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CHAPTER THREE

The business of the courts and the
arrangement of his own private aff-
airs detained Laurence in London for
another couple of months, and it was
late in September when he arrived
at Leith. He went straight to Har-
pers office on the Fish Quay. Clem-
ent Harper received him cordially, a
little brusquely perhaps,owing to the

exgiences of business, but with a

warm handgrip and words of en-

couragement. f
“Glad to see ye, lad, he said.

“Ye'll sail on Wednesday, the .(lqy‘
after to-morrow. Have yea sea kit?

Laurence nodded. On the sale of
his little yacht he had retained all
such articles of clothing—guernsey
oilskins, sou-westers, and sea boots—
as he thought might be of use in this
new seafaring venture,

“That's well  The worrk'll  tear
your nice silk-faced oilies to rags in
a couple of voyages,but they’ll Tikely
serrve you that long. Now I'ma busy
man until four o'dock. Go ye down
to the waterside and sec you new
craft for yourself, and come bhack to
me then. Ye¢'ll stay with me when
ashore until ye can get a room of
your own—but yell not be ashore
much. The boat’s called the Fairy
Belle, and a vairy belle bateau ye'll
find her.” He laughed joyvously at his
outrageous pun,and pushed Laurence
towards the door. “Be off wi’ ye. I'm
a busy man the day.”

Accustomed as he had been to the
appearance of trawvlers at sea, Laur-
ence’s heart misgave him when he
looked down at the disordered deck
of the Fairy Belle from the whari-
side.

There are no smarter sailors in the
world than the fishermen of the nor-
thern ports, and when on the great
waters their boats are handled in a
way that can only excite admiration
from the yachtsman who knows his
work, Patched though their sail may
be and rough their gear, never a line
is out of place, and the picturesque
coloring of their stained canvas only
emphasizes the fact that every sail
is doing its utmost work and doing it
well. The boats, though often old
and even leaky, miracles of discom-
fort and inconveniences, are yet fast,
and, handled as they are by men
srained on them from bovhood, they
sail like yachts—and racing vyachts
at that. There is perhaps no lovelier
sight to be seen on our coasts than a
fleet of trawlers, their sails every
shade of yellow and red from deep
crimsons and tawny siennas to sul-
phur and gold and cream, twisting
and circling round each other over
the trawling grounds

But in harbor, where a yacht is at
her trimest and cleanest, the sloven-
ly appearance of the fishing vessel
is painful to the eye. Her unhoused
sails lie in great heaps of sodden
canvas about her filthy decks. Her
open holds exhale a most offensive
odor of fish, and her decks and bul-
warks are foul with scales and slime.
Every rope, free from the tension of
the fresh sea winds, hangs slack and
dejected, and the whole vessel is a
picture of disorder and neglect.

Laurence looked on the unsavory
raffle with sore distaste; the rusty,
shabby stove-pipe smoking above the
tiny forecastle;the array of patched
clothing hung out to dry on the rig-
ging; on adirty, touzled-haired boy
lounging by the hatch, smoking a
short pipe and spitting into the dep-
ths of the hold from time to time :and
when he reflected that this was to be
his home for the next couple of years
he was sorely tempted to go back to
Harper and accept the fist contemp-
tuous offer of a book-keepers’ stool.
But the strength of mind that had
kept the father calm-eyed and quiet
through those two torturing years of
impending ruin came to his son's aid,
and he swung himself down the iron
ladder attacked to the quayside and
set foot for the first time on the deck
of the Fairy Belle.

The boy by the hatchway watched
him sullenly and in silence.

“Captain aboard?” Laurence asked.

The boy spat again down the hatch.

“Na,” he said, without moving.

“Mate?”

“Eh?”

“Is the mate on board ?” Laurence

aueried sharply. Accustomed toready
obedience and civility from his own
vatch's erew, his temper was rising.
. “There’s nae mite,” the boy said,
in the broadest of Lowland Scotch.

