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By CUTCLIFFE HYNE -

dventures of Captain Kettle

N O, lo—

MR. GEDGE'S CATSPAW

-Capt. Owen Kettle folded the letter-
eard, put it In his pocket, and relit his
. ¢igar. He drew paper toward him,
and took out a gtub of pencil and tried
to. make verse, which was his habit:
when things were shaping themselves
awry, but the rhymes refused to come,
Hé chidnged the meter; he gave up
laboring to fit the words to .the air of
‘Swanee River,” and wsiarted fresh
lines which would go to .the tune of
‘“Greenland’s Icy Mountains,’” a meter
with which at other times hé had been
natorfously successful. But it fatied
him now. He could not get the jingle;
are feet bristled at every turn; and
ge;ndd of popplew, on w! his muse
Wag engaged, became every moment
more and more elusive, |
It was no use. He put down the
pencil and sighed, and then, rrownln{
at himself for his indecision, took ou'
the letter card again, and deltberately
re-réad it, front and back.

t. Kettle was a sian who made
3p; .mind over most matters with
the quicknese of a pistolshot; and once
settled, rightly or wrongly, he always
stuck to dis decision. But here, on
the 'letter-card, was a matter he cowld
not get the balance of at all; it refused
to . be _dismissed, even t orarily,

m his mind? it involved interests
far too large to be hazarded by a
hasty verdict eitner one way or the
other; and the difficulty in coming to
any satisfactory conclusion irritated
him heavily.

,.The letter-card was anonymous, and
seemed to present ne clue to its au-
thorship. It was typewritten, it was
posted, as the utu:r showed, in New-
~castle; 1t committ ifs writer in no

. whatever. But it made state-
ments which, if true, ougtit to have'
sent somebody to penal servitude; and
it threw out hints which, true or un-|
true, made Capt. Kéttle heir to a whole !
m;rld of anxiety and trouble. i

gnth:;lym %isremd anox;!ymou-
U Y Nno means always an easy
rule to follow. And there are times
when a friendly warning must be con-
. ¥eyed anonymously or not at all. ~ Bu’
‘Rettle did not werry ‘head about
the ethics of anonymous letter writing
as a profession; his attention was

taken up by this ty?m card from
mﬁu-wshu{' which he held in his

letters,

f"!ourwsll!xlp ¢;>u to :;: never to reach
. ere is an urance re
merly rigged. You think yo&...""eﬁ
véry smart, I know, but this ¥ime :
are being made a common gnll of.” |
And the writer wound up by sayinug:'
1 can't give I.u any hint ef how {t's
golng to be done. Only I know the
game’s fixed. So keep your weather
eye and take the Sultan of
and back, '

_ over particular.” :

{ & sigh, I am
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‘Cept. Eettle thought out many gs
as he yed from South &ﬁu
to the grimy office of his empleyer in
e, but his data were insuffi-
clent, and he was unable to got held
Of .any scheme by which he could-
‘Safely approach what was, to say the

Iy least of it, a very e sub-
de Mr. Gedge had hired him as
4 of the Sultan of Lsbuan,

00 word about losing her, and
Was he to ferce the man's confi-
? It looked the most un

‘mising enterprise in the ‘orid. lgoro-.

-over, although in the outer worl he

28 as brave a fellow gs ever lived, .

all a shipmaster's timidity at

) y & shipowner*in his lair, and.
s v, course, handicapped him.
| then, he was ushered
w Ige In his office, and saw him
‘Signing letters and casting oceasional
‘sentences to 8 young woman who flick-

il ,Ahm down In shorthand,
. The { ed. He was very
s % ml, he said, “what

k ahe2d. I can listen whilst
these letters.”

kerehief wiped e f
had w&ua-mmm. whi

‘“It's a private question I'd l'l'ke to
ask you about running the boat. &

‘“Want Miss Payne to go out? 3

“7¢ I might trouble her so far.

Gedge jerked his head toward"the
door. ‘T'ype out what you've got,”” he
said. 'The shorthand writer went out
and closed the glass door after her.
“Now, Kettle.”

Capt. Kettle hesitated. It was an
awkward subject to begin upon.

‘New then, captain, out with i_t,
quick.. I'm in the dickens of a hurry.

“I wigh you'd let me know a little
more exactly—in confidence of sourse—
how you wish me to run this stum;
boat, Do you want mo.to-—! mean—'

‘“Well, get on, get on.” ;

“When do you want her Back?

Gew' leaned back in his chalr, tap-
ped teeth with the end of hh‘pen.
“Look here, captain,” he sald, ‘‘you
didn’'t come hers to talk rot like this.
You've had yonr eorders already. You
aren’'t a drinking man, or I'd say you
were screwed. 8o there’s gomething
eisa behind. Come, out with it.”

% hulxév know hew to begin.”
“I. den’ iv{.n;,, thetoric, If you've
got a tale tell it, If not—" Mr. Gedge
leant bver his desk again ‘and went on
signing his letters.

Capt. Kettle stood the rudeness with-
out so muth as & flush. He sighed a
little, and then, after another few mo-
ments’ thought, teok the leiter card;
from hig pscket and laid it on his em-|
ployer's table. After “Gedge had
oconned through and signed a eouple
more sheets he took the card up in his
fingers and skimmed it over..

As he readl tha, color deepened in his
face, and Kettic saw that he = was
moved, but said nothing. For a mo-
ment there was sllence between them,
and Gedge tapped at his teeth and was
apparently lost in thought. Then he;
safd: * ere 4&id yoy, get this?”

