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CHAPTER 1.

No Coal.

OU flat-footed Senegamblan,’
sald Mr. Kettle, the Mate
“If you drop any more o
) that green paint on m:

i€ . I'll make you go down o
Your knock-knees and llck them clean
1 don’t believe you've ever seen
winch before, much lesg palnted one
And yet you have the nerve to sigr
en here as ABY

“l1 alwave accustomed, sar, to pui
on paint wid a brush. 1 don't con-
sider a wad of waste a proper gen
tleman's tool"”

“Answer me back. would you, yoi
plum-colored son of a palm-nut? '
Mke to point out just here——that )
don't —allow — deck-hande whethe
fhey be white, yellow, snuff and but
ter-colored-—or just plain black—te
sive me any back talk—so long as
am Mr. Mate of this packet. And
don't vou—forget |t."

The sentence was punctuated with
Bard kicks bestowe" by a neatly pipe
elayed shoe on any part of the huge
viclous-loking negro's anatomy that
the little officer could reach. The
man had drawn the knife from the
sheath at the back of his belt, an
was openly prepared for murder. Bul
the mate gave him no chancve to wuse
. He chased him about the deeks
with such vigor and venom that the
fellow could not turn round to strike
and when at last the man tripped
over a steam-pipe and the knife went
fiying, Mr. Kettle instead of pitching
it overboard, kicked it contemptuous
I¥ back to its owner.

“There's vour knife. Put it bacl
fn ite sheath, or I'll smash you some
more.  And now get back to yowr
work."

“Yes, sar.”

“Understand how to lay on
with & wad of waste?”

“Yes, sar."

"Get ahead, then.”

The negro painted with diligence
and skill, leaving the surface he
fouched a fine rasping green, with ne
superfiuous paint that would subse
guently run and grow ropy, and cut
ting clean straight lines at his
edges. It Is a high art to paint ac
eurately with g wad of cotton-waste
and many men, lncluding the house
painter. have it not. But steamel
tradition says that the African negre
when he paints shall not se & brush
and the sea sumptuary 1 ws are sge.
vere So the negro I8 forced te
Yearn the skill of his h .ds with the
homelier instrument.

“Mr. Kettle?”

“8ir"

The mate looked aft to the upper
bridge, and beheld there the blowsy
head and still blowsier tobacco-pipe
of Captain Saturday Farnish.

*Will vou come to the chart house
& minute?”

“Ave, aye, sir.”

The inside of the steamship Nor.
man Towers' chart house smelt of
clothes and varnish. Its walls were
decorated with a shelfl of professional
worke; an oil-painting of the Norman
Towers in lmpossible colors on &n
impossible sea, from the brush of @
large pleasant-faced lady in bursting
satins, this last being Mrs, Saturday
Farnish,

Captain  Farnish lowered himsell
into o large red wvelvet arm-chair
which lurched dangerously as it mel
his weight.

“That starboard caster off again
he grumbled. “Chipg must have
mended it five times this trip alone,'

“The carpenter's inefficient, sir.'
said his chief officer stiffly. “He
needs keeping up to his job. If you'!
let me take him in hand, I'll under
take he does the thing thoroughly
this time, 1I'll make him a good
carpenter, sir, if you'll let me have
the handling of him. I could maks

the Towers look & different boat, sir,
by the time we reach Liverpool, il
iyou'd 't me have full use of the
carpenter.”

“And never have him come near
the old packet again? No, you don't,
Mr. Kettle, me man. 1've had Chips
saillng with me gix vears pow, and 1
like him. He's idle, but he under
stunds the bowt, and he's goL a
neat trick with that penny whistle"

“He can blow tunes out of that
whistle,” the chief officer admitted
grudgingly, “and that's a fact, But
as & carpenter he's a holy fraud.
Look here, sir, if you want a smart
ship—"

“1 don’t. 1 want a
one, What's the clock? Five.and-
twenty o twelve Dash my whis.
kers! But that's five minutes after
the time for my ‘morning'"