“Is anybody in charge of the boat,
then 2’

The boy stepped over the hatch.
“Jock, ye're wanted,” he bawled down

A growling answer came from the
clark_lu-~;< below; the top of a ladder
leaning against the side of the hatch-
wiy began to shake, and the two
grimy hands ascended the rungs, fol-
lowed by a dirty hairy face beneath
a slimy sou’wester; and finally the
ownerof face and hands appeared on
deck. Though a man of a zoond
height he was perhaps an inch short-
er than Laurence His shoulders
were enormous, and tended to make
his ungainly figure more squatin ap-
pearance than it was in reality. He
wias clothed in a torn blue guernsey,
trousers  of some dull red material,
coarse as army blanketing, and thigh

boots. Hestared at the visitor keen-
Iy from beneath shaggy yellow eye-
brows

“What d've want?” he asked rough-
ly,

“Are you the
asked.

“T'here’s ng e mates on trawlers. I'm
leadin' hand,” and then he repeated
his question, “What d’ye want?”

‘I'm from Harper’s,” Lavrence an-
swered to the full as curtlv. “I’'m goin”
tosea on this hoat”

The fisherman s »t on the deck.
“We want nac holiday makin’ svrells
aboard here ™ he said.

‘I'm not holidlay making. I'm com-
ing asa hand."

“Ye!" The burly ruffian laughed
alond. “Ye a hand?” He burst into
a torrent of Lowland obscenity ridi-
culing Laurence’s appearance from
head to foot. “Ye white-handed
——whelp, d’ve think to fule me?
Ye wharfloafin fo'castle-robbing
poppy-cock; get off the boat, dye
hear, or I'll pitch ye overside.”

Latirence filled and lit a pipe, his
hands shaking with anger, the boy
watching him curiously the while.

Then he sat down on the bulvarks
and smoked < until his temper
was in hand. and then, layin down
his pipe, saicd shortly, “And now get
about it—this pitching me overboard.”

The bull-necked leading hand
rushedat him withan oath, Laurence
lifting his elbows clear of his sides
as the rush came. The man laughed
alond as he noticed the actionthink-
ing he meant to strikeand in a mom-
ent hisarms were around the young-
er man's waist with a grip like iron.

But he had reckoned without his
host. Not for nothing had those arms
been liited to invite that grip. As
he straightened his back to lift his
antagonist from the deck, he found
one of the freed elbows beneath his
chin, the other crooked behind his
neck, the two forming a cruel vice
that bent him backwards and back-
wards until a fall or a broken neck
was inevitah'~ To save himself he
released the waist he held between
his arms, and as he -taggered free
he found himself battered on  the
month and beneath the chin by
series of shortupward blows that jar-
red his jaws and skul like strokes
from a trip-hammer. Again he jump-
ed back to get room, receiving one
savage, long-armed cut beneath the
eve as he went, and the two men
faced each other panting.

So far all the honors of the game
were with Laurence, but knowing
that in any lasting fight he was cer-
tain of defeat . he stood quietly, every
nerve strung,thinking his very best.

The rush came quickly, the fisher-
man was striking heavily and quickly,
blows any one of which would have
knocked LLaurence to the deck and
probably have stunned him had they
got fairly home. Unusual tactics
were required. The science of the
ring would he childish folly on a deck
cumbered with spars and coils of
rope, and so, abandoning all science
or any attempt to strike or guard
he caught one of the great fists in
his own and pulled it towards him
suddenly with all his might, leap-
ing asile as he did so. His quick
movements, aided by the initial im-
petus of the rush and blow, pulled
the man over like a falling tre- his
head came against the bulwarks with

mate?” Laurence

Children Had Eczema
Doctors Failed to Cure

Two Letters Which Prove the Efficiency of Dr. Chase’s
Ointment as a Cure for Eczema.

Fortunate are the mothers who
know the virtues of Dr, Chase’s Oint-
ment, for there is no treatment so
suftable for use after the bath to re-
lieve irritation and chafing and to
thereby prevent eczema and similar
skin diseases.

