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' ~gsweetenin’ her, we call

1y her first vOyage, and

he was only a little cargo

¢ 2500 tons, she was the very

of cargo steamer, the out-

forty years of experiments
ements in framework and

ry, and her designers and
thought just as much of her

n she had been the Lucania.

can make a floating hotel

o pay her expenses if he only
jugh money into the saloon

res for private baths, suites

« and such like ; but in these
competition and low freights

are inch of a cargo boat must

for cheapness, great carrying

and a certain steady speed.

t was perhaps 240 feet long
feet wide, with' arrangements
snabied her to cayry cattle on her
‘and sheep on her upper deck if
santed to ; and there was accom=
r1sm for Steerage passengers, too;
her great glory was the amount of
ghe could store away in her
lds. Her owners—they were a very
fi-known Scotch family—came round
8% her from the North, where she
been launched and christened, to
erpool, where she was to take cargo

New York ; and the owner’s daugh-

_ Miss Frazer, went to and fro on

 clean decks admiring the Dnew

at and the shiny prass work and
atent fittings and particularly the
trong,  straight . bow over which she
cracked a bottle of very good
mpagne, when she had christened

steamer the Dimbula.. It was a
Leautiful September afternoon and the
soat in all her newness (she was paint-

lead color with a red funnel) look-
ndeed. Her house flag

flying, and her whistle frém time.
time acknowledged the salute of
dly boats, who saw that she was
to the sea and wished to make her
ome.

‘And, now,” said Miss Frazer, de-
Jightedly, to the Captain, “ghe’s a real
ghip, isn’t she ? It seems only the
other day father gave the order for

er, and now—and now I’ve christened

. » Isn’t she a beauty?’ The ginl
‘was proud of the firm, and talked as

ough she Yere the controlling part-

per. /;
* Oh, she’s not so bad,” the skipper
replied, cautiously. - “But I'm sayin’
than the christenin’
In the nature o
things, Miss Frazer, if you follow me,
ghe’s no more-than irons and rivets
and plates put into the form of a ship.
She has to find herself yet.”
“wBut I thought father said she was
exceptionally well found.”
“ugo she is,” said the skipper with a
laugh. “But it's this way wi’ ships,
Miss Frazer. She’s all here, but the
parts of her have not learned to work
together yet. They've had no chance.”
“But the engines are working beau-
{ifully. I can hear them.”

. “Yes, indeed. But there’'s more
than engines to'a ship. Every inch of
her, ye'll understand, has to be livened
fip and made to work wi’ its neighbor

it, techni-

to make a ship.

i cally.”

“And how will you do it ?” the girl
asked.
 *We can no more than drive gnd
“gteer her and oil her ; but if we have
“sough_weather this crossin’—it’s likely
~—she’ll learn the rest by heart! For

ship, ye'll obsairve, Miss Frazer, is in

o sense a reegid body, closed at both
ends. She’s a highly complex structure

¢ various an’ conflictin® strains, wi’

]

. eelasticity.
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tissues that must give an’ take ac-
cordin’ to her personal modulus of
Mr. Buchanan (the Chief
Engineer in his blue coat with gilt
buttons was coming towards them).
I'm sayin’ to Miss Frazer, here, that
our little Dimbula has to be sweeten-
ed yet, an’ nothin’ but a gale will do
§#t. - How’s all wi’ your engines?”’

“Well enough—true by plumb and
rule, of course; but thére’s no spon-
tanee-ity to 'em yet.”” He turned to
the girl. “Take my word, Miss Frazer,
an maybe ye’ll comprehend later. Even
after a pretty girl’s chrastened a ship,
it does not follow that there’s such a
thing as a ship under the men that
work her.”

. “] was sayin’ the very same, Mr.
Buchanan,” the skipper interrupted.

“That's more metaphysical than 2 §
;mn follow,” said Miss Frazer, laugh-
ng.