He pot up, took a whisky bottle
and tumbler (rom inglde the folding
wagh-gtand, and poured
nn accurate three fingers. holding the
glase to the light so as to be sure
of the measure. He added water to
within a finger's breadth of the top
drank 4 third of the mixture
réesumed his seal with a righ, glues
in hand.
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“That just gets to the spol where
my old fever left a hole. 1 hope you
will alwayvs enjoy good health, Mr.
Kettle, me man, and not want a
‘morning' till you're master of your
own ship and have a mate to do the
work for yon. If you stick to Hor
ner's Perfect Cure, that Mrs, Farnigh
brought you up on, vou'll have little
to compliin of in the way of internal
trouble”

“That
I put
WEery

vol, sir, I'm pretty regular.
my two doses of Horner's
weelk, and reap the benefit, As
for a ‘morning,’ a chief officer's pay
on o tramp simply won't run to It
I he tiakeg o bottle of beer with his
dinner."

“Eapecially If he wants to =ave up
for his evenings ashore when he feels
i's up to him to give the girls a
treat.”  Captain Farnish  winked a
dump eye, “Pretty little piece that
vou were trotting round Cathedral
Square in Vera Cruz, Owen, me man. ™

The mate laughed. *“She was giv-
ing me Spanish lessons, sir. But |
didn't know we met you."

Owen Kettle was the son of Cap:
taln Farnigh's old skipper, and after
the old man went down wth his ship
n the China Seas, the Farnishes had
hronght up the boy with their own
children Mrs, Farnish ruled that
honsehold with a rod of Malacea,
and during Captain  Saturday Far-
nish's brief spells ashore, when his
tongue had been lubricated into in-
discretions, he often received stripes
even in the bosom of hig family, as
all Merseyside Terrnce. DRirkenhead.
knew full well, to its grim amuse-
ment,

Hven now the narrow house in the
narrow street across the river at
Liverpool was the only place that
Kettle considered as home through-
out all the marches of the universe
and though the chance of serviee had
thrown him on the Norman Towers
as chief officer to his own foster-
father, and though they addressed
one another by those formal titles
which the hard and fast etiquette of
the sea gets out its rubries, there
remained under + surface much of
the old careless, if undefined affec
tion.

“Well," sald Captain Farnish,
the old woman isn't here to ohject—
God bless her!'—and we ze=m to have
made o goodish run, 1 think 1'd re-
peat the preseription. You might
make 1t up. me man. It'll be practice
for you when yon have a ghip of your
own, and have to know how 1o powr
out whisky without overlonding the
dose.  And put the hottle back on
ite shelf, and shut the wash-stan
go's my steward isn't tempied, Wel
here's—"

“Tut Captain

i
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Farish's genial toast
remiined unvoleed, and he sat back
heavily In the big broken-springed
velvet chair, with the beverage slop-
ping over the edge of his tumbler.

Kettle Tollowed his gaze. Framed
in the brass ring of a port was the
bilious face of Mr, Andrew Little,
the chief engineer, and in front of
it the hlack and damnatory forefinger
of Mr. Little pointing to the tumbler,

YAt it again,” muttered the mate.
And then as the face and the finger
whisked away, "Shall 1 go and at.
tend to him?" Kettle asked.

"No. no, me man, thank
the sume He'll pull round
give him time*

"He'll be ramping roungl
preaching  hell-for-sinners for any
erinning idlot who comes to hear, in-
gide of ten minutes, His latest craze
is that all who do not starve them-
selves are doomed to perdition, Fancy
an officer, even though he be an
engineer, telling that to a gang of
old sailors who are ramping to get
their full Board of Trade whack. 1
don't think It's good for the chilef’s
inside to be allowed the run of his
tongue when these luny fits come on
him, and I'm certain it's bad for the
discipline of the ship"

"Very difficult thing to coerce a
chief engineer, as you'll learn, Mr.
Kettle, me man, when vou get a ship
of your own. You can't gend him to
hig room without entering the ecir-
cumstance in the log, and that means
wasting time over explanations al
the office ashore when you might be
sitting with your wife ut a musie:
hall. My motto's always try for the
line of lenst resistancse."