Mrs. W. L. Barnes, Timmins, Ont,,
writes:—*‘“I want to tell you about
the case of my little boy, who had baby
eczema when he was threc months
old. It started on the top of his head,
on his forehead and around his ears.
The doctors failed to do him any good,
S0 I tried Dr. Chase's Ointment on the
recommendation of a frlend, and ina
month’'s time the child was entirely
rree'nr this disagreeable skin disease.
He is now four years old, and ‘us
never had any further trouble from
ailments of this kind. I also have
8reat faith in Dr. Chase's Nerve Food,

and believe that it cannot be beaten

as a restorative for
women.”’

Mis. George McNair, River Charles,
N.B., writes:—**We use Dr. Chase’s
Olntment in our home, and would not
wish for anythilag better for cuts,
burns and bruisees, A few years ago
a friend of mine, whose baby was
terribly afflicted with eczema had her
child treated by their own family phy-
sician, but the little one got no better,
They tried several remedies, but they
all proved useless in this case. TUpon
the advice of a neighbor they got Dr.
Chase's Ointment, and before the first
box was used the child was completely

pale, nervous

cured, I can also recommend Dr.
Chase's Nerve Food to suffering
friends who 1 know will be glad to

learn of somecthing to
nervous trouble. You have my per-
mission to use this letter for the bene-
fit of others.”

Dr, Chase’s Ointment, 60 cents a
box, all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates
& Co., Limited, Toronto.

relieve  their
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a verelc “Fruif-a-tives” Sooi Rellered
+# A British Sea Story s |3 This Dangerous Condition
By MAURICE DRAKE P f::,_‘";f,,';i’i.?;;i :.E:.TT::

Stomach. It afterwards efZacked ey
Feart and T had painsall over my body,
5o that I could hardly move around.
I tried all kinds of Medicine but none
of them did me any good. At last, I
decided to try “Fruit-s-tives”, I
bought the first box last June, and
now I am well, afZer using only three
bozxes. 1 recommend **Fruita-tives ™
to anyone suffering from Indigestion”’,
FRED J.CAVEEN.

50c. abox, 6 for $2.50, trial size, 25¢.
A tall dealersor sent postpaid by Fruit-
a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

a sickening crashand he lay snoring
and stuunned,

Even then Laurence took mno
chances. He jumped onto the broad
back and gripped the great throat
with both hands, thumbs downyard
and buried in the beard and forced
them into the flesh until the snoring
became a choking gurgle.

The boy drew nearer, staring at
the pair in silence. Laurence looked
up in his face. It was quite unmoved,
and, despite the excitement of the
fight, the thought of what a floating
hell a boat must be, where such a
savage struggle could call for no re-
mark from a boystruck him with dire
premonitions. The boy stooped and
looked sidewavs at the face pressed
down to the deck. “Ye've knocked
him out,” he sail. “Ye can let up.”
and Laurence rose, feeling a little
hysterical, and wiped his thumbs on
his clothes.

The snoring recommenced, and then
the man coughed and made an at-
tempt to rise. Laurence aided by the
bov, turned him over in his back and
dragged him to a sitting position,
leaning his head and shoulders again-
st the bulwarks He soon regained
consciousness. The snoring lessened
to heavy, labored breathing, and the
hleared eye sopened and glared sul-
lenly at his antagonist. He shifted
his position with difficulty and tried
to wipe the blood from his mouth
with the back of his hand. Then he
looked up at Laurence again and mut-
tered some coarse oaths through his
blood-clotted beard.

“By G—d, though, ye can fecht,”
he said, and stirred himself to rise.
Laurence put out a hand to help him,
but the offer was repulsed; and get-
ting to his feet unaided, went aft,
slang a bucket overside by a rope
tied to its hande, and began to wash
the stains of the fight from his face
and hair