‘“Through . the post,

“And why 4dtd you dring it to me?”

mouthshire some twelve hours later,
and he stepped out on Newport plat-
form inte & fog raw and frésh from
tue iSi.scel channel, His small, worn
portnmanteau he could easily have car-
ried in his hand, but there is an eti-
quette about thass matters which even
hard up shipmasters, t6 whom 11«
ing ig a financial ty, must observe;
and so he took four-wheeler down
to the agent's office, and made him-
self known, The Bultan of Labuan,
it seemed, had come up the Usk and
gone into dock barely an hour befors,
and so Kettle, obedient to his orders,
went down at once to take her over.

It was not a pleasant operation, this
ousting another man from his lveli-
hood, and as Kettle had been msup-
planted a weary number of times him-
self he thought he knew pretty well
the feelings of the man whom he had
come to replace. His reception, how-
ever, surprised him., Williams, the
former master of the Bultan of La-
buan, handed over his charge with an
air of odbvious and sincere rellef, and
Kettle fslt that he was being eyed
with a certain embarrassing curiosity.
Ths man was not &sposed to be ver-
ball municative. -

"gou ;ooked knocked up,” ®sald Ket-
tle.

“Might well be,” retorted Capt. Wil-
llams. “I haven’t had a blessed wink
of sleep since I .pulled my anchors out
of Thameés mud.” -

“Not had bad weather, have you?

“No, weather's been right enough.
Iy thickish, that’'s all.” -

¢ at’'s képt you from having a
vatech below, then?” ;

‘“’Fraid of losing the ship, captain, I
never heén up before the Board of Trade
fet and don't waat to try what it feels
1ke.”

“Ol"” sald Kettle with a =wigh, “It's
horrible; ey’re brutes, I know, I
Have been there.”

“So I might have guessed,” sald Wil-
lams drily.

‘“Look here,” saild Kettls, “what are
you driving at?” >

‘“No effence, captain, no offence. I'll
ust shut my head now. Guess I've
‘been talking too much already.  Re-
sult of being overtired, I suppose, Let’s
get oxf with the ship’s papers. They
are all in this tin box.”

“But I'd rathdér you said out what
you got to say.”

“Thanks, captal, but no. This 18
the first time we’'ve met, I think?”

“So far as I remember.”

‘“Well, there you are then; personally
you no déubt are a very nice pleasant
gentleman, but still there’'s no getting
aver the fact that you're a stranger to
me; and anyway, you're in Gedge's
employ, and I'm not; and theré’s a
law of 1fbel in this country which gets
up and hits you whether you are talk-
ing truth or lies.’”

‘“Hmglish ]Jaws are beastly, and that's
a8 fect.”

“Reading about them in the paper’s
quite enough for me. Now, captain,
suppode we go ashore with these pa-
pers and I can sign off and you can
gn on. Afterward we'll have a drop

to eny abou !
“Bhown it to anyons else?”
“No, sir; I am in your service, and

| earning your i
t 8 an excellent academic rule to — gris Joor PAY.

“Yes; I pulled you wiit of the gutter|
again quite recently, and vou sald!
you’d be able to get your wife's elothe_..
out of pawn with your advance note.

“I'm very grateful to you for giving
ntux}?th%:l i t.’{b !9‘.: long :;.I'n‘\j

servant to you a !

in your emmlor. ut if there’'s any-
thing on, I'd like to be {n your confi-|
dence. I know she isn’t an old a‘hip.'
but—" :

“But what?”

‘“She’s uneconomical. Her engines are
old-fashiened. It wouldn't pay to fit
her, with triple expansions and new|

ers.” . :

“I ses. You appear to know a lot|
abeut the ship, captain—mors than I
do myself, in €act. I kmow you're a |
small tth;h saint when :mu‘;am1 ‘
hail o at. Ebenezer, or Bethel, or
wahtever you call it hers ashore, but at
sea you've gat the name for neot being

“At sea,” maid the little sailor with
what I have to be. But!
I couldn’t do that. -I'm a poor man|
sir; I'm pretty nearly a desperate man,,
but there are some kinds of things
that are beysnd me.. I know it’s done
often enough, but—yeu’ll have to ex-
cuse me. I ean’t lose her for you.”
‘‘Who's asking you?’ sald Gedge
cheerily. “I'm, not. Don’t fump at
conclusions, man. - I don’t want the
Sultan uan lost. . Shé's not my
best ship, I' 3 but I can run her
ltsvféﬁi!or 1 that; and eveam If I
coulin’t I am not the sort of man to|
make my dividends out of
s. No, ndt by any means, cap-|

tain; I've got my name to P

nﬁm'@zl’;"‘hﬁgp'.r’l‘h of
ef. H

to hear it, But I w‘&r it M"ﬁﬁ

bave It out with you. - That beastly

letter upax me.”

G«? laughed slily. “Well, if you
want to knew who wrote the letter, I
al myself.”

E #tarted. He was obviously in-

‘“Well, to be accurate, I did it by de-
Yuty. You hae yer doots, eh? Han
it mjan; what an m.uavf

o e pressed one of the glectric
pushes by thé sfde of his desk, and
the ghi d writer came in and steod

y.
e, you typad this,letter-
! ;9 he asked, m' Miss

ng Jew you

Newport to-
merrow in e to see her comse inte
dock. Take her over at once, )
know; we can’t have any time od.
Here, goodby, I'm frantically busy.”

But busy though he might be, Mr.
Gmdid not immeftately return to
8 fhis letters after Capt. Kettle's
departure. Instaad, he tosk oyt a hand-

orehead d

:%11: nuI::od to ha? gmn vn'lccunx:.t-
y clajmmy; an r awhile he lay
back in his writing o like a man
who feels phwsically sl

Capt, Kettle, however, went bis ways
humming a cheerfu] air, and as the 13
o'clock mail Peared out that night
gcross the high-level bridge, he set-
tled himself to sleep in his coerner of
a third class 3 and to dream
the dreams of a man whe, after many
vicissitudes, has at last foumd right-
eous employment. It was a new ex-
gorlencc for him, and h ermitted
imself the luxury of en!by?ng it to
the full.