“Mr. Little’'s dangerous,”

very likely, Mr. Kettle, me man,
very likely, But [ tackle trouble
when it comes, 1 Jdon’t go and hunt
for it like 3'nu‘ do, and it's astonish
Ing how much one alips out of If one
follows that principle. There's that

vou al
if we

the decks

nigger., for Instance, that
stubbing your toe against
hour ago.”

“"He's a bad nigger that, bone idle,
and spue) But I'll muake him into
B good deg before U'm through with
with him.

“Md he
fore™
TOHY
o

You were
half an

ever try to knile you bhe-

twice thet 1 could be sure

in thunder didn’t you
webpon over into the diteh

why
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. g
when rou had it there lying on the
deck before you?"

“Beenvse 1 Intended to show the
ewine | wasn't afrald of him."

I belivve vou really llke trouble.”

The lttle mate sighed deaply, "l
am afrald t do. sir”

“1 wonder where you got your
taste from. It conldn't be from your
upbringing. I'm sure you never got
A hankering for trouble from either
me or the old woman, though when
one comes to think of It, your pore
father—"'

“Yes, sir?

“Well, he was Welsh, Owen,
man, and we'll leave it at that, But
I will say that at any rate there's
nothing of the thief about vou, and
I never caught you in a le in all
your life Well, Mr. Mate, don't let
me keep you from your duty."

With which formal dismissal Cap-
taln Saturday Farnieh drank the rest
of his whigky and water, closed his
eyves, opened hig mouth, and was
promptly asleep.

The smart, keen, chief officer step
ped out Into the sunshine, and from
pluce to place "on the seedy under
manned steamer went about his many
duties, walking crisply, talking corisp
Iv, getting a maximum of work don
with the limited means at his dis
nosal, They were voyaging fron
Vera Cruz to Liverpool: had passed
out of the Gulf Stream through thoe
Balamas, south of the island o
‘baco, by that channel known 1«
he Weatern Ocean sallor folk as the
lole In the Wall; and were well ont
n the Sargasso Sea.

So far as the eve could see the
iy things that floated on the tur
blue swells were bunches ot
vallow weed.  The steamer's
vaty hlack bows sawed regularly nn
nd down, always pushing & cerim
ting cascade of white water ahead
if her,

But this day a portent was show:
ng (taell that even Captaln Farnish's
‘AsY-going temperament could not af
‘ord to overlook. ‘The engines ha:
ong =ince dropped that steady uni
orm rub-a-rumble rub-a-rumble whick
1 gteamer’s engines stiould keep ug
rom port to port (or at any rate
rom soundings to soundings=), ane
yore giving forth that labored kick
nd-a-cough which one only hearg in
wmrrow watere and erowded traflic
And even thig wasg slowing down.

Further. there wnas obvious troubh
imong the engine-room stalf, The
lender watches of firemen and trim
Mg mnehed on the fddle
oy the gecond and fourth engineers
with verv voung mon. were standin
niejide the engine room in th
wrt allexway, openly pertnrhed, ol
vionsly ignorant of what to do next

“I don't like it., Mr. Kettle, m:
man.” Captain Farnish kept on sa)
g, Y1 don't Mke ‘it at all, That ir
‘ernal Mr, Little has been at som
T his mad tricks 2gain, and =carer
1 those agh cats ont of thelr greas
Yives, 1f 1 send for the fellow, ans
ie's one of those luny fits on him
12’1l preach offensively to. me an the

oo of fasting, and i1l mean & row:
d i T don't send for him' he'll as
ike as not keep us rolling on hep
till T do send for him. and that'll tak
some explaining at  Liverpool; an«
wtween von and me, Mr Kettle, m
man, I'm in o devil of a fix.”

“T ought to have sent Little
qospital at Vera Crnz, but it wounld
have meant as lot of letter-writing
ind cabling, and signing a stack of
-ongular papers, 1 hate signing pa
pers; vou never know what they let
vou in for. 1 don't like to send foi
Wim, but 1 suppose 1'd better hear
what he has to say. Could you—er-
just get him int the chart house
here, Mr. Ket!’

“Yes, sir, understand. Quite in.
formally. Better not send & Imes-
sage, I'll go for him myself"

“That's the idea, MNr. Kettle, me
man, and bring him back yourself,
and then stand by while we talk.”

