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poisonous bags of tricks, but their own command
—never I Is she high-bowed? That is the only
type which over-rides the seas instead of smother*
ing. Is she low? Low bows glide through the

water where those collier'nosed brutes smash it

open. Is she mucked up with submarine'Catchers ?

They rather improve her trim. No other ship has
them. Have they been denied to her? TTiank
Heaven, we go to sea without a fish-curing plant

on deck. Does she roll, even for her class ? She
is drier than Dreadnoughts. Is she permanently
and infernally wet? Stiff, sir—stiff: the first

requisite of a gun-platform.

SERVICE AS REQyiSITE'

Thus the Caesars and their fortunes put out to

sea with their subs and their sad-eyed engineers,

and their long-suffering signallers—I do not even
know the technical name of the sin which causes
a man to be bom a destroyer-signaller in this life

—and the little yellow shells stuck all about where
they can be easiest reached. The rest of their acts

is written for the information of the proper

authorities. It reads like a page of Todhunter.
But the masters of merchant-ships could tell more
of eyeless shapes, barely outlined on the foam
of their own arrest, who shout orders through the

thick gloom alongside. The strayed and anxious
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