A traln clattered him into Mon-

--I‘moulh-t_y,&ﬁnl.;l}lht have gomething| 4

! ing about tired out.

within! {

of whisky together, if $ou like, just
to shew. there's no {ll-will.”

‘“You are very polite, captain,” eaid
Kettle, ‘“I'm sure I don’t like the no-
tion ef stepping in to tale away your
smployment. - But if it hadn’t been
me, he'd have ¢:§ some one elye.’”

The other turned on him quickly.

. “Den’t think you're.doing me a bad
turn, captain, because you aren’t. I
Was never ss pleased to rteop out of &
charthouge in my life, Only thin
18, I hope I aren’t doing you & b
turn by lettlnq you step in.”

“By James,'” zaid Kettle, “"do speak

! plain, captain; don’t go on hinting like
this.”

his.

“I am maundering on $oo much, cap-
tain, and that's a-fact. Result of be-
I suppose. But
you must excuse me speaking further;
thera’s that confounded Iibél law to
think about. Now, captain, here’s the
ey of the charthouse door, and f{f
you'll let me, I'H go out first and you
can lock it behind you. You'll find
one of thé tumblers beside the water
bottle breken; it fell out of my hand
this morning just after I'd docked her:
but all the rest {s according to the
inventory; and I'll knock off thrée-
pence for the tumbler when we square
up.” L

They plunged straightway into the
ari{dities of business, and kept at it
till the captaincy had been formally
Jaid down and handed over, and then
the opportunity fer further revelations
Was gone.

Cept. Willlams was clearly worn out
with weariness; . responsibility had
kept him going till then, but now that
responstbility had ended he was like
& man in a trance. His eyes drooped,
his knees failed dmnkenl{; he was
past speech, and if Kettle had not by
main force dragged him off to a bed
at a temperance hotsl, he would have
toppled down Incontinently and slept
in the gutter like one dead. As it was
he lay ox_z}ethe counterpane in the heav-
fest of sleep, the picture of a strong
man worn out with watching and la-
ber, and for a minute ofr. so Kettle
8tood beside the bed and gazed upon
him theugh £rs

“By James,” he muttered, “if T could

§! make you speak, oaptain, I pelleve you

could tell a queerish

But Kettle did net loiter by this tac-
fturn bedside. He had signed on as
master of the Sultan of Labuan: he
was In Mr. Gedge’s omgloy and earn-
ing Mr. Gedge's pay; and every minute
wasted on a steamer means money
lost, He went briskly across to the

tale.”

south dock and set the machinery of| ha

business to werk without delay. There

grumbling from mates, engineers
mm;’th&‘mmuo:‘nnna-

3

alr, but Kettls was not 3 man who
oourted : from his underlings
!;Znuz om indu . He

ed that their duty was to get the
water ballast out and the coeal under
hatohes in the shortest time em record,
and mentioned that he wus the man
who weuld ges it dene.

The meu xrumhiod of ecourse; be-
hind therr driver’s back they swore;
tws deck hands and three of t{e stoke-
hold c¢rew deserted, leaving their
wages, and were replaced by others
from the shipping office; and still the
work went remorselessly on minder the
/gray glow of the fog so long as day-
light lasted, and then under the glare
of raw electric are lamps. The air
was full z:‘fntty dust and the rear
of falling . A waggen wag shuni-
ed up, dangled aloft in hydraulic arms,
ltgnomn!ouﬂy emptied end first, and

en put to ground again and petu-
lantly sent away to find a fresh 13-4.
whilst ite successor was being nursed
and relleved. Two hupdred tons to
the hour was WRat that hydraulic
staith could handle, but for all that
it did not break the coal unduly.

“In the ferehold the trimmers gasped
and choked as they steered the black
avalanches into place; and presently
another of the Huge staiths crawled
up along the dock wall, with a gasp-
ing tank-loco and e train of waggons
in attendance, and then the Sultan of
Labuan was being lodded throu the
after hatch also. - It was a triumph

of machinery and organization, and
tired men in a dozen departments
cursed Kettle for keeping them at shuch
a remorseless pressure over thelr tasks.

Down to her fresh water plimsol the
steamer was sunk, and then the load-
ing ceased. Even Kettle did not dare
to overioad. - He knew quite well that
there were jealous eyes of & seamen’s
and firemen’s union official watchm?1
him from gomewhere on the quays, and|
if she was trimmed an inch above her:
marks the Sultan of Labuan would
never be let go through the outer dock
gete, So the burden was limited ‘to
its legal bounds, and Kettle got his
clearance papers with the same flerce,
businesslike bustle, and came back
and stepped lightly up on to the
tramp’s upper bridge.

The pilot was there walting for him,
half-admiring, = half-repelled, the old
blue-faced mate and the carpenter were
on the forecastle head; the gecond mate
was aft; the chlef himself and the
third engineer were at the throttle and
the reversing gear belsw. The ship’s
entire complement had quité surren-
dered to the sway of this new task
master and stood in their coal grime
and their tiredness ready to jump at
his bidding.

Bristol channel tides are hjgh, and
thé current of the Usk is swift. It
wéas going to be quick work if they
did not mise the tide, and the pilot,
who had no special stake in the mat-
ter said it could not be done. Kettls,
however, thought otherwise, and the
pilot in consequence saw some sea-
manship which gave him chills down
the back.

“By gum, captain,’” +he said, when
they were fairly out of the river, “you
can handle her.”

till I know her, pilot, and then
I'll show you.”