“Why so ? Ye’re good Scotch, an’—
I knew your mother’s father ; he was
o Dumfries. Ye've a’'vested right in
metapheesics, Miss Frazer, just-as ye
have in the Dimbula,” the engineer
answered.

_“Eh, well, we must go down to the
deep water and earn Miss Frazer her
deevidends. “Will you not come to
my: cabin for tea ?”’ the skipper said.
“We'll be in_dock the night, and ‘when
you're goin’ back to Glasgie ye can
think o’ us loadin’ her down an’ drivin’
her forth—all for you're sake.”

In the next few days they stowed
nearly four thousand tons dead weight
into the Dimbula, and took her out
from Liverpool. As soon as she met
the lift of the open water she naturally
began to talk. - If you lay your ear
t;) the side of a cabin the next time you

re in a ste ou will hear hun-
dreds of 1ittlm in ever direction,
thrilling .and buzzing and whispering
and popping and gurgling and sobbing
and squeaking exactly like a telephone
exchange in a thunder storm. Wooden
ships shriek and growl and grunt and
uge bad language, but iron vessels
throb and quiver through all their hun-
dreds of iron ribs and thousands of
rwets: The Dimbula was very strong-
ly built, and every piece of her had a
letter or a number or both to describe
it, and every piece had been hammered
or forged or rolled or punched by man,
end had lived in the roar and rattle of
the shipyard for months. Therefore,
every piece had its own separate voice
in exact proportion to the amount of
trouble spent upon it. Cast iron as a
rule says very little; but mild steel
plates and wrought iron and ribs and
beams. that have been bent and welded
and riveted a good deal talk continu-
ously. Their conversation, of course,
is not half as wise as human talk, be-
cause they are all, though they do not
know it, bound down one to the other
in lack darkness where they cannot
tell what is happening near them or
what is going to nappen next.

A very short waile after she had
passed the Irish cecast .a sullen, gray-
headeq old wave of the Atlantic climb-
ed lesiurely over her siriight bows
and sat down on th= steam capsian,
used for hauling up ihe anchor, with a
heavy swash. Now, the capstan and
the engine that drove it had been new-
Iy painted red and green, besidrs
WI‘\‘ich, nobody cares for heing ducked.

Don’t you do that again,” the caps-
tan sputteved throuzh the teeth cf his
cogs. “Hi ! Where’s the fellow gcne ”

The wave had slouched overside with
& plop and a chuckle, but “Plenty more
W:hel'e he came from,” said a brother
wave, and went througn and over the
capstan, who was bolted to an iren
Dlgtv on the iron dack beams beiow.

Can’t you keep still up there?” said
ﬂ'le deck beams. ‘‘What's the matter
::&?e you ? One minute you weigh

as much as yol oug
ne'xt Bl i s y91 ought to, and the
“TIt isn't my fault,” said the capstan.

There’s a green trute from outside
thf".it comes and hits me on tha head.”

Tell that to the shipwrights, You've
been in the position vup “here for
;’;}?gths, ft‘:md' you ve never wiggled like

§ efore. If you 2
YOU'I"lllstrain s y aren't careful

“Talking 'of strain,” sald a low
rasping, unpleasant voice, “‘are ar.; ‘ot

SHETHE UM FESECT

you fellows—you deck beams, we mean }
—aware that those exceedingly ugly
knees of yours. happen to be riveted
into our structure—ours?”

© “Who . might you be?” the deck
beams inquired.

“Oh, nobody in particular,” was the
answer. “We're only the port and
starboard upper deck stringers; and,
if you persist in heaving and hiking
like this, we shall be compelled to take

st%m." !

" Now, the stringers of a shio are long
girders, so to speak, of iron that rTun
lengthways from stern to bow. ‘They.
keep the iron frames (what are called
ribs in a wooden ship) in place, and
also help to hold the ends of the deck
beams which go from side to side of the
ship. Stringers always consider them-
selves most important because they are
so long. In the Dimbula there were
four stringers on each sid:—one far
a by the bottom of the hold, called
the bilge stringer ; one a little higher
up, called the side stringer ; one on the
floor of the lower deck, and the upper-
deck stringers that have been heard
from already.

