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edunbrokentotb.w to

on fire escapes—I felt itwouli'be guodtd
“rough it " for two weeks, with the wind
blowing soft and south ‘and the Mascot
dancing over the waves to where the blue-
rish were biting, sou’ by west off the coast
of Maryland. Mine would be a vacation
worth while ; not without danger, for that
is the nature of the sea; rior without ven-
ture, for that is the way of ships that sail
in the wind.

Suddenly  the whée!man
“’Ware boom !” he shouted.

I ducked. The mainsail swung heavdy
overhead.

“If that had hit you,” the skipper sa!d,
you'd have anchored the other ude of |
Kingdom Come.”

He smiled grimly. I looked at the
boom. It must have been two feet thick
and fifty feet Jong, Of solid oak, it was
bound at intervals with rings of iron. A
blow on, the head as the mainsail brought
it over would have meant instant death.
I made a mental note of that. I wanted
to be quite sure. I intended to make no
mistake ; and for the next few days my
highest diversion and keenest delight was
dodging it when it came my way. I suc-
ceeded admirably, and I am quite satisfied,
for I am boom-broken for life.

As we passed out to sea, the crew set
about making the vessel sh:p-shape ., The
decks were cleared of ropes and tackle—
which I learned was pronounced Zay cle—
and tubs for bath and buckets for water
were put in their proper plnceq fot even

tacked.

onammmnum

neaandorde:edna card-index system
the odor of ﬁsb..whnch lndfheeu over-

powering when I bo.tﬂed the Mascot at |’

her pier in South Brooklyn, now was com-
pletely lacking. This [ attributed to salt
water and sea air. . téver the reason,
1 was exceedingly grateful and not a little
comforted, for a double-barrelled smell of
fish does not range well with a double-
barrelled sense of the zsthetic. s

I'looked about the deck. Everything
was strange and interesting. Most of all
1 was struck by the dories. These are
flat-bottomed boats. We had nine, eight
of them twenty, feet in length and one
slightly’ smnller They fitted one inside
the other, much like ‘the sections of a
collapsible drinking-cup, and with four
on the starboard side of the deck and five
to port they toek up no more deck room
than the two dories which rested on the
deck and in which the others were snugly
set and securely lashed.

The wind shifted unexpectedly. Now
it blew off shore, and that with an easter-
ly swell caused the schooner to roll until
the gunwale mookmsuandthe bowsprit
began to play tag with the ‘waves. With-
in half an hour it was blowing half a gale,
and I clung to the ratlines for support
while I watched the sea " with wild white
fingers snatching at the skies.”

“'We'll have a blow to-night,” the skip-
per said. He had been for’ard, seeing
that the dories were securely lashed. He
looked at me keenly as he spoke to me
now, and my face must have Qetrayed my
inward q\nlms, for he ulhd

successfully
waﬂmmatichdm in the Medi-
terranean.

Capt Peter looked at/ the sky.
won't last long hé announded. “Weather’s
seldom bad in July. You'll.hxve ‘a good
trip.” He looked 'at me again. - Then he

Crpe

said: " How d'you feel ” y

“ Bully.”

My tone caught hlsfancy £ You'll do,”
he declared, and he struck me a blow on|
the back that nearly ‘upset my 'good in
tentions.

Just then 2 hwn blew. lnmntly most
of the mﬂlmmdfor ard..

“ That’s dinner,” theﬁnpper exphlmd.

" Dye feel like eating 2”

There was a twinkle in his eye and I
laughed.  * Hungfy as a bear,” I'said.

“Come.” - He led me to the fo'castle
into which we descended by a ladder that
was almost perpendicular and not easy of
accomplishment with the schooner stag-
gering in \a heavy sea. Just then the
Mascot rolled to port. I reached for  the
ladder, but it sprang away fromme The
next instant I lurched against the table.
My hand went hﬁo.afmel'udy's-loup. but

hedchtmcutmndaqum

interest, or charm.

mdxecﬂnck.mthng three slicés to the
loaf, butter that ought to have blushed
eyery time any one called it that, coffee
with the wreckage of some _ship floating’
about in it, and a concoction that 1 took.
to be lemonade until a horrible “suspicion
came over me that it was stale water with'|
slices of lemon thrown in to disguise t.he
staleness. .

