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How brave Joe was I and how trusting I Not a

pliable and hghtly upon me, as I floated up the Bay^-or wherever the current might be taking us. Butthere was only one direction with that flowing tide.

mto the Bay. So quiet did Joe lie. that I began tothink the hfe had gone out of him. But I could donothmg for him; nothing but try, whenever possible,to keep h,s head and my own out of the sea.How long I struggled, I cannot tell. My arms

and thf,T"^
mechanically. I took the barringand the submergmg as a matter of course. A plea^ing ethargy settled over my brain and the terror of

It all went from me.
When twenty minutes, or twenty years, might haveflown my head crashed against something hard. Iturned quickly. I seized at the obstruction. It waa log from some broken boom. I threw my armaround .t for support, then I caught Joe up andpulled his hand over it In a s^rnnH h .7
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second, he was all
life. He clutched the log tightly, and hung on.
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^ together,-enemies till then, but
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'"^''^^' ^ remember not a thing.
Later on, they told me that, as soon as they
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