"“Haven's got nerves enough. Look
you, captain, you’'ll be having a bad
crumple-up if you bustle a big-loaded
Steamboat about the docks at  that
rate.” :

“Never bent a plate in my life.”

‘“Well, I hope you never will. Look
you, new, you're a little tin wonder in
the way of seamanshlp.”

“Quartermaster,” saild Kettle, “tell
my steward fo bring two goes of whis-
ky up here on the bridge. Pliot, if
you say such things to me you make
me feel like & ginl with a new dress,
and I want a drop of Dutch courage
to keep my blushes kack.”

“Well,” sald the pilot, whén the
whisky came, “here’s lots of cargo,
captain, and good bonuses.”

“Here's deep-draft steamers for you,
pllot, and plenty of water under 'em.”

The whisky drained down {ts ap-
?ointed channels, and the pilot said:
‘By the by, I've this fer you, eap-
tain,” and brought sut a letter card.

“Typewritten address,” sald Kettle,
“No pestmark on the stamp. Who's
it from?* r

“Man I came across. Look you,
though. I didn’t kmow ‘him: dut he
sald there was a useful tip in the tet-
fer which it would please you to have
after you gafled.”

Keottls tors off the pertgrated edges,
and Jooked inside the card. Here was
another anonymous communicatton,
élso from ‘‘Well-wisher,” and, as be-
fore, warning him against the ma-
~hinations of George. “Got no idea
who the man was who gave it you?"
he asked.

‘“Well, did have a bit of 2 talk with
hith and a drink, and I rather gather-
ed he might’ have had something to
do with insurance, but he didn’t say
his name. Why, ish’t he & friend of
yours?”

“I rather think he is,” said Kettle,
“but I.can’t be quite sure wet.” He
did mot add that the anonymous writer
guaranteed him a present of £50 {f
the Sultan of Labuan drew no insur-
ance money till he had moored her
tn’ Port Said. ?

From the verv outeet the vovame of
tha Sultan 6f Labuan was unpropittous. !
Before she was c.exr oi the Usk it was |
found that thres more of her crew
had managed tp slip aAway axhore, and
80 were gone beyond replacement.
Whilst she was still in the brown,
muddy waters of the Bristol channel,
there were too geveral breakdowns in;
the engine room which necessitated |
stoppages and anxious repairs. The'
engines of the Sitan of Labuan were |
her weak spot, for otherwise her hull|
was sound enough. But these ma-
chines were old and wasteful in steam,
and made all the difference in economy
which divides a profit from a loss in
these niodern days of flerce séa com-
petition.” .

With Murgatroyd, thé old blue-face
mate, Kettle had been shipmates be-
fore, and there existed bétween the
two men a strong dislike and a certain|
mitual esteem. They interviewed over|
duty matters when the pilot left. "Mr.l
Murgatroyd,” said the little skipper,
“you’ll keep hatcheg off, and do every-
thing for ventilation. This Welsh:
coal’s as gassy.ds petroleum.”

“Aye, aye,” rumbléd the mate; “but
how about when heavy weather comes
and the decks are full of water?”

‘“You'll have fresh orders from me
before then. . Get hoses to work now
and sluice down. The ship’s s pigstye.”

“Aye, aye; but the hands are dog-
tired.”

“Then it's your place to drive them.
I should have thought you’d been long
enough at sea to know that. But {f
you aren’'t up to your business, just
say, and I'll swop you over with .the
second mate right now.”

The old mate’s face grew purpler, “It
you want a driver,” he gaild, “you shall
ve ane”; and with that he went his|
ways and roused the tired deokhands
work after the time-honored meth-

But if Capt. Kettle did not epare his
crew he was equally hard on himself
He was at sea now and wearing his
lea-going consclence, which was an!
entirely different plece of mental me-!
chanfem to that which regulated his!
aotions ashore. He had received Mr. |
Gedge'y precise instructions to run tha'
coal boat in the ordinary methed, and|
he intended to do it rélentlessly and
to the letter.

He had had his doubts about Mr.
Gedge’'s real wishes before, and even
the episode of Miss Payne, the type-
writer, had not altogether deceived
him: but the seeond letter from “Weli.
wisher,”” which the fﬂot brought on
board, cleared the matter up beyond
doubt. There was not the faintest
chance that Gedge had written that:
there was not the faintest reason to
disbelieve now that Gedge wished his
uneconomical steéamboat off his hands,
and had arranged for her never agaln
to come into port. ! i

Now, properly approached—say with
sealed orders to be opened only at sea
—I think there is very little doubt but
what Capt. Kettle would have under-
taken to carry out this plece of ne-
farlous business himself. The aver-
age mariner thinks no more of “mak-
ing the insurance pay” than the at-
erage travsller does of robbing his
féllow-countrymen by the importation
of Belgian cigars and Tauchnitz nov-
8ls from a channel packet. And with
Kettle, too, loyalty to an employer,
80 long af§ that employer treated him

l-on. beard.

, tackls usefully, and tacitly

. @led clumaily down bdelow.

'x":e old man’ sbout not -a. score . { |
ha had tau-c mnu ’oln‘hz But then he nm?m wm“’y

squarely, ranked high. But for a
second time ‘“Well-wisher” had repeat-
ed the word ‘“catspaw,” and for his
purpose he could not have uszed a bet-
ter spur.

The little captain's face grew grim
as he read it. “By James!” he mut-
tered, “If that's the game he's trying
to play, I'll make him rue it.”

owever, though at the beginning of
a voyage it may be easy to make a re-
solve Itke this, it is not so easy to
carry it into practical effsct. If the
machinery was on board, human or
oth: e, for making the Sultan oti
Labyan fall to reach port, it was not
at all probable that Kettle.would find
it before he saw it in working order.
When arrangements for & bit of bar-
ratry of this kind are gone about now-

adays, they are erformed with
shrewdness.  Your %rm ntle-
men, who makes a devil of wWork

and guncotton to blow eut a stesmer's
bottem, or makes a compact with

ef her crew to ow the bilgecocks,
dexterong enou : ver up Nig t
very completely, having a wholesome
aws of the law of the land, and a lirge
distaste for penal seryvitude.