Later I learned that my surmise was
correct and that fresh water was most
precious. ‘It was kept in tanks, like a
| curiosity in a glass case. Salt water was
used almost exclusively for everything'

uf,ﬁnkmg. I washed in salt water.
suspect the food 'was cooked in salt water.
I know the dishes were washed in it, and
only by “seeing ” the steward could I get
half a tumbler of fresh water in which to
brush my teeth—an operation, by ' the
way, that caused the crew to stand aghast.

in fact, the skipper thonght my teeth
were false. In no other way could he
account for my taking care of them. He
told me so in all seriousness.

While my ablutions generally were  the
cause of excitement and concern, this
little daily act of brusking my teeth con-
vinced the men of my {insanity, which
they never doubted from the moment
they learned that I had shipped on a fish-
ing schooner for the fun I could get out
of it, “ Their life, full of toil and no little
trouble, they held to be without color,

Itwngumipa dark: when I went
‘again. The

neamengo to bed early,” he added. “Our
work makes us get up early.”

I told him I thought I would like to
stay up a little.

* All right,” he answered, * but I'll show
you to your bunk now.” :

He led the way to his cabin. * There,”
he said, waving his hand to express my
entire possession of it.

I demurred at his generosity. “ I won’t
sleep here,” I declared. “I won't let you
inconvenience yourself.”

“Then you’ll have to take the floor.”

“Very well. T'll take the floor,”

I spoke with determination, but he only
smiled at me. * You're not used torough-
ing it the way we are,” he said. “There’s
the bunk. Take it. I'm going for’amd.
Good-night.”

He was gone then. Theard him tramp
along the deck overhead. Then the foot-
steps died and there came to my ears
only the rattle of a block in its sheaf and
the low whistling of the man at the wheel.

Itookmyovercoat and went on deck.
It was a splendid night, with the stars out
and the sea but I found it colder
than I thought, and within half an hour
1 was ready to turn in. The cabin proper
was about eight feet long and three feet
wide. The bunk extended out beyond
that, in the space beneath the deck.

If I could pass judgement on the man
who designed that bunk I would sentence
 him to sleep in it every remaining night
of hislife; Ofeoune.gfhewmoontot,
tionist that would be .eminently easy.
“The bunk was’ built for a contortionist.
When once you got into it you were com-
paratively safe until you awoke, when, in
that moment that is like the spell between
daylight and the dawn itself, you would
sit bolt upright and hit your head a re-
sounding whack on the bodrds of the deck
above. When you regained conscious
ness the crew would be gathered round
and the captain would be reading from a
book t.w usually bound in leather.

That first night on board the Mascot 1
slept fitfully.  Just outside my cabin was
ngloekwhichat first sight seemed. noth-
ing more harmless than an alarm clock,
such as the department stores sell to you
lfyouarenotweful But its loks were
deceiving. It didn’t strike the hours, but
it struck the “bells”—that is to say, one
bell at half-past twelve, two. bells at one,
three bells at half-past one, and so on un-
til eight bells were struck at four o’clock,
when it would begin all over again. | The
beauty of the arrangement is that when
you awaken after ja - moment’s sleepin a
night of wakeful distress and hear with
joy the bell strike six and prepare to arise

tug
Hexsbacktotheseamtheoid
And the flag of the\.Ranggt’is y!

Me oiDrakgsold dmm.
o‘mu smart and bold—
by the ﬂagtbnt&efonghtof old

o8 ‘CICELY Fox SmMrTH, in TlleSpa‘btor

i 1 John Paul Jones, Scottish: naval aﬂventum #was bemn.in 1747 at Kirkbean,
Klrkcudbnghtshlre. After many adventures he obtained a‘commission in the Amer-
ican navy in 1775. - Cruising around the Beitish coasts in 1877 and 1878 he captured
the Drake off Carrickfergus, and threatened Whitehaven. In 1779 he menaced Edin-

burgh, and captured the King’s ship Serapis.

#n 1782 he joined the French navy, and

later the Russian, being present at the battle of Liman in 1788. On retiring from the
Russian service he was appointed United States Consul at Algiers, but died in  Paris
on July 18, 1792, before his commission reached him.  The record ‘of his burial place
was lost; but in 1905, after a search. extending over six years, his jremains ‘were dis-
covered in the old St. Louis Cemetery, Paris, and ‘were conveyed in July 1905 to the

for that purpose.