“You will take steps, will you?’ This
was a long, ethoing rumble. It came
from the frames, scores and scores of
them, each one about eighteen inches
distant from the next, and each riveted
to the stringers in the four places.
“We think you will have a certain
amount of trouble in that,” and thou-
sands and thousands of little rivets
that held every thing together whisper-
ed: “You will! You will! Stop
quivering and be gquiet. Hold on,
brethren! Great punches! What's
that?”

Rivets have no teeth, so they can’t
chatter with fright, but they did there
best as a terrible fluttering jar swept
along the ship from the stern to the
bows, and she shook like a rat in a
terrier’s mouth.

An unusually severe pitch, for the sea
was rising, and lifted the big throbbing
screw nearly to the surface, and it
was spinning round in a kind of homie-
made soda water—half sea and half
air—going much faster than was right
because there was no deep water for it
to work in. As it sank again the en-
gines—and they were triple expansion,
three cylinders in a row—snorted
through all their three pistons: “Was
that a joke, you fellow outside? Its
an uncommonly poor one. How are
we_to do our work if you fly off the
handle that way?”’

«I didn’t fily off the handle,” said the
screw, twirling huskily at the end of
the screw shaft. “If I had, you’d have
been scrap iron by this time. The
sea dropped away from under me, and
Il{xad nothing to catch on to. That's
all” .

“That’s all, d’you call it?” said the
thrust-block, whose business it is to
take the push off the screw ; for if a
serew had nothing to hold it back it
would crawl right into the engine room.
(It is the holding back of a screwing
action that gives the drive to a ghip.)
“I know I do my work deep down and
dut of sight, but I warn you I expect
justice. Why can't you push steadily
and evenly instead of whizzing like a
whirligig and making me hot under
all my collars ?” The- thrust block
and six collars were each faced with
brass, and he did not want to get them
heated.

All the bearing that supported the
fifty feet of screw shaft as it ran to
the stern whispered : “Justice—give
us justice.” .

“] can only give you what I get,” the
screw answered. Look out! It’s com-
ing again !”

He rose with a roar as the Dimbula
plunged ; and whack—whack—whack
went the engines furiously, for they
had nothing to check them.

“'m the noblest outcome of human
ingenuity—Mr. Buchanan says 80,"”
squealed the high-pressure cylinder”
“Phis is simply ridiculous.” The pis-
ton went up savagely and choked, for
half the steam behind it was mixed
with dirty water. “Help ! Oiler! Fit-
ter ! Stoker !Help! I'm choking,” it
gasped. “Never in the history of mari-
time invention has such a calamity
overtaken one £0 young and strong.
And if I go, who's to drive the ship?”

“Hush - oh hush!” whispered the
steam, who, of course, had been to sea
many times before. He used to spend
his leisure ashore in a cloud, or a gut-
ter, or a flower pot, or & thunder storm,
or anywhere else where water was
needed. ‘‘That’s only a little priming,
as they call it, It’ll happen all night,
on and 8ff. I dom’t say it's nice, but
it’s the best we can do under the cir-
cumstances.” :

«wWhat difference can circumstances
make? * I'm here to do my work—on
clean, dry steam, Blow circumstances,”
the cylinder roared. 3

“The circumstances will attend to the
blowing. T've worked on the North
Atlantic run a good many times. It’s
going to be rough before morning.”

“Tt isn’t distressingly calm now,” said
the extra strong frames, that were
called web frames, in the engine room.
“There’s an upward thrust that we
don’t ‘'understand, and there’s a twist
that is very bad for our brackets and
diamond plates, and there’s a sort of
northwestward pull that follows the
twist, which seriously annoys us. We
mention this because we happened to
cost a good deal of money, and we feel
sure that the owners would not ap-
prove of our being treated in this friv-
olous way.”

