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If he could make the ‘most\of it he
would not only win a big sum of money
for his owners, for himself and for his
crew, but he would make good in such
a fashion that there would be an end

Ik of another captain for the
And, incidentally,”he felt that

X ‘put it all over” the man who,
carg before, had been responsible for

his”loss of the O'Erien., “Worth a
try? Well, 1 guess yes? muttered
“Bob."”

“Goin' to ‘phohe the office?” “Pete”
asked, as he and “Bob"” stood in the
pilothouse, »waiting for the crew to
cast off. :

“No s-i-r-e-e!” replied “Bob” em-
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hands,swe have,” and he laughed grime-
lv as he signaled the engine-room and
turned on his whistle preparatory teo
King out from the whart.

here ye bound, ‘Bob’?” called Cap=
tain Jones of the Phantos, the other big
tug of the company, as the Titan swung
and pointed for the lower bay.
o pull off the Ionian? I hear
1e’s high apd dry on Scituate Shoall”
“Sure thing,” replied "Bob"” with &
aurgh.

Good luck to ve.” Then turning to
118 mate, Jones continued: “Damned if £
lon’t believe he is. I know ‘Bob’ Meé=

) and he's just the dare devil sort
hap to try it. But he'll never do
it! ¥Fine boat he has now, but he'll Jose

er sure as shootin’ if he goes off
isin’ by himself!”

Down in the bows of the Titan there
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waos an air of extitement which the

Y experienced though they were,
could hardly suppress. "Bob's” was a
picked crew, tough to the nth de-
gree. But hard., willing workers, ready
to take any risk at any time and thor-
oughly reliable when afloat. They
knew that they were about to attempt
a hard task, so they made their prepa-
rations carefully and conscientiously,
as bhefitted men of parts. They over-
1uled the long hawsers, foot by foot,
examined the shiny bits and put new
stops on extra fenders. And as they

talked in low tones, dis-
sing the¢ probable outcome of the
These tough old scowmen and
deckhands gave Ilittle thought to the
money that success would bring to their
owners, but they did think with un-
concealed joy of the many carousals
thatit would bring to them. “Bob™" had
told them what their portions would be
and the mathematician of the crew had
figured them all cut with the stub of
a pencil and an infinite amount
labor, They knew that even, if :ay
were lucky and pulled the steamer off it
would be a long time before the mat-
ter could be settled and the money paid
over, but, as old John Flynn remarked
to his scowmate, “Bil]” Maguire:

The drunk ‘Il wait for us to collect
it; there ain't no fear of the ol' Nort'

1 goin’ dry for maany years. And
n it 4o come it '11 be all the better
the wait,”” There's many a philos-
opher among real! mud diggers!

As the Titan poked her nose into the
outer harbor and felt the breeze and

worked" they

for

the long swells rolling In from the
bay, she howed her head and courtesied
politely. She knew them well, those
old rivals, and she chuckled merrily in

her steam box at their efforts to force

her back and choke her draughts. “Not
today,” she murmured to herseM, and
steadily and good-naturedly she

plugged alopg at a nine-knot eclip.
There were few vessels going out, as
the weather was as yet too unsettled.
But every now and then a -fisherman
rughed by, covered with a cloud of can-
vas, lee rail awash, bound for whart
with a full fare. On one of them was
an old acquaintance of Beb's, Captain
Seymouyr, who stood with one hand on
the wheel, the other gripping a huge

corned bheef sandwich. As his tidy
schooner slid down into the hollow of
a great sea, so close to the tug that

vou could have thrown a biscuit fnto
her, he took his eye off the canvas and
his teeth from the sandwich long
enough to report a "fair sailin’ breeze
an’ a lectle lop outside—just 'nough
for us, but a leetle too rough for har-
bor towhoats™; all this with a series
of winks and grins that spoke volumes
for his sense of humor.

Through the main ship channel and
down the coast, past Boston light, Nan-
tasket, Minot's and the long line of
deserted summer cottages, steadily
steamed on the Titan.

All at once Pete, who, glisses in
hand, had climbed upon the pilot house,
let out a yell.

“There’'s the Ionian!” he cried, “and
a whole bunch of tugs. Guess we're
too late. One, two, three, five, sev'n,
eight of ’'em,” he counted, “al} lyin’
'bout half a mile inside.”