1| United States by a squadron of the United Sutes navy specially sent over to Frafce
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tinue keeping its light under the well-
known bushel, vou find out that it isn’t|;
six o’clock at all! -Oh, no, it is only 3 a.m.!

Iturned out with the dog watch, so
called because between four and seven
o'clock in the morning marinen, like |’
landsmen, wish to sleep, and because on
steamships most jof the irksome tasks
such as polishing the brass work, are done
in the hours of that watch.

At five we had breakfast. I wentto
the meal blithely. * The gang was lined up
to see how. I 'was faring. They becamé
panicky when I appeared -in -the flesh,
clothed and apparently in my right mind.
I think I would have gone there smiling
if I had felt that I+ could not live for ten {:
consecutive seconds longer It may hnve.

: would hlvehls llttle Joke in his
own peculiar way ; but I- stuck my fork
into three slices, one after the other, with
as much fuss and ceremony as I could
possibly stir up. What is more, I ate
them up, not only to the astonishment of

) the skipper, but to ‘the astonishment of

the crew as well.

" You must feel pretty well,” the skip-
per exclaimed.”

“1dg,” I replied, and I ate voraciously,
for the sea air had whetted my .appetite.
I was, in fact, the last to leave the table,
and I had been one of the first tositdown
at it A

“ Where are we?” I asked when I re-
juined the captain on deck.

“We'll fetch Delaware Breakwater by
noon. We'll put in there for bait, and if
you want to know’—he smiled at me
pleasantly —-* I'd decided before we start-
ed that if you got too ill on the run down,
'I'd put you off there and let you go home
by train.” ;

He laughed as he looked me over now,
and I grinned and felt a little proud at
having proved so good a seaman. He
spoke of the prospects for a good catch,
and I learned now that bluefish are caught
with ahook and line.  In some unaccount-
able way I had come to believe that all
deep-Sea fishing was done with nets. For
bait a fish called bunker is used. This
bait we were to obtain from bunker fac-
tories just inside the Breakwater.

“They catch bunkers and extract oil
from them by a process. ‘of boiling and
preﬂng the captam explamed.‘ i
take 40,000 of these fish for bait and the
other smacks will run something under
that ; but the bunkers we /fishermen take
are only a handful of what the factories
catch. ' It’s really hardly worth their
while to sell to us. They do it as an ac-
commodation.”

Usually it is an easy matter t6 get bait,
but this time we were extremely unfor-
tunate. On the second and third days
the bunker’ ships came in with empty
holds, and all of us becamé impatient, the
captain fuming at the loss of time, the
men fretting to be at work on the fishing
grounds. ' On the fourth night, however;
we got bait, A storm brought the’nnkex’
sl'upsmeuly By five o'clock weachtedx
them on the horizon. It wasraining then
and we had to go out: to meet them in
oilskins and sou’westers.

It ‘took perl?aps thrée-quarters of an
hour: to put 40,000 fish into our' dories,
The men held the dories- snug alongside
the bunker boat, and seldom was so much
asone fish lost. On board the, Mascot
the fish were handed up in baskets and
stowed away in an ice-house in the hold.
Placing the bunkers in layers on the ice

thmkmg that 'daylight .is about to eiscon-

was tedious work, for the utmost care

lts exercised, bait in poor conditibn

mg & poor catch. : ;

lhlus midnight beiore we. were done.
‘Although the men were exhausted, there
Wwas not yet time for rest, for our skipper
was detgtmmed to fetch the fishing
gmunds without delay, and the anchor
was at once weighed and the sails set.
As we approached the fishing grounds

we sighted 4 smack under full sail.
"She looks like ‘the Mumyland, ”. the

skipper said.
 He was right. She was the Maryland,
homeward bound, her hold full of fish.
We steered to get within speaking dis-
tance, and perceiving our desire she tack-
dlndpnud just astern of us, the spray
,glshingoverherbows. We learned that
had a catch of 15,000~-a splendid haul
5 ¥ G

Breakwater ! This had been th rough no
fault of our -own, but it cost us dearly, as
events showed. :

We reached the fishing grounds at noon.
I counted sixteen smacks at anchor and
under riding sails. They covered a Strip
of water about a mile and a half long by
a mile wide.