“Aye, aye, sir”

The mate walked briskly out, and
made [or the two white-faced juniors
who were standing at the engine-room
door.

“The chief's in his room,
of them.

“My God, Kettle, he means death
for every man on board.” saild the
other.

"Oh, don't worry your small heads
about that,” said the mate confident.
ly. "The old man’'s quite competent
to attend to Mr. Little and the ship,
too."

The chief engineer's room was just
ingide the door, and stood at the
head of the ladder which led to the
depthe of the engine-room below, and
at this moment Little himself ap:
peared He was stark naked, his
face drawn and white, hig body thin
ag an Indian fakir's. He had a
cook's broad meat-ax in his hand, and
his lips were drawn, back from his
teeth like those of a snarling dog.

The mate delivered his message ag
though such a get-up wa#g the most
ordinary uniform of shipboard life,

“Captain Farnish sends .his com-
pliments, sir, and would be glad to
gee you in the chart house."

“Stand out of my path"

“At once, sir, he said.”

“Stand aside.”

“Perhups, il you're not feeling very

well this morning, sir, you would
allow me to take your arm.'”

The modman rushed and made a
viclous slash with hie ax Kettle
dodged, and the blow skimmed his
slevve, - Then, with the lightning
quickness of & man who had been
ueed wll his life to rough and tum-
ble fighting, he jumped for the en-
glneer and tried to trip bhim to the
deck. But be could get no hold Mr
Little bhad rubbed himself from head
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to foot with oll till he was as 8lip:
pery as an eel, and, moreovar, he
had all of A madman's strength. Ket-
tle found himeelt slimed from top to
toe, and flung violently against the
fron side of the house, and Little
raced away forward, ax in hand.

“For God's snke let him go," sald
the second engineer, "'and let's hope
he jumps overboard. He's as good
as murdered the whole lot of us!

"What do you mean? Hag he put
dynamite; In your coffee-mill down
there or something? Here you, both
of you, If there's anything wrong
with the engines, get below at once
and put it straight” .

But the engineers did not move.

“It's worse than that" sald the
spokesman gloomily, "“He's done us
In the eye over the coal. He made
us  belleve there were (wo more
bunkers full, eaally enough for the
run home to Liverpool, and lke
d——d fools we believed him. You
aee, we only joined at Vera Cruz
He'd run all hig engineers and stoke
hold crew out of the ship, because
well, because—"

“Oh, wget a move on you'

“Well, there isn't half a ton of coa!
left on the boat, and we're in the
loneliest part of all the lonely sens
and here 1 guess we'll stay till we
rot. ‘There isn't one chance in tem
thousantl of any steamer turning up
that could tow us into port or even
take us off. * * * My God, look a!
that bubbly yvellow ‘eed over the side
thare.'

CHAPTER II.
Voyage of the Life Boat.

HIS" sald Captain Saturday
Farnish, “is the end of me
professionally. 1 shan't be

L able to keep up my insur-

ance, and if 1 die. it will mean

workhouse for the old woman!'" He
tried to steady himself for a moment
and then hicconghed behind his hand,

“Oh, things will come all right, sir
it the offiee when they're explained,”
said the mate. *“You aren’t g doctor
You can't be responsible for Mr. Lit
tle going off his head '

“When you have been at sea longer.
Owen, me man, you'll understand
that a shipmaster is expected to he
doctor, lawyer, commercial agent
and clerk of the weather, and if he
‘ulle at any one of those jobs or at
‘orty others when they come along
e’'s sacked (although he may been
with the firm for forty vears), and
here are ten men waliting in the
miter oflice, ready to tuke on his bil
et for less pay. It's a dog'sh life,
he sea, Owen, me man, and on
“oyvage one s seldom able to zet
ull whack of sleep. * at remindsh
ne, 1 think 1'll just have a peg and
wdilge 'n a few minutes' snoosgh, 'S
to be done. Presently.
vhen begin to starve, 1 g'pose 1
hall have to sfand round and ses
hat the men don't eat one another’™

“There's Mr, Little. sir, on thr
{ore crosstrees,  Any message, sir?”

