
THE AUXILIARIES

tramp a few nights ago in a bit of a sea.) There

is a little mutter of gun-fire ' -newhere across the

grey water where a fleet ")rk. A monitor

as broad as she is long coi ijack from wherever

the trouble is, slips through the harbour'mouth, all

wreathed with signals, is received by two motherlj"

lighters, and, to all appearance, goes to sleep be'

tween them. The Office does not even look up

;

for that is not in their department. They have

found a trawler to replace the boilerless one. Her
name is slid into the rack. The immoral torpedo^

boat flounces back to her moorings. Evidently

what Elizabeth Muggins said was not evidence.

The messages and replies begin again as the day
closes.

THE NIGHT.PATROL

Return now to the inner harbour. At twilight

there was a stir among the packed craft like the

separation of dr.ed tea^leaves in water. The swing-

bridge across the basin shut against us. A boat

shot out of the jam, took the narrow exit at a fair

seven knots and rounded into the outer harbour

writh all the pomp of a flagship, which was exactly

what she was. Others followed, breaking away
from every quarter in silence. Boat after boat fell

into line—gear stowed away ; spars and buoys in

order on their clean decks; guns cast loose and

ready ; wheeUhouse windows darkened, and every
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