The skipper took the helm and_thread-
ed his way through the dories. Where
the fishing seemed best he ordered the
anchor dropped, and after that the sails
came down. Then the dories were
launched, and one by ane the boats push-
ed off, each loaded with a tub and two
baskets of bait. ,

Two men 'go ‘with each dory, one to
fish and the other to grind'the bait. The
fishing is done with hook .and line, and
the fisherman stands at his work. The
grinder sits at his ‘task, operating a ma-
chine that is'similar to such as you may
find in-any kitchen, only considerably
larger. Into it are put large pieces of
bunker that have been cut with a knife,
and out of it comes bait ground fine like
Hamburger steak. This finely ground
bait is thrown on the waters and the fish
rise to it. A bigger piece on 'the hook
tempts, however, and the fish take it' and
are caught.' When they are biting well 1
have seen bluefish hauled in as quickly as
the hook could be baited and thrown out.

Over the water as far as-I could see
flew thousands of small b Two or
three hundred hovered round ea Iy.
They flew  with. swallow-like 'raghilty,
touching the water two or three ti a

‘minute and stealing the bait.

4

They re Mother Cary’s chickens,” the
skipper told me, and he said that seamen
had a superstition that they carried “thé
souls of poor dead sailors.” He always
used the words “poor dead” in speakmg

,of this belief.

"While the men 'were away fishing, the
skipper, the steward, and myself remain-
ed on the schooner. With the binoculars
the skipper and 1 kept close watch not
only on whatour dories wére doing, but
on what the dories of the other smacks
'were doing, too. Now and then he regal-
ed me with stories of the captains—how
some of them had made fortunes and how
many had failed, One had cleaned up
$25,000 in ten years, and he was not .yet
forty years of age. Captain Peter him-
self, it ‘'seemed, was' not.badly off. He
owned his own'‘house in Brooklyn. He
had a comfortable bank account, and all
in all, to use his w%rﬂs, “the Mascot has
been a good gal”to him. She had been
something of a hoodoo smack before he
took her, and her owners hated to send
her ‘out, because she seldom found fish.
But all that changed ‘with her first trip

B PiE £ Tict, 1o S i ‘m‘ "__mam.a;.&.u S

.miles to a bank called * The Export.”

atﬁve o‘clock, nnd uneddry was. llnnch
ed and sent out with bait to see if the fish
were biting. ~After two hours and noth-
ing caught, the dory was called in, and we
waited and watched, for some of the other
smacks had “scouting” dories out. About
npon the fish began to bite, and at -the
first sign of that we had our. boats over-
board, loaded and at work. They did
well, too, and when we made -the count
at three o’clock we added 1,200 to our|
catch.

A squall came up that night and by
morning it was blowing half a gale. The
Mascot tugged restlessly at her cable and
pitched so heavily that she took water
first over- the bow and then over the stern.
It was quite impossible to launch the
'boats, or to remain on deck; for that
matter, and we all wentBelow, leaving
only a lookout in oilskins on daty.

The cabin was dark and cold and cheer-
less; but it warmed up quickly after the
pips were lit. Then the talk turned to
many 'things—the perverseness of flsh,
sharks, and the girls ashore. Once the
mate slipped into his storm togs and
ventured up on deck. He returned to tell
us that the storm would last the day out.
Taking off his wet outer covering, he
went over to one of the bunks, and, brav-
ing unmentionable terrors, plunged his
hand under the mattress. He brought
out several magazines and newspapers j
and threw them on to ‘a campstool. I
picked up the top one, the cover of Wthh
had dropped off from rough usuage. I

this,

legs needed stretching ; mdwe acmnhled
up on deck. We watched vasrant

pitching here and there, l3ut they ed,
to be catching nothing, and we ‘did not
then put out our boats. In the afternoon
a steady drizzle made life unbearable, but
we launched some of our boats and fished
for an hour with indifferent success.
Further squalls, however, brought our
work to-an abrupt end, and, we came to
the conclusion that either (here were no | i
fish here or that they were not biting.