Captain Farnish looked drearily at
the broken caster of his easvichair
and tried without success to stifle
another hiccough. “I'f 1 could only
zet the beggar to his room.”

“Aye, aye, sir,” sald the mate
briskly, "I'll tell him wyou order him
fo go there,” and with that betook
himself to the outer deck, and cloged
the chart-house door on the hook
behind him.,

On the main deck below there were
eathered the whole of the Norman
Towers' company. And high upon
the steamer's drab foremast, perched
ridiculously on the clumsy iron cross-
trees. the white naked body of the
chief engineer stood out vividly
igainst the cobalt of the midday sky.
He was preaching to the congrega-
tion In an elaborately conventicle
volee, and they, with the seafarers’
suseceptibility to sudden, hot, religions
influences, were listening with strain-
ing ears.

Mr. Kettle, the mate, ran crisply
down the ladder. “Clear a gangway
here, vou song of fools,” he ordered
sharply, And then, “"Fore crossirees.
there! Captain’s orders, sir;  will
vou go to your room at onee?"

By not so much as the flicker of
an eyelash did the madman show
that he had heard the interruption.
He mouthed on with his discourse,
The sun, staring from the hot sk
above, was already beginning to
gsecorch the skin of his white back to
an angry pink.

“Fast, 1 tell you,”
down at his listeners, ‘“fast if ye
wo'rd find salvation: and that there
should be mno backsliders 1. even I,
have thrust fasting upon you, There
is no food left upon this ship, vea
and drink also, both strong and other-
wise, such asg may endure for the
space of two weeks, and after that
woe, woe to the man that shall not
take to fasting with prayer and free |
will. Hell shall have him hungry.”

“Just because you can't do arith-
metie accurately, Mr. Little) said
the mate acidly, "we may starve,
and men may die, but each one will
have to report wherever he lands
that he's got theroe because of an
pngineer who's igcompetent at his

]
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ae {lliterate a signature as yours.'”

The madman 1ifted his ax, and was
ovidently in half & mind to throw It
~which was what Mr. Kettle, the
mate, wae angling for. But the wan-
dering evee of his congrogation drew
him baock.

“Oh, yve of little concentration,” he
shouted, "by what loore threads are
yvour bits of souls tethered! By skirl
yo are led ashore, by n small-sized
mate ye are driven at sea, and me
ve will not attend to, vea. though I
offer ye salvation. But by the sun
above that now sgcorcheg me, ego, vo#
precedens, will drag vou after me to
Paradige.”

“You couldn't do it,” said the mate.
"You're as Iincompetent either to
lead or drive In the stralght path, as
you are to make out an naccurate
estimate of distance run, and conl
remalning In bunkers, Man, there's
no getting over the evidence of vour
own daily engine-room reports. They'd
disgrace a bigamist, salling his first
trip In a dagoe tramp's stoke-hold
They—"

“Whiz!'" came the ax, winking as
it spun downward through the south
vrn sunlisght The mate dodged it
deftly, and it skated along the decks
Wotwoen two shrinking lines of men:
and then, plicking o
aving-pin from the rafl, Kettle rat
forward and swung himself into the
fore rigging

He went up the ratlines at racing
peed. and the naked man on the
‘rosstrees leaped to his feet,

groenheart be |

itood balancing there with one han! |

om  the starboard topmast
swaying to the roll of the ship

"You are bringing me food.” hi
serenmed: “vou shall not make me
lose my high-class soul by forcing me
to break my fast, 1 will swim to
Liverpool, and report vou to the
Board of Trade" And with that,
walting cannily till the Norman
Towers rolled to starboard. and the
deep blue of the “irgasso Sea lay
heneath him, he jumped outward, and
dived feet foremost.

Mr. Kettle's action was
enough. Even while the
was in midair, he halled
on the watch below to
the starboard quarterboat. The mad.
Tan wag brought on board, dried,
Aressed. and depoeited in his own
room. the door of “hich a leisurely
‘arpenter proceeded to decorate with
hasp and padlock.

