayid bin Omar invites you to a game,”’
he said in slow English, The double hand-
clasp of Islam, two cups of exquisite Mocha
coffee, and they arranged the pieces of
carved ivory for the contest. In the bows
the Swahili seamen were crooning a song
of the tropic ocean. From the native
quarter sounded a fast crescendo of drum
taps, and all around the frogs of the creek
were singing their staccato chorus. From
overhead the menacing whine of the fever-
bearing mosquitoes filled the muggy air.
A strange setting for the play between
the voung Englishman and the aged Arab.

They struggled with sharpened wits for
mastery until the café lights vanished and
the Swahilis had spread out their mats
under the moon to sleep. When it was
all over Sayid bin Omar smoked his hemp
with slow relish and spoke of his voyages.
Then Duncan knew that his own roving
had not been in vain.

For the wanderings of the dhow El Sa-
laam, described by this seawise old navi-
gator, would have made a page of Arabian
legend. Isles of birds and turtles where
no man dwelt she had visited. Her anti-
quated hull had rested for a night off an
island inhabited only by packs of wild dogs
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that had lost their barks. Not a coral
atoll from the Red Sea to Madagascar that
this nomad had not lifted during her years
of restless odyssey.

Sayid bin Omar, silently observing the
excitement in Duncan’s eyes, made his
narrative more real by unfolding a creased
parchment covered with old-fashioned
names—names that have long vanished
from modern admiraity charts. Some
were Portuguese, like Sofala and 