He descended from his lookout and
gave the glasses to his superior officer.
Bob took a long look; then, with his
eyes still fixed upon the fleet, cried:

“Say, Pete, I'm blessed if the Ionian
isn't lying easier than T thought. And,
Pete, it ought to be dead easy to get
her off, 'causd the beach shoals mighty
fast astern :\J one little pull is all
that is needed.’" T don't see why they
haven’'t done it before. Some one’'s no
good.”

“Sure,” assented Pete.

“Afraid of the rocks, | guyess!”

“Hadn’t oughter be: they oughter
know ‘em as well as you.”

“Mebbe,” replied Bob, “I know 'em
well enough not to be afraid of 'em.”

As the Titan neared the ghoal the
steamer and the waliting tugs could be
seen plainly. There were few persons
on the liner's decks, for most of the
passengers had gone below, weary of
waiting for something to be done. The
big craft was .n no danger, as she lay
easily in the soft sand and was high
enough out of water to prevent the
swell€ from breaking over her. Sev-
eral officers were on the bridge talking
to the captain of a life-saving crew
which had put off from shore to
render aid if needed. All the towboats
were steaming about half a mile away,
but evidently with no fdea of trying to
pull the steamer off for some time to
come.

Bob called his crew aft, gnd in a few
words explained his plans. His words
were greeted with loud guffaws and
shouts of glee. He did not waste any
time asking his men for their best ef-
fortse He knew that their greed and
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their love of a joke would have more
effect with them than any words of his,
“Don’'t believe the cap'n 'll take our

line, jest the same,” sald the mate,
shaking his .ead gravely, after Bob
had dirmissed the crew. “Ye know
the Northern people have a contract

with the Maritime Company.” s

“Well, we'll try it on™ replied Bob.
“He's in a hurry and is likely to jump
at the chance to get up to the clty.
He's got a bIg cargo of perishable
freight and a crowd of passengers anx-
lous to get home and kicking like
mules at the delay. Tell y what,
Pete," he added, with a smile, aptain
O'Hara isn't having the best time he
ever had,and don’t you forget it.”

“No, and he might have a wurser one
before long,” said Pete.

By this time the Titan was well in
shore, within a quarter of a mile of the
stranded liner, Slowly she approached,
carefully feeling her way over the
shoals and between the rocks.

“How the cap'n ever got over the
rocks and shoals, I dunno,” remarked
Pete, as he looked over the rail at a
reef just covered by the sea.

“Guess he happened in,” replied Bob.
“I'll bet he can’t get out alone, though.
We'll have to help him out after we
hook on. Guess we're going to earn
that money, Pete.”

With barely enough steam to give
her steerage way, the Titan crawled in.
Her arrival was soon noised about and
in a few minutes the liner's decks were
black with passengers, wildly excited
at the prospect of a rescue. s,

Bob gave the wheel to Pete and took
his stand on the top of the after cabin,
one hand on the engine-room . gong
pull, the other grasping a megaphone,
The Titan swung around, her stern in-
shore, close to the stern of the liner.

“Take a line, 'n?" Bob shouted.
The megaphpne shook in his hand and
his face was white and set.

Captain O'Hara examined the Titan
very carefully, glanced at the other
boats, looked at the sea and sky and.
held a consultation with his chief offi-
cer. Another glance at the water and
he shook his head.

“No,” he answered, “don’t think I
do. Think I can get off under my own
steam as soon as the tide ebbs.”

0ld John tried to bite off a chew of
tobacco, but the plug slipped from his
nervous fingers and drepped. Into the
sea. Bob felt his heart stop beating.
He tried to spepk, his lips moved, but
no sound camerfrom m,

Captain O'Hara had no soonér an-
nounced his decision than he was sur-
rounded by excited passengers begging
and imploring him to allow the':s'
to pull them off.

“Take us off! Take us off! Wwe'll all
be drowned.” And shrieking, a young
woman, with a three-months-old haby
in her arms, fell to the deck in a dead
faint.