We all turned in early that evening.
The men were exceedingly tired, ' for the
day with its bad-weather annoyances had
been wearying, but, in spite of it all, they
had to stand their watch in turn. . In the
morning we fished again, but still with
little encouragement and ‘no success.
The Maryland certainly had. cleaned .up,
and we decided to shift our grounds. At
noon we weighed anchor. I counted now
thirty-three smacks, and most of them
following our lead, weighed anchor, hoist-
ed sail, and set out ' after us, some ten

" If we can’t get fish here,” the skipper
announced, " we can’t get it anywhue.
The move proved to be a.wise one.
Our luck changed instantly. We got
some 700 fish in the first two hours, and
two days later, when all the bdit Was gone,
we had 6,000 fish in our hold—not a bad
catch, I'was told, but two or three thous-
and less than it would have been had not
the Maryland made such a clean sweep. .
Men of the other smacks hailed us as
we hauled around and sheered off,  The |
The captains waved to us and shouted
rough badinage through their megaphones
The Portuguese crews shouted, " Plata;
plata, plata,” which means Money
money, money,” in which the Portuguese
fisherman lives, dwells and has his being.
A fog on the waters made the trip home
slow and uncertain. We were forever
afraid of running on shore, and we did
not care to stand too far out, lest we
Tuninto’ the \ coastwise steamship
lane with its hundred perils. Every few
minutes we heaved the lead and took
soundings, the skipper scanning the chart
and roughly guessing our position as we
passed lightship after lightship. At last
we fetched the: Ambrose Channel.  For-
tunately the fog lifted and the sun clear-

i

ed, otherwme we might have beax forced the kinds

to remain at anchor, for it was .Saturday
noon, and the ocean freighters from New
York were steaming out in a long line,
They had been held up also-by the leaden
fog, and now in the bright sunlight they
were making for the broad Atlantic.

We slipped into the channel and then| o
hugged the Brooklyn shore. We were all
tired and dirty, but we didn’t care. We

were home now, and the morrow was

Arthur Newman,

Holmes Maxwell,

in the Fishing Gazette,
advice it contains may furnish a hint to
some of 'our readers:
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Robert Billings, for the Town of St. And-
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David.

Howard Toal, for the Parish of Dumbar
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“NAUTICAL GAZETTE" SOLD
o L LS
America’s oldest shipping journal, the

'Nautical Gazeite, has been acquired by the
New York Evening Post Company and
appears this week under new manage-
| ment. - Walter B. Hayward, a member of -

beenedlbrandoned&e owners oftbe
journal, is the associate editor.

‘Established July 1. 1871, at 39 Park

Row, by Osbon & Breck, the Nautical
Gazette was for eight years virtually the
only American publication in the field of
the shipping trade.
nounced that the publishers would en-
deavor “to make the  Nautical Gazette the
most valuable, trustworthy, and intesest-

Its first editorial an-

ng newspaper of its class published in

Amerjca, controlled by no clique, and
having 'American shipping interests at
heart. We shall do all that is in our
power to advance these interests and to
assist in every proper effort to place our
commerce on a footing commensurate
with our standing among the hations of
the world.”

It is the purpose of the new owners of

the Nautical Gazette to maintain its re-
putation as a journal of navigation, ship-
building, marine  engineering,
architecture and commerce ; to foster the
development of the American ‘merchant
marine along sound and logical lines, and
to devote considerable attention to the
improvement of our harbors, waterways,
and port facilities—a subject intimately
connected with the growth of the nation’s
merchant fleet.

naval

The size of the paper will be increased,
ts typography will be improved, and it is

planned at some time in the not distant
future to publish it. weekly instead of
aemi-monthly'.——Nm York Evening Post.

BOOMING THE ?ISH BUSINESS
s
The following ndvu'nsement lppears
ew York, and the

“Be a business optimist boom your

business—spread the feeling of security
among your customers—don’t jry to
practice, too much economy. By no
means allow . our national troubles to
interfere with your business. ' Don’t talk
hard times to your customers. Just push
the sale of fish, By doing so you help
thepubhcmbeattheb:ghcoat of living.
No article of food to-day is being sold at
the same comparatively low prices \as

good
for new: business.  Make better window

sh. Pushhaxﬂerthmever

displays, put up advertising signs telling
oi,ﬁuhyouhnveto; salegand

are to besold.
noonandnlght to all
An' their minds that the

salvation of this country during the tryin,
war timcs is the product of the sea. Flshg
Fish, Fi Spread its

tme and of your town to the other. Get

good graces from
the band wagon and hustie for busi-

nunandymxwiugetlt. If we can: help
you in any

atyour. service Best quality.
#ﬂdways. .

y, command us. We are
Lowest