Moreover, Capt. Owen Kettle was nét
the man to recefve gratuitous infer-
mation on such a point from his unger-
lings. To begin with he was thé Sul-
tan of Labuan’s captain, and, by the
immemorial etiquette on the sea, a
ship’s captain {s always a tnan so-
clally apart. He is a dictator for the
time being, is addressed aa “Sir’; and
would be regarded with social awe and
coldness by his own brother if the
said Brother were on board &s one of
the mates or one of the assistant en-

gineers. 3
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With the chief engineer alene, al-
though he does pot sit at meat with
him, may a merehant captain unbend,
and with the chief of the Sultan of
Labuan Kettle had picked a difference
ovér a commiswion on kering not
ten minutes after he had first stépped
He had the undoubted
knack of commanding ; he ceuld
look exactly after his em: ioyui'- ptro-
perty, but he had an un, nate habit
os making himself hated in the pro-
ceéns.

Jn the course of that night an irem
belaying pin whisked up eut of the
darkness, and knecked off his cap as
he stood en the upper bridge, Just
before the dawn & ¢hunk of coal whis-
zed tp and smashed itself into spiint-
érs on the wheelhouse wall, not an
inch from his ear.  But as Kettls re-
plied to the first of these compliments
Dy threes prompt revelver ghots almost
before the thrower had time to think,
and rushed otit and caught the sécend
assailant by the neck-scruff and ferc-
ed him to eat up every scrap of coal
thet had been thrown, the all-nation
créw decided that he was too ugly :o
4 to

let him alons for the ftture,
do their lawful work. ¢ which, of
;‘o?uno, was exactly what tle desir-

By this time the Sultan of Labuan
had run down the Cornfsh coast, had
rounded Iand’s snd wa» standing
Off en & courss $hich would make
Finistérrs her next landfall. The
gtass %n&nnnx steadily; the pea-
Scape made up of blacks and
whites and lurid grays; but theugh
the air was ¢eld and raw, the weather
Wis not any worse than need have
Been expected for the time of year.
The hatches were off, and a good
streng smell of coal billowed up
from below and mingied with the sea
scents, .

‘With all @ northern sallor’s distrust
for ‘a ‘‘Dago,’”’ Kettle had ?otud his
spruce young Italisn second' miate el
Gagn’n probable tool, and watched him |
like the apple of his eyé. No man's!
actions could heve been more inno-
cent and normal, and this, of course,
made things all the mors suspicioua.
The engineer staff, who had access to
the bﬂgo cocks, and could arrangs dis-
asters to machinery, wers likewise, ex-
officio, guspictous persens, but as it was
quits {mpossible to overlook them at
all hotrs and on all eccesions, he had
regretfully to take them very largely
on trust.

Blundering, incompetent old Murga-
troyd, the mate, was the only man on
board in whese henesty Kettle had |
the least faith, simply because he con-|
sidered him too stupid to be intrusted
with any operation so delicate as bar
ratry, and to Murgatroyd he more or
lens confided his intenmtjons, : .

“l heaf thers’s a scheme on beard
to scuttle this stéamboat,” he gaid,
“becguse she's too expensive to run.
Well, Mr. e, the owner, gave me
orders to run her, and he tg/d me he
made a profit on her. I'm going by
Mr. Gedge's words, gnd I'm going to
take her to Port Sald. And let me
tell you this, if she stops anywhers
on the road and goes down, all hands!
g0 down with her, even if I have to
ghoot them myself. So they’d better
hear what's In the wihd and have a
chance to save their ewn skins. You
understand what I mean?”

“Aye,” grunted the mate.

‘“Well,” just let the word of it
out—in the right way,
stand.” .

“Aye, aye. Hadn't we better got the
hatches on and battened down? She’s
shipping in een pretty often now,
and the weather’'s worsening., There’s
& good slop of water get ing down
below, and they fay it's all the bilge
Pumps can do to keep it under.”

“Mr. ‘Meddle ' Murgatroyd,” Kettle
snapped, ‘“are you - master of this
blamed ship, or am 17 ou leave me
to give my orders when I think fit,
and get down off this bridge.”

“Aye,” grunted the mate, and wad-

slip
you under-

Kettle knew quite well that it was
dangerous to leave the great in
the decks undefended dy p y and
u?s,uun. A high sea was running,
and the hea laden coal beat o
both :deep and sedden. .. ‘he
had put her a point and & half te
westward of her course, so ag to take
‘t)l;e oncoming seas mors fairly on the
W

But still he hung on to the
hatches. The coal bhelow was gassy to
& degres, and if the v ation  was
stopped it would be terribiy liable to
explosion. The engine and boiler rooms
were bu, od off, and there was no
danger from these, but the subtle ceal-
885 would spread over all the rest of
the vessel's living quarters—as the
smell hinted—and a carelesaly lit
match .might very comfortably eend
the whole of her decks hurtling inte
the air. Kettle had no wish to meet
Mr. Gefige's unspoken wishes by an
acoident of this sort,

However, it began to be plain that
as they drew nearer ta the bay the
wenther worsened steadily, and at last
it came to be a choice between bat-
tening down the hatches both forward
and aft, or being incontinently swamp-
ed. Hour after hour Kettle in his
flmqmng ollsking had been stump-
ng backwards and fgrvn.m across
the upper bridge, watchin, his steam-
boat Iike & cat, and hold ng on. with
his order to the very furthest moment.

open

to| sela may . count,
| the sess one

at last he gave the command to'
t,;::tantdown, and both watches rushed
to help the carpenter carry it out, The!
men were horribly frightened. It
seemed to them that in that gale, and
with that sea running, it was insane
not to have battened her down  long
before.