Iaurence Averil was nocoward, hut
the brutal and unprovoked ferocityof
the fight sickened him. It was over
in amatter of a few seconds and was
never more than a nearly silent scuf-
fle at best. Now, as he watched the
man plunging his head in the bucket
of sca-water, blowing and splashing
and rubbing the blood from his hairy
face, his first feeling was of wonder-
ment—wonder at the force of the
blows he had escaped, at the blind
fighting rage that had possesed him
and led him—a graduate of Merton—
to kneel on the back of a prostrate
man and drive his thumbs into his
throat. Wonder, too, at the callous
behavior of the ship’s boy, and the
half-lozen of the lookers-on who had
watched the fight from the trawlers
moored alor “Aeor fromthe edge of
the wharf. They had evinced little
interest, all behaving as though a
fight betweena fishermananda well-
dressed young man on a trawler’s
deck was the most ordinary spectacle
ni the world, As he stood and looked
across the disorderly decks, at the
blood-stained man washing in the
stern of the boat a grimt and wely
foreground to the blue waters of the
Firth of Forth, and the blue sky be-
vondhe heard one remark made from
the boat behind him, and only one.
As commentary it was brief and bru-
tal as the fight itself. A man on the
nearest trawler, who had seen the
whole affair turned and called to one
less adwvantageously placed in a far-
ther boat. “Jock Menzies's got
lickit” he said,  and unconcernedly
returned to his work of whipping the
frayed end of a warp.

Menzies himselihaving washed his
face and dried it on a shirt hanging
in the rigging, came back to Laur-
ence. “Is it true?” he asked. “That
ye're coming as hand aboard here?”

Laurence nodded,

“Then Heaven help ye, my mannie,
the brute said. “Wait till [ ge yve on
open water an” ['ll promise ve a
weary time”™; and he went down the
laddler into the hold again,

This sounded encouraging. Laur-
ence picked up his pipe, lit it again,
and beckoned the hoy to him. “What’s
your name?” he asked sharply.

“Willyum Clitheroe,” the boy an-
swered, and added, “they ca’ me Wul-
lie aboard.”

“Where's the captain?”

“Ashore.”

“Who’s that?”
the hold.

“Him ye lickit? Jock Menzies, I
wouldnac be you when we're at sea
He kilt a bovy off Stornaway two year
syne. Strook him o’erside. No; they
could prove nacthing—ne’'er tried.
He fell overboardby nicht, that's all,”

He pointed down

“\\{l’lr) else is aboard this cursed
hqa " Laurenee asked.
scar. He's a Dane. I dinnae

ken his ither name.”
“'\\’h:\tfﬁ the captain called 2”
“M(-nzws. He’s big Jock's feyther.
Hes afeard o' Jock. Jock 'ud me mas-

ter, but he disnac ken the fushing

grounds weel”

IfTl:lm Wwas more encouraging still.
he

skipper was Menzie’s father,
and afraid of him to boot, it looked
likely that the son’s threat might not
be mere unfounded vaporing. Again

ClSEResaEIEw

the thought of the book-keepers desk
came into his mind, and again he re-
jected it. If brutality was to be the
law,so let it be. He thought with less
shame¢ of that attempted strangling,

and it seemed well to declare war
straightaway.
He walked to the. hatchway and

looked down into the gloom. Sounds
as of scraping the sides of the hold
came to his ears.

“Menzics,”” he called. “Jock Men-
zies.” P {
“What does wcwant?"came from

below—with more oaths.

“You, Come to the ladder, you dog.”

The bearded face came to the light
beneath the hatchway. Laurence
leaned over.

“‘I'm going back to the town,” he
said. “And as you're not man enough
to throw me over I'm going llﬂ.’lill.l'l‘
I shall come back to-morrow morning
with my kit. Then I shall start work
on board—and if you want more
trouble raise your voice or your hand
higher than vour netds and you'll got
it. Mind that. Get back to yonr
work, you muck.”

The face disappeared without re-
mark, and Laurence climbed the
wharfside and walked up the town.
but before he went back to Harper's
office he spent three pounds of the
twenity that remained to him in a
second-hand Colt’s revolver. He ‘l'x.lv
not mean to drown “off Stornoway,
if he could help it

CHAPTER

FOUR

At half past nine the next morning
Laurence was again upon the auy
He was attired in an old suit of blue
serge, and carried with him a bag
containing such changes of clothing
ashis pastexperience had shown him
to be necessary for a long and prob-
ably wet vovyage-

The moring was as perfect as only”

an early September morning can be.