“Better change your mind. captain,”
said a tall, imposinguman, known as
the financial leader of State' street.
Take the line. If I'm not ashore to-
night there'll he the very Adavil to pav.
Let the tug pull us off.” The demands
of his passengers wera tng much for the

cantain. He turned to the Titen,
“All rignt!” he wvelled, “Heave it
aboard. We'Vl try it. Any rocks or

shoals ahead?”
“Tots of "em.” answered Bob when hp
conld get his breath. “Whean you slide
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Alrul, because ol s speed ahu
strengli, s1004 on the overLang of tae
Titan, a lpng casung line coiieu in liis
nand. A8 the tug rose on 4 huge sea
ne hurled the ligut line over the waler.
It struck clean upon the ..aer’s rail,
slipped away (v two cluusy deck
hanas who tried to grab it, and drop-
ped back ifto the sea. A murmur of
disappointment went up from the crowd
on the steamer. Bob cursed his luck
under his breath and great drops of
perspiration rolled down his face. The
smallest delay meant everything to
him, for any minute Captain O'Hara
might become suspiclous and change
his mind. Even while he was fretting
“Jack” made another try. Llke a
flash his arm shot forward, and the
freed line. with all the power of that
long arm behind it snapped like a whip
as it straightened out. Over the rall it
flew, directly into the arms of the sec-
ond officer, who quickly seized it and

fast.
m‘Ademao:nent’s hard work by half a
dozen deck hands and the bight of a
gix-inch hawser was hauled aboard,
led under the rail and across to the
bits on the opposite side of the steamer.
Bob heaved a sigh of relief; the line
was aboard; the hardest part of the job
was done!

"L‘M(ll tast, sir!” bellowed the second
g 1 ¢ waste time answering.

b did not w >
bu?ollxna.led Bill for half speed ahead.
The screw of the tug began to thrash
the water vigorously. At this the peo-
ple on the liner set up a glad shout,
which ended as suddenly as it began
when they perceived that the big
steamer was still aground, hard and

st,

u.As soon as the hawser was aboard
the steameér Dempsey and Dinnle O'Neil
had taken & couple of turns around
the bits of the Titan, and as the great
line felt the strain paid It out slowly,
all their beef and
strength to keep it from slipping away
too fast. ;

“Snub her, Jack!” yelled Bob, when
twenty fathoms had been paid out.
“Snub her and miake fast! Lively, boys,
or we'll lose her!"
~ With a splendid exhibition of
strength and agility Jack threw a half-
hitch over the bit, barely losing a
half-fathom in the process. The line
moaned and groaned, slipped a little,
then, settling itself in a herrible coil
around the smooth bit, héld like a
vise. Another half-hitch for gafety
and the line was secured.

Until now Bob had been teo busy to
notice what had been going on among
the fleet. As he glanced seaward to
pick up his course, he saw a big com-
motion among the maritime towboats.
All of theim ‘ere hustling about like a
flock of henS and one or two were
standing in toward the Titan. Bob did
not like this and made up his mind
that if any tug attempted .to “pelp"
hini there would be trouble. The near-
est boat was the Argo, the largest tug
in the fleet, whose captain, old Frank
Wilgy, was in command of the expe-
dition. Wiley was blowing his siren
like mad and displaying a string of
flags at his masthead. Bob had no
doun" that the old man was trying to
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signal the lonian,
already on the ste.mer he did not
care. He was tuo busy—altogether too
busy—to bother with other towboats.
As long as they left him alone with his
prey he did not worry about what they
did; f they tried to interfere, he'd
see!

As the power of the Titan's engine
was exerted upon the propeller the
stout hawser shrunk in size and tight-
ened like a violin string. Great drops
of pitch oozed from it and were thrown
in all directions by its numberless vi-
bri.tiens,

“Guess we'd better send 'em another
line, Jack,” sald Bob, after watching
the straining hawser for a few minutes.
“The old liner’s harder to start than
I thought; beats all how sand will
cling to an iron bottom!”

After fifteen minytes' lively work a
second hawser was aboard the Ionian
and made fast.

“Glve her all she'll stand, Bill!"
yelled Bob through the tube in the
pilot house, whither he had returned,
And Bill did.