The hands clustered on the lurching
iron decks with the water swirlin
egainst them waist high, and shi
the heavy hatch covers, and got the
tarpaulins over; then the Nerwegian
carpenier keyed all fast with the
wedges, working Itke some amphibious
animal half his time under water.

The Sultan of Labuan was fitted with
no gowl ventilators to her holds, and
even it these hud“'mn fitted they
would have been ed away. So
frém the moment of bmuun& down,
the which o coal
mxmth the air t e whole ship
beosme one huge explosive bomd wh
the merest spark would touch

t. Kettle called his mate to him
ve explicit orders.

“Youn know what a powder hulk is
ke, Mr. Mate?”

" Q," 1‘“4 Md-

“Well, this ship Is a sight more dan-
gérous, and we have got to teke cafd
if we do not want to to hea.wn'
quick. It's got to be Iights out
aboard this ship till the weather
ceases and we can get hatches off
again. Go round now and gee it done
yourself, Mr. Murgatroyd, please.
Watch  the doctor dowse the galley
fire, and then go and take away all|
the forecastle matches so the men
can’t amoke. Put out the mide light,
the masthead light, and the binnatle

Ps. Quartermasters must steer as
best they can from the unlit qari¥

“Aye, ays. But you don't meart the
sidelights, too, do ye? There’s & big lot
of shipping here in the bay, and ws
might easy get run down-—'' The ol.d
man caught an ug’g look from Kettle's
face and broke And grumbling
some antient saw about “obeyl or-
derg if you break owners,” he shultled
off down the ladder.

vier and heavier grew the squalls,
carr;ing with them spindriff which
beat like gravel against the tweo oil-
sieinned tenants of the collier's upper
bridge: worse and worse the sea. |
Great, green . waves re Mfmnkc
wells, ¢raghed on board and fi the
lower decks with bolling, yeasty surge.
The funnel stays and the gpeanty rig-
rlri: hummed like harpstrings to the
gale, i

Deep though she was in the water,
thers were times when her stérn heav-
‘84 up clear, and the propeller raced
in & noisy catherin® wheel 6¢ fivs and
foam. On every wside, ahead, abeam
and astern, were nodding yellow lights,
jerked about by unseen ships over
thunderous, unseen waves. - It was a
regular Biscay gale, such as all ves-
in that corner of]
geo out of eight, a|
gale with heavy seas
& dense crowd of -htzmng. But there
was nething in it ch seamanshi
ufider ordinary clrcumstances coul
net meet.,

Capt. Kettle hung on hour after
heur under shelter of the dodgers on
the upper bridge, a small, wind brush-
ed figure in yellow ollskins and black
rubber thigh boots. About such a
‘“brecre’ in an ordinary way he would
hgve thought little. Taking his ves-
8¢l thr it with the minimum of
danger was only part of the daily me-
chanical routine, but he stood tilere a
prey to the-liveliest. anxiety.

The thousand-and-one dangers in the
bay appeared befere him magnified. If
the ship for any sudden and unavoid-
able reason went down, the odds were-
that he himself and all hands would
be drowned. But at the same tima,
Gedge would be gratified in wo easily

uching the coveted insurance money.
The fear of death did not we the
little skipper in the very least: de-
gree whatever, but he had a most
thorough objection to being in any
way Mr. Gedge’s catspaw,

Twice they had near escapes from
being run down. The first time was
from & sodden blundering Cardiff ore
#teamer, which was driving north|
through the thick of it, with very 1t |
tle of herself showing except two |
stumpy masts and a brine-washed |
smokestack. She would have €bvious-
ly drowned out any lookout on her
foredeck, and the bridge officers got
too much spindrift in their eyes to mea!
with any clearness, But time is money,
and even Cardiff ore steamers must
make passages, and so her magter
drove her blindly ahead full steam
slapslop-wallow, . and  frusted tha
other people would get out of his way.

Kettle's keen eyes picked her up out.
of the sea mists just fm time, and
ported his own helm, and missed her
sheering bow with the Sultan of La-
buan’s quarter by a ghort two fathoms,
A tguch in that insane turmoil of sea
would have sent both steamers down
to the shells and the flickering wesd
below; but there wa# ne touc , and
80 each went her way with merely a
perfunctory interchange of curses
‘which were blown into nothingness by
the gale. Fscapes on these occasions
didn’t count, and it s etiquette not to
Speak about them. ashore afterward.,

The second shave came from a big
white-painted Cape liner, which came
up from astern, lit like & theatre and
almost defying the very gale Itself.
Her lookouts and officers were on the
watch for lights. But the unlit col-
Uer, which was half her time masked|
by the seas llke a half-tide rock, never|
struck their notice,

Kettle, with all a shipmaster's sturd
dislike for shifting his helm when hyo

hed the right of the ro held
on uﬁ the great knife.like bo.vdv' 'e“

order to the quartermas
and the Sultan of Labuan fell away to
starboard. As if the coal boat had been
Cape liner followed,

ng nearer hand over fist.