The soft autumnal haze upon the
beaches and at the foot of the low
cliffland only served to throw into
clearer relief the brilliant hue of the
sky above, A gentle casterly brece
broke the bright waters of the Firth
into shin r wavelets and the
whole coast scene was clear and vivid
in cool northern sunlight.

One or two steamers were passing
near the shore, and some trails of
smoke, low - ©  ~ the distant horizon

betraved the presence of others. Half
a dozen offshore trawlers, laden with
the night’s catch,ran be fore the wind
towards the harbor. The picture was
cheering and pleasant, the fresh
morning air stirring the blood in the
veins like wine, and Laurence  de-
scended the ladder to the deck feeling
inspirited by its influence

Menzies was still  below at his
work of scouring the hold, the noise
of his scraping audible above the on-
enhatchway. Nodding to young Clith-
eroe.who was washing the breakfast
things on deck, Laurence threw his
bag down the dark forecastle stair-
way and swung himself down after it.

Not all the disarray and dirt of the
decks above were sufficient prepara-
tion for the interior of the dismal
hole in which he found himseli. The
place was in  semi-darkness, the
stench insufferable, and ventilation
there was none. A small stove stood
by the botttom of the companionway
nearly fllling the triangular floor
spacing, its hot pipe offering danger-
ous handhold to the unwary visitor.
A disorder of sticky oilskins, dirty
clothing, scaboots, and filth unspeak-
able covered every inch of available
floor. An open cupboard the en-
trygave glimpes of unappetizing food
wrapped inpaper or lyving exposed on
tin plates. On ecither side were two
bunks, each about a couple of feet
wide, in one of which a tumbled h~ap
of torn and grimy blankets, from
w hich issued a sound of muflled snor-
ingindicated the presence of a third
member of the crew.

As Laurence looked around in the
dim light—the place was lit only by
a scratched and befouled circular
plate of glass in the deck above—ior
some vacant place whercon to deposit
his bagthe snoring ceased and a pale
face .under a shock of light hair
emerged from the blankets and stared
at him.

To his civil “good-morning” the
pale man vouchsafed only a grunt,
following up with the inevitable

question — this time with strong
Scandinavian accent: “What d'ye
want 2"

Lﬂnrvn‘r- answered it with another.
“Where's my bunk?” he said.

“Dis is mine. De boy, he sleeps
under me. Jock, he has the top one
on de oder side. and the pale face
and light hair disappeared beneath
the blankets again,

Laurence emptied the debris in the
one remaining hunk out uuipon the al-
ready cumbered floor until he came
to the bare boards beneath. Upon
them he flung his bag, changed from
his serge clothes into an old suit of
dungarce overalls. climbed up the
compaion, took a deep draught of the
clear air and descended by the ladder
into the empty hald. Meenzies was
scraping slime and scales from  off
its sides, and looked sulkily over his
shoulder at the new arrival.

“Ye've come then?” he said.

“l have,” Laurence replied. “What's
my job?”

Menzies snorted contemptuously
“If ye're sae set on workin' in har-
bor” he said, “yve can wash the floor
o’ the hold. Ye'll find a bucket on
deck. Yon’sa broom”; and Laurence
setto work upon the first paid manu-
al labor of his life,

It was a weary business, Forward
thehold went beneath the floor of the
forecastle, and, owing to the low
headroom, he scrubbing had (o he
done on hands and knees Being
farthest from the hatchway this part
of the floor was in almost pitch dark-
ness; it was slippery with scales and
offal, and the stench in such a con-
fined space was almost unbearable
Added to this, the difficulty of using
a heavy ship’s scrubber in so narrow
a spacethe discomfort of heing wet
through from the splashing bucket
fulls of water, and the neccessity for
kneeling in it, made Laurence more
than once begin to regret the whaole
of his undertaking.

It was two in the afternoon before
he finished, and then all the water
and offal had to be sent on deck and

Continued on page 8)
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GASTORIA

For Infants and Children,

Mothers Know That
Genuine Castoria
Always

Bears the

Signature
of

Use
For Over
Thirty Years

THE CENTALIR COMPANY, MEW WOAK SITY.