Lars and Jaan, the two “square
head” firemen, shoveled coal incess-
antly, and the way the deep furnaces
ate up the fuel would have given Joa
Black heart disease. Steam rose.rap-
idly, reach the danger point and
stayed there, the safety valve all the
while sputtering ilke an angry old wo-
man. Bob kept calling for more power,
and when he did not get it, damned the
onglnea and the engineer in thirteen
different languages. Start that damn
uo&: he would If he killed every

on n the Titan doing it; what was
the ddmn boat good for, anyhow, if she
could not start an old liner just touch-
ing on a sand bank? He'd start some-
thing or know the reason why! That's
what he'd do! Think he was coming
all the way from Boston for the ex-
press purpose of pulling that steamer
off the shoal. just to be balked by a
contrary engine and a damn fool en-
gineer? -

Things were getting warmer every
minute up in the pilot house and down
in the engine room. At last, after en
especlafly honest exchange of water
front compliments between the captain
and the ‘engineer, the latter lost his
temper. *

“By God, Bod Mcintire!” he yelled
up the tube, “if you want more steam
I'll give it to ye! But if ve don't pull
that tub off in the next three minutes
we'll all be blown to hell!” And with
that he clapped a couple of big welghts
upon the safety valve.

Those welghts did the business. The
steam ascended to a height beyond
Blll's wildest dreams, and the screw
increased Its revolutions nearly two-
fold. The hawsers fairly shrieked and
the stout bits, bullt to hold, ned
and creaked from deck te keel. With
her timbers and knees creaking and
her sidés trembling, the stanch boat
loudly protested at such treatment,
but in vain, So, great-hearted as she
was, she buckled down to her task
with all her power. Every one on
board, from the captain at the wheel
to cookey in the galley, held his
breath. Had the dandy tug at last
undertaken too much? Would she fail
them now, success in sight?

Suddenly something gave way. Bob
started as if he had been shot. The twe
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Into deep water. The second that Bill
lelt the shock he threw off the extra
weighits on the valve. He was net an
instant too soon. With a_hiss that
could be heard far above the roar of
the engine, the boom of the surf and
the shouts of the people the confined
steam rushed out. The danger was
over, Blll opened the weather door of
the engine-room. He feit the need of
the cool breeze.

To guide the JIonian through the
by the rocks: and over the

shoals was a difficult task, but Bob
accomplished it without accident. In
‘®alf an hour the liner was able to

swing arounpd and head for Boston.

As Jack“and Dinnie hauled in their
hawsers "Bob leaned far out of the
pilot-house and in an ‘exultant voice
halled the captain of the Ionian.

“Guess you and I are quits,” he
shouted. ‘““You'll hear from my owners
tomorrow!"

“Don't understand,”
tain O'Hara. G

“You'll understand tomorrow,” Bob
sald, adding In a voice that caused
even his own crew to wonder:

“My name's Bob Mclntire.”

Then he turned to Pete, wio was
grinning close by, and shook his hand
as if he'd tear it off.

“We did"it, Petle; we did it! Made
good, won the money and got square!
What do you say to that Petle, my gay
bucko—eh?”

“We sure handed them towboat fel-
lers one or two hard ones,” replied
the mate, slowly tamping his pipe with
a gnarled forefinger. “Say, Cap'n,”
with a sort of sheepish look on bhis
bronzed face, “say. how'd a tall diger,
one of them silky fellers, go with this
mug? Huh! And I got to have a bottle
of stuff that bubbles, like the swells
drink.”

Bob just smiled; he knew his mate.

“Yes,” sald Pete, “we sure put it all
over the bunch; we sure did.”

Down in the bows the hands were
holding a jubilation and were debat-
ing how they could quickest and most
satisfactorily get rid of their prize
money. None of them wangted silk hats
or champagne; any old clothes were
good enough for them, and as for
lquor, it wasn't the quality they
wanted, just the quantity. Let them
alohe for that. They knew. So they

answered Cap-

sang and shouted and had ‘rough
house” to their hearts’ content unt
the boat reached Boston. Then they

piled ashore to drink to their good for-
tune and boast: of the ed in every
barroom of the North End.

The Jonian had no sooner docked
than the general manager of the com-
pany stepped aboard. His face was set
and his greeting to' Captain O'Hara
was cool. He would not listen to any
explanation about running ashore in
the fog. but he wanted full particulars
of the rescue. )

“What boats pulled vou off?” he de-
manded. “We sent down almost the
whole maritime fleet.”