Cht%ln‘ direction. further was as
dangerdus as keeping on as he was, 50
‘Kuﬂe bawled to the quartermaster to
‘Steady on that,” and then the great,
white steam-hotel suddenly seemed to
wake to her danger, and swerved off
on her old coumse again. So clese
weére they that Kettle fansied he could
hear the quick, agitated rattle of her
‘whoel engines as they gave her a
‘hard down” helm. And he certainly
saw officers on her high upper bridge
péering at him threugh 6 drifting
Bea smoke with & curiosity that was
more than pleasant,
"Trs:ln: to pick out the old tub's
name,” he mused grimly, “s6 as to re-
port me for carrying no lights. By
James, I wish’ some of those dandy
ﬁ,uunxer boat officers could try this
w-down end of the tramping trade
ﬂo;q 1:41 bit.”
t went and day ¢ame, gray, and
wet, and desolate, The heavier squalls
had passed away, but a whole gale
still remained, and the sea was, if
anything; heavier, The coal boat
rarely showed all of herself at once
above the waters. Her progreéss was
8 succession of djves, her decorgtion,
(when she was visible), ' a fringe of
spouting scuppers, Watch had suc-

cesded watoh with the dozged pa.
tience of' sallormen; but watch attep
watch Kettle hung on behind the can.
vas dodgers at the weather end of the
bridge. Fe was red-eyed and whitaee
cheeked, his torpedo beard was foul
with sea salt, he was unpleasant tq
look upon, but he was undeniably very
much. awalses, and when the accident
game (which he conecluded was Mr,
Gedge's effort to réalize the coal boat's
insutrance), he was quite ready to cope
with emergencies,
sofmewhere in the bowels of
the ghip there came the muffled boom
of an explosion, the bridge buckled up
beneath his feet, that he was very
nearly wrenched from his hold; ang
the iron main deck, which at thag
moment happehed to be free of water,
rippled and heaved Iike a tin bdisculf
box imoves when it fa Xicked, Thore
wes a tinkle of broken glass as somg
wn-out skylights crashed back upon
the deck.

He -looked forward and he looked
aft, and his surprise saw that both
hetches were still in place and that
very little actual damage was visible,

en he had his

and

the engine room fthe frightened

orew powred out into the open, and

#ome scared wretch cried out to
“lower eway zem boats.”

:‘ig;e was a gituation that needed
(0! g with at orice, and Kettle was
the man to do {t. XFrom beneath his
ollskins he lugged out the revolver
which they knew so painfully already,
and showed it with ostentation. “By
James,” he shouted, ““do you want to
be taught who's captatn here? I
give cheap lessonsg, if you ask.'’

His words reached them above ths
hooting and brawl of the gale, anq
they were cowed into sullen obedi-
ence.

“Carpenter, take a couple of men and
away below with you and see what's
broke, You blessed, split-trousered me-
chanies, away down to your engine
room or I'll éome and kick you there,
The second mate and his watch get
tarpauling over those broken skylights,
Where's Mr, Murgatroyd? In his bunk,
I suppose, s usual; not his watchy
no affalr of his if the ship’s Blown to
heaven when he's off duty. Hero,
you' eteward, go and:. turn. .out Mr,
Murgatroyd.”

The men bustled about after their
errands, and the engines, which had
stopped for a minute, began to rumble
on again. Capt. Kettle paraded the
swaying bridge and awalted develop-
ments

Presently the barcheaded ateward
fought his way up the bridgs ladder
ageinst the tearing wind, and bawled
out some startliing news. It's Mr.
Murgatroyd’'s room that’s been blown
up, alf, made a 'orrid mess of. Chips
sayw 'e picked up ‘ls lighted pipe in the
alleyway, sir, an’ it must a’ been that

said

the midst of| that fired the gas.”

‘“The blamed old thickhead,”
Kettle, savagely.

“'H weas arskin’ for you, sir, was the
mate, though we couldn’t rightly make
out what ’s sald.” A

“He won'’t - be pleased: to see me,
Smoking, by James, was he?

‘““The mate’s burnt up like a plece of
coke,”’ sald the steward persuasively.

“'H cawn’t last long.”

The carpenter came up on the bridge,
“Dose blow-up vas not so:dad for der
ole ship, sir. 8he nod got any plates
started dot I can see. Dey have der
‘blige pumps running, but der’s nod
much water. Und der mate, sir. He
say he vould like to see you. He's in
ver’ bad way.”

“AR right,” said Kettle “I'll go and
see him.” He called up the Italtan se-
cond mate on to the bridge and gave
over charge of the ship to him, and
then went below.

“The author of all the mischief, the
stupid old man who, through sheer
orass ignorancs, had gone to bed and

oked a pipe in this powder mine, lay
orribly injured in the littered allay-
way, with a burnt straw cushion undes
the shocking remnants of his head.
Most of his injuries were plain to the
eye, and it was a marvel that he lin-
gered on at all. It was very evident
that he could not live for long, and it
was clear, too, that he wanted ' to
speak.

Kettle's resentment dled at the sight
of this poor charred cinder of humane«
ity, and he knelt in the ltter and lis«
tened. The sea noises and the ship
nofses without almost drowned the
words, and the old mate’s volce was
very weak. It was only here and
there he could pick up & senteres.

“Nearly got to wind’ard of you, skip-
per. . . . Itwas me. . . . Cedge
paid me fifty pound for the job. . . .
scuttle her. . after Gib. . . . r
would’ 'a done it, too. . . In spite o
your blooming teeth.”

The old fellow broge off, and Kettle

leant near to him, * you go-

to scuttle her?™ he # y

ere was no answer, A -second time

he repeated the quest and - then

”’fdn a third time. e {nate Heard

him. The sea roared outside, the wind

overhead, the cluttersd wreck-

age clanged about the alleyway. The

o? man was past gpeech, but hs open-

ed an eye, his one remaining eye, and
slowly and solemnly winked.

It was his one recorded attempt at
humor during a ltetime, and the ef-
fort was his last. His jaw drepped,
wagging to the thud of the ship, hir
eye opened in a glassy, unseeing sters
ﬁgd he was es dead a thing as th

n deck he lay upon.