The mate marched smartly off to
‘he chart house to report  He knock-
d. lifted the hook. and opened. the
loor, and grasped the situation at a
rlance,  (Captain  Saturday Farnish
had indulged in that one more peg
ind several otherg to ram it home

The mate stepped Inside, and this
time shut the door closely. He drew
trtning acroes the side windows
that the curlous might not look
through, and then made his formal
report.

“Chiel engineer gone
sir"

“You're yery capable off'sr
Owen, me man.  Given von o
unpleasant job, I'm sure Been with
vou in spirit all along but
get on deck Detained chart
severe malarial symptoms. Fatal, ex-
pose sen air Stayed in here very
much against my will. taking neces.
sary drugs.”

“Yes, sir, quite so. Second engi-
neer reports it's quite true about the
coal. I told him it was a trifle which
would cost him his ticket, and as
he was saucy 1 had to attend to him.
But that doesn't get over the coal—
and the grub, One we haven't got,
the other we shall have less of every
day. My idea. sir, was that vou'd
ke me to rig a life-boat, and go
off and see if 1 couldn't pick up as-
sistance. 1 wag sure vou'd think
each moment was of importance, as
every bit of delay meang so much
more food and drink consumed, and
you'd want me to be off at once”

“But where 1o, Owen, me man?
You're mnot likely to find a boat to
tow us this side New Jerusalem."

"There's some sort of a steam lane
from the Northern Ports to the West
Indies about twelve degrees south of
where we are now, sir, and 1 con-
cluded you'd like me to sall down
to cut that, and then if I didn't see
anybody, hold on backward and across
ll 1 did”

“You couldn’t find the old packet
again, once you'd left her. Much bet-
ter stay 'n let's all gtarve comfortably
together.

“I #bhall take note of the current
fets and the wind from day to day,
sir, and shan’t be far out in calculat-
ing your driftt They rubbed that
gort of thing pretty well Into one in
the navigation school. [ think you
may expect me back with assistance
inside a week.”

Captain Farnish applied a hand-
eves. “You'll excuse
these tears, Owen, me man, but
prospect mosht distressful. Mosht
disgtregsing to dile ont here llke a
hlack beetle in a kerosene’ can, un.
mourned, unwept for. And my stew-
ard tells me whisky's running out."

“Yes, gir, the Towers' going to be
a dry ship till.I get back with re
lef. Then I may take it to be your

prompt
madman
to officer
lower awuay

to his room
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job."

“I'm as capable at my profession |
as Any engineer on all the seas. 1!
accept criticism from no brass-edged |

cargo-tallier whatove'r, and 'l bap
tize you with blood, my son. \\'h0151
I've finlshed attending {0 thul
heathen." i

“Mr. Little, there {8 no getting over |
the fact of your incompetence. I've |
seen the evidence of It myself ln|
vour own shaky handwriting, and |
slgned by your own pame Now you'll |
agree with me that no man that ever |

aad been taught to write couid serawl '

wish that I should get under way at
onca?"

“At onche,” sald Captain Farnisb
with much gravity.

Captain F‘qrnlsh'a head dropped

upon his breast, and he permitted
himself to snore with relef,

“Then good-bye, sir,"

“Goo-by."”

The big, re velvet arm-chair in
which Captain Eaturday Farnish re
posed jarred up and down on its
broken caster with every roll of the
ship, and hefore leaving, the mate
took down Norie's Epitome of Navi

shrone |

entlon from the book-shelf, and shered
It up on n steady base, Then he net
his wateh by the ship's chronometer,
and wenl out once more on deck anl
gave crisp and lucld commands
those concerned in the rigging and
victualing of the port life-boat.

His Inst action before leaving was
to change the uniform that the chiet
engineer had slimed with oll for a
fresh rige It {8 not many mon who
woitld have given thought for thair
wlothes before starting on an open
boat voyage in mid-Atlantic that
could only be classed nas desperate,
but | ecan merely report Mr, Kettle
as [ found him.

The mate's cholce of crew for the
life-boat was also typical of the mam,
Skill would be needed for the trip,
atrength, endurance, and above all
thinge, chedience, - And yet Mr. Ket
tle knowing to the full the wenkness
of every member of the Norman
Towers complement, doliberately
nicked as his associates the five
worst men on board. He even in-
cluded among them the black who
only that morning had tried to knife
him.

