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destroyers, the loom of what looked to me like
a ship taking shape in the fog drew me over to the
starboard rail. It dissolved and disappeared as
my glass focussed on it, only to raise its
amorphous blur again a point or so further abeam.
Then I recognized it, and smiled indulgent wel-
come to an old friend of many watches-the first
cousm to the mirage, the looming s^ape which a
man peering hard into thick fog keeps thmking
he sees at one end or the other of the arc of his
angle of vision.

Any man actually on watch knows better than
to let his mind take liberties with "fog pictures "
and not a few of those who have done so have
had the last picture of the series merge into a
reality of wind and water and a good ship banging
Itself to pieces on a line of submerged rocks. But
I-as so often in voyages of late-was on the
bridge without duties or responsibilities. I was
free to let the pictures take what form they would •

and It must have been what the chief yeoman
had just said about the weariness of waiting for
the Huns that turned my mind to what I had
heard and seen of the four-year vigil of the Grand

There was a picture of Scapa as I had seen iton my earliest visit from the basket of a kite
balloon towed from the old Campania, the same
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