“Well, matey,” sald Kettle, - apos-
trophiaing the poor charred form
‘“‘we’ve been shipmates before, but 1
never liked you. But, by James, you
had your points, Yo gsu be bpuried
. a pukks parson in Gfb, and have
& stone put over your y old headi
if T have to pay for it myssll.
think I can hammer out a bit of verse,
too, which’ll meke that stone a thing
people will remember,

“By James, though, won't Gedge be
mad over this; . ge will think [
spotted the game you were playin
for him, and . murdered you
hand.
won’t hurt you, matey. I want Gedge
to understand I'm a man that's go}
to be dealt straight with. I want
Mr. Blessed Gedge to understand that
I'm not the kind of lamb to make int¢
& catspaw by any manner of means,
I bet he does tumble to that, too. But
I bet also that he sacks me from th's
berth before I've got ‘the coals ovet
fInto the lighters at Port Sald. Bv
James, yes, Gedge is a man that stioks
to his plans, and es he can't lose tha
Sultan of Labuan with me as her skip-
per, he'll jerk another old man into
the charthouse on the end of a wirs,

who'll do the job more to his satis-
faction,”

The Norwegian carpenter came up
and asked a question.

‘“No, no, Chips, put the canvas away.
I want you to knock up some sort of
& box for the poor old mate, and we'll
take him to Gib, and’ plant him there
In style. I owe him a bit. Well ail
get safe enough to Port Said now.”

(Copyright by Cutcliffe Hyne.)

t ot
‘Well, that's all right, and it
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JUDGING FROM INDI
THE PRESENT MOME
BERRY IS Q@GOING
SHADE FOR THE
TES, and cashmere is goiff
of the leading fabrics. Lol
ers are closely v atchingd
fashion tips, and one or tfi
French houses are showifl
cashmere and early stray
med ‘witn this raspberry o
& reaction after the dull a
faded strawberry note wh
has not been discarded as
are still using a kind o

tone for the cloth race go
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THE FANCY FOR FUR
ING seems to be rather on
for the early Riviera frocHd
and ermine still remaining
ites. Take it all in all th
a most difficult time of ye
as to clothes, or indeed, to
any hard and fast rules as
It must be admitted that
lent . modes have been sed
Riviera, and there is a 4di
London and Paris to pa
these designs. It i{s not
eombine the tailor-made s
tailor-made practical, but
facilities are now offered th
case a few years ago. The
coat and skirt are by no
despised when bought at a
Charming variety is offere
weat ‘the bolero, the short
Icng basque, or the  reding
equally smart.
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THBERE IS A GOWN W.
AT THE PRESENT TIN
FAVORITE in VIENNA. I
‘berry cloth with trimming
of a deeper tone. There are
are fond of this touch of ve!
tons and color, for it gives s
softening effect to any seve
garmant, Such a garment 1
for races and for morning
town and commends itself
Mulberry is rather a popular
blue is in reality as much of
as ever, from the brightest
to the darkest navy. Navy
ful In serge trimmed with b

Dark green faced cloth s
loved by the foreign tailors
man Emperor” shade—heavil
with black braids.
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CHECKS ARP COMING I
SPOTS ARE ALSO USED,
fancy plalds. A strong shal
colér in fine faced cloth is &
its own trimmed with braidl

‘vet. Corded silks are also
torjal trimmings, and so {3
pipings of satin, but whate
of- fancy fashion takes in his
a touch of velvet is too beco:
lightly discarded, and milita
always seems to be effective.
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THE FASHION OF LADI
DRESSING IS CONST
CHANGING, but Lady
strated to the members of
Numianatie Society the oth
that modern styles have .md
slight resemblance to those
with the women of Anclel

Lady Evens {llustrated her
ancient Roman coins. In th
¢an era the hair of the wom
lécted on the back of the
fastened In a knst, but lat
elaborate dressing was see
hair was drawn to the top ¢
and passed over the forehe
- - . L] *
IT I8 THE ELBOW
THAT AR ERESPONSIBLE
RAGE FOR LINK BRACE
have driven the bangles all o
that no one is buying them,
reduction of ninety per cen
when a Fifth avenue jewele
duces its prices you may t
granted that a tip has been
Paris to the effect that this
thing is in danger of becoml
in the fashion market. Ney
are wide enough to make a by
ing on that dainty stretch
to dimpled elbow. They disp
turned wrist nearly as well g
bouring of tea. It is regarde
the thing nowadays to have
angd collar to match. That
necklaces are getting so wi
Wwill take a swan to wear s0
New ones—no ordinary neck
th’i it Of a thing. It is an
Stylé tod for the husband w
be able to make his peace wi
studded collarette now findg
repentance is hardly legal te
out at least one bracelet in
Amethysts are still the mos
OI'ston_es though the matrix
no signs of becoming passe,
Phires ang pears and diamond
always have their devotees.
ines and other semi-precious s
had a great run this winte
faq for imitations is going ou
Tings are Jarger and more
than ever. Fleur de lis of
With ruby bands and fresh wa
featured in lace work of dia
Snakes of many colored sto
bopular as ever, but the ne
from Paris is the square e
18 surrounded by dozens of d
not .chips. The plating set
in tlers; the arrangement is t
& Persian antique and never
80.much money been put in
this description. Indeed the
Signers are inclined to carry
e8kal and Egyptian ideas i
Ofnaments and lorgnets a
them made by hand. The poq
hand work has never been g
at present. The feminine s ?
in knowing that dearest frien
énemy can never possess a
like one’s own is enough to cd
any woman for the variet
Jewels she must sacrifice to of ;
made goods of this order.
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IF PRESENT INDICATIONN
OVERPLAIDS WILL HAVH
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