When the lifeboat was ready, Mr.
{ettle looked up at the row of wor
Jed faces that stared down at him
rom the steameor's rall, gave a curt
vave, and ordered his man to shove
M.

“And now,"” said he, "do any ot
‘ot farmers know how to sall a
oal?!

It appeared that none of them did.

hev  were steamer sallors all of

'em, able to drive a winch, paint

nd elearn paint, take a wheel, or

‘e n derrick.

“"Well," said the mrte with an un-
dnd grin, “I'll teach you, and when
vou next step arhore, if ever you get
there, you'll he smart enough fore
and-afters to aall as deck-hande in
an American Cup race, But dead or
alive, vou've just one use at present

-and that’'s as ballast Pile your-
anlves up to windward."

They did it sullenly.

“You with the bald
smile.  D've hear me,
can-opener? Smile, or by James, 1'll
knook your vellow teeth down your
*hroat Don't yom dare to throw
black looks at me, Now we'll just
«all watches, 1'm captain, and 1M
‘ake port. Jenkins, as you've the
wmly clean face at your end of the
waat, I'll appeint vou chlilef officer,
ind vou take the starboard watch.
Let me gee! 'l give you the Dutch-
mitn, and Baldy here, with the win-
ning smile. And that leaves me 0O}
sen and the Senegambian, who still
hinks he's poing te get that pig-
knife of hig into my ribs before we're
hrough with this boat trip. Well,
1. Jenking, as we're shipping a good
fen! of water you can set vour star
Bowlines to bail, and the port watch
‘an shake out a reef, She'll carry a
it more canvas, i she's humored,

head there,
yvou son of a

i nd time’s the visence of the contract

| 'ust now

if we're to save e Tow-

| ore*

nost |

conldn't |
house, |

Rapidls behing them the disabled
deamer dinped out of gight below
he slerra of the horizon, and pree.
ntiy they had the heaving circus of
weenn (o themselves, A puff ot
gquall poured down agninst them.
Hettle Inffed not an ineh but kept the
boat rigidly =n her course, The
wave-tops tas he intended) poured
in over the lee gunwale,

“Bafl. yon sinful malingers,"” he
bawled at them. "“Ball and keep vour
egs dry and the ship affoat. T'll at-
tend to your souls when the time
comes. Mr., Jenkins, you come aft
and take the lee tlller beside me.
You've got to learn to handle the
hoat sometimes, and a nice light
breeze like this Is just the time to
hegin. There you are! Now you've
zot her all by your shivering self,
1nd mind you keep her ramping full,
Don’t you dare to luff for a fool of
wave-top."

The men were scared and sullen,
and the method of their schooling
was bratal, but they Improved hour
by hour. There was a spare tiller
in the boat, a lusty cudgel of oak,
and this the mate used vigorously
over their heads and shoulders when-
ever they were slow, or dense, or in
any way short of the perfect seaman,
Discipline was carried on in big-ship
fashion. They fed at appointed hours
on a sparing ration; they drank lime-
julce in their musty water, as or-
dained by the British Board of Trade;
and bells were struck every half-
hour on a tin bucket with ding.dong
regularity.

(To be Continued)

World ero Race Planned.

Three hundred thousand dollars wild
be offered in prizes for a race around
the worid in any kind of motor-driven
aircraft, the racers to start from Sau
Francisco in 1916, The proposietion is
to have the race under the auspices of
the Panama-Pacific exposition.
route suggested starts from San Fran-
cisco through Reno, Nev., and Chey-
enne, Wyo., and from there throu
either Kansas City, 8t. Louis or Chi-
cago to New York. Arnold Kruckman,
manager of the bureau of aeronautics
of the fair, will have the racing ar-
rangements in charge.

Piclure_s Sent bl able

Within a vear, anceording to Profes-
gor Von Glatzel of Berlin, it may Le
ossible by the selenium method of
rofessor Alfred Korn of Munich, to
transmit pictures across the At antic.
Professor Korn has already sent pic-
tures 100 miles by wire,