CANADIAN PACIFIC

Great Lakes Steam-
ship Service
VIA OWEN SOUND

Steamship “Manitoba’”
leaves Owen
night

Sound at mid-
TEHTURSDAY

each

(eonnecting  frain leauves
Toronto 5 pm.) for
Sault Ste. Marie, Port Art-

Williamm
Port M cNicoll

commences June 2

hur and Fort

Service via

Plin Your

Trip Now

Point Av Baril
Muskoka Lakes
Kawartha Lakes
Lake Mazinaw
French and
Pickerel Rivers
Rideau Lakes

Severn River

Vacation

are delightful resorts and
easily reached by C.P.R

FOR WINNIPEG AND VANCOUVER

Leave Toronto 6.40 p. m. Dily via “‘“THE PIONEER ROUTE’

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or W. B
HOW ARD, District Passenger A gent, Toron to, Ont.
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MAKING
MONEY-

orlame inthebarn, “eating theirheads off"? One means

profit—the other means loss,

When a horse goes lame

—develops a Spavin, Curb, Splint, Ringhone—don’t
risk losing him through neglect—don’t run justas great a

riske by experimenting with unknown ‘cures”,

reliable standby—

Get the old

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE

Mr, David Yerex, Sonya, Ont., writes—“T hive use
fifteenyears, andknow it tobe a good cure”,

bottle of Kemdall's in the barn,

Dr. B.J. KENDALL CO., - .

Then, if a horse goes lame
remedy on hand to cure thetrouhle quickly, $x. abottle—6 fnr",,:u' T
your dealer for free copy of book—""Treatise OnThe Horse' —or write

d your Spavin Cure for
Be ready for emergencies, keepa

ou have the
s'. Ask
us direct,

ENOSBURG FALLS, VERMONT, U.S.A,

times
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COBALT A GREAT ALLOY

FOR HARDENING STEEL !

Drove 15200 Half-inch Holes With-

out Needing to be Ground. |
|

For many years the metal -uhulll
was regarded as a nuisance hy those
was regarded as a curiosity by scien
tists and as nuisance” hy those en
gaged in exploiting the mineral re
sources of the country around the
town of Cobalt, in northern Ontario
The only utilization of this mineral
was in the preparation of the pig
ment known as caobalt bl Bt

have changed. From a curiosi-
cobalt has passed into one of the
most valuable alloys for increasing
the strength and toughness of steel
cobalt steelin fact,heing now recog
nized as one of the great rival 10
vanadinm steel. Cobalt stecl, which

a British production, has been sub
jected to several searching tests, and

the making of tool steel for turn
mg, planing, slotting, drilling, and
milling iron and stecd has proved ex
ceedingly successful In one test
with a half-inch twist drill the co-

balt steel tool drove fifteen thousand

two hundred holes through a half
inch malleable casting before need
mg to be ground, the drill running

cight hundred and twelve revolu-
tions per minut In the prepara

the cobalt for combination

with the steel, whatis known as the
alumin ohermic

process s practiced

THE LAZY HORSE'S LOAD

Wihen two horses pull  unevenly
on a load, which horse carries the
larger part of the burden, the omne
thatis alittle aheador the one that
15 somewhat behind. The experts of
the Minnesota  Agricultural College
have upset a common belief by prov-
g that it is the horse that lags
hebvind 'he experiments showed
that, if the lbad is aton the horse
that keeps its end of the evener eight
imches ahead of the other end palls
only pounds, whereas the slower
horse pulls 1012 pounds
Although this is not the cheapest
process for reducing commercial co-
halt it has theavantage of giv-
e an absohitely carbon-free metal
e oxide 1s combined with powdered
daminum, the mixture being  then

1: d in furnace of conical shape.
I« mocal action  is started by
ligl A Tuse, and wpon the furnace
being fired the contents are raised to
a white heat, The aluminam reduces
the cobalt oxide, onc pound of the
formger metal reduchg the melting
two pounds of metallic cobalt,

Some men are not satisfiel to re-
main at the bottom of the ladder.

They always wanto get lower down.
When a woman finds that her dress

doesn’t mateh her complexion, it is
always eiasy to change her complex-
10n.
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