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the soieeoh of the wind, in the brutal tumult of

earth and sky, that seemed directed at him, and

made him hold his breath in awe. He stood stilL

It seemed to him he was whirled around.

He was jostled. "Man the cutter 1" Boys

rushed past him. A coaster running in for shelter

had crashed through a schooner at anchor, and

one of the ship's instructors had seen the accident.

A mob of boys clambered on the rails, clustered

round the davits. "Collision. Just ahead of us.

Mr Symons saw it." A push made him stagger

against the mizzen-mast, and he caught hold of a

rope. The old training-ship chained to her moor-

ings quivered all over, bowing gently head to

wind, and with her scanty rigging humming in a

deep bass the breathless song of her youth at sea.

"Lower away I" He saw the boat, manned, drop

swiftly below the rail, and rushed after her. He
heard a splasL "Let go; clear the falls!" He
leaned over. The river alongside seethed in frothy

streaks. The cutter could be seen in the falling

darkness under the spell of tide and wind, that

for a moment held her bound, and tossing abreast

of the ship. A yelling voice in her reached him
faintly: "Keep stroke, you young whelps, if you
want to save anybody ! Keep stroke I " And sud-

denly she lifted high her bow, and, leaping with
raised oars over a wave, broke the spell cast upon
her by the wind and tide.

Jim felt his shoulder gripped firmly. "Too late,

youngster." The captain of the ship laid a re-

straining hand on that boy, who seemed on the
point of leaping overboard, and Jim looked up