“Only one.” replied O'Hara, glad to
change the subject. “Her captain, a
young feilow, did the trick in fine
shape, Didn't bave much to do, though
—just started us.”

“What's the name of his boat?”

“The Titan."

“The what?"

*The Titan. One of the company's
new boats, | s'poge. I never saw her
before.” : '

The generai manager fairly howled.

“The Titapn? My God. man, we're
ruined! Why, you poor fool. the Titan's
a dirty mud-digger—one of the dredg-
ing company's boats! What the hell
did you take a line from-her for?”

“I thought she was a maritime tow-
boat.” Moo i, +h

“14d you ask her?”

“No, I didu't think it was necessary.

i1 ’

ANID THE SHOUTS OF THE DASSENGER.
: | SLD OFF NTO DEEP

m Ih time sign on ner stacx
-8 t white T.”
“A great white T. That's the initial

of her name. Good God, man, if wa
settle for $20,000 we're too Ilucky to
live! They ¢ demand salvage!

You're the bigg®st fool I ever met!”
and, turning on his heel, the manager
tore up the wharf, bound for his office.

Captain O'Hara looked after him in a
daze. All at once a glimmer of light

entered his brain.
“Bob MeciIntire? I understand. It's
all my own fault! It's all my own

fault!™ And sick at heart he returned
to his cabin.

Captain Robert MclIntire of the sea-
going tub Titan, thank you. did not let
the grass grow under his feet that
night until he reached the office. No
sooner did he show his face there than
Black went for him, swearing as Black
only could swear.

“Where have you been all day?™ he
demanded. *“What do you mean by
leaving the dock when we've got all
kinds of work to do? I had to send
the Phantos down with the digger, and
God knows whether she'll ever get
there. I'm tired of your actions. You
get through this week, see?” and he
returned to his correspondence aas if
to end the interview. .

Bob looked at his chief and laughed

“You see, I was pretty busy today—'"*

he began.

“Busy? What doing?”

“Pulling the Ionian off Seituate
Shoal,” sald Bob.

“What?

“Yes,” continued the young man,

“pulled her off all alone, right from un-
der the nose of the whole maritime
fleet. Guess the company won't lose
any money off the deal If it's wise!
That ought to be good for a prefty fat
fee, hadn't it?”

“Well, I'll be damned!” ejaculated
Black. He looked at Bob intently for
a minute. Then he burst out:

“Why, man alive, I don't belleve you
know what you've done. If the Ieonian
accepted your line and you pulled her
off her owners will pay us a whacking
big fee or we will claim salvage. How
did you do it? Why didn't the other
tugs do it? Haven't they got a con-
tract?”

When the rapid fire of questions had
ended Bob explained.

“You see, Mr. Black, it was this way
A few weeks ago we were taken for &
maritime tug because, as I found out
afterward, we've got the same big
white ‘T" on our stack that they aii
carry. When I read the article in the
paper this morning about the JIonian
being ashore I decided to pull her off.
I wanted to do it for several reasons,
principally because O'Hara is her cap-
tain. I wanted to get square with
him.”

Black grinned. “I understand,™
said. “Don't blame ye!™

“When I was figuring how to get him
to take my line,” continued Bob, “I
happened to look up at our smokestack.
The instant I saw that big ‘T" T knew
how to do it. We steamed under her
counter (:?e other tugs didn't dare—
but I knew the rocks pretty well) and
asked him if he wanted a line. I
trusted to the big ‘T" to foel him and
it did! We pulled him off——nearly blew
up the Titan doing it: guess you'll have
to overhaul the engines and I think
the shaft's sprung—and here we are.
Was it all right?”

Black laughed until he eried.

“Was it all right? Well, some!
That's the best [ ever heard. No won-
der the man was fooled. Bob, you're a

he

star. Let's go out and have a drink
It's on me; guess the house can
stand it!" -

In the barroom, just hefore he drank,
Black suddenly looked Bob squarely
in the eye.

“Beb, here's how!” he said. holding
up his glass. “You've made geed
T' hell with the O'Brieal*