“I'm afraid the matter is out of the
owner’s hands for the present,” said
the steam, slipping into the condenser.
«You're left to your own devices till the
weather betters.”

“T wouldn’t mind the weather,” said
a flat, bass voice deep down below.
“I’s the confounded cargo that’s
breaking my heart. I'm the garboard
strake, and I'm twice as thick as most
of the others, and I ought to know
something.”

The gar-board strake is the very
bottom-most plate in the bottom of a
ship, and the Dimbula’s garboard
strake (she was a flat-bottomed boat)
was nearly three-quarters of an inch
mild steel.
«Thé sea pushes me up in a way I
should mnever have expected,” the
strake went on, «“gand the cargo pushes
me down, and between the two I don't
know what I'm supposed to do.”
«“When in doubt, hold on,” rumbled
i head in the boilers.
ly dark and cold
and hurry down here, and how do I
know whether the other plates are do- |
ing their duty ? Those bulwark plates |
up above aren’t more -than five-six-
teenths of an inch thick ; scandalous,
Iecall i7"
“I agree with you,” said a huge web-
frame by the cargo hatch. He was
deeper and thicker than all the others,
and curved half way across the ship’s
side in the shape of half an arch to
support the deck where deck beams
would have been in the way of cargo
coming up and down. “I*work entire-
ly unsupported, and I observe that I
am the sole strength of this vessel s0
far as my. vision extends. The re-
sponsibility, I assure you, is enormous.
I believe the value of the cargo 1s over
£150,000. Think of that !”

!which I am guaranteed to pump In
\ing friends, that there is not-
| danger.

[ ing.
i find

| is heading straight for our bows.

| time.

blige pump. “I had an idea |
you were used to clean decks and
things with. At least I've used you for
that more than once. I forget the
precise number in thousands of gallons

hour, but I assure you, my complain-
s )t the least
I alone am capable of pump-
%t any v;s.tor that mayb\;g ch:.tace
s way here. e-
livery we pitched then 1&}}3’ i
The sea was getting up workmanlike
style. It was a .dead westernly gale
blown from under a ragged opening of
cold, green 8 narrowed on all sides
by fat gray clouds; and the wind bit
llke pincers as it fretted the spray
into lacework on the heads of the
waves. X 3
«I tell you what it is,” the foremast
telephoried down its wire stays, ‘I'm
up here, and I can take a dispassionate
view of things. There’s an organized
conspiracy against us. I'm sure of it,
because every single one of these waves
‘he
whole sea 18 _concerned in it, and s0's
the wind.  It's awful I” :
«What's awful?”’ said a wave, drown-
ing the capstan for the hundredth

“This organized conspiracy on your
part,” the capstan gurgled, taking his
cue from the mast,

“Organized bubbles and spindrift !
There has been a depression in ‘the
Gulf of Mexico. Excuse me,” and he
leaped over the side ; but his friends
took up the tale one after another.

«Which has advanced—"  That
wave threw spray over the funnel.

“Ag far as Cape Hatteras—"
drenched the bridge.

«And is now going out to sea—to sea
—to sea !” He went out in three surges,
making a clean sweep of a boat, which
turned bottom up, and sank in the
troughs outside. :

«rhat's all there is to it,” seethed the
pbroken water roaring through the scub-
pers. “There’s'no animus in our pro-
ceedings. We're a meterological corol-

He

«Is it going to get any worse,” said
the bow anchor, chained down to the
deck, where he could only breathe
once in five minutes.

«“Not knowing, can’t say. Wind may
blew a bit by midnight. Thanks, aw-
fully.  Good-bye.”

The wave that spoke so politely had
traveled some distance aft and got it-
self all mixed ‘up on the deck amid-
ships, which was a well deck sunk
between high bulwarks. One of the
bulwark plates, which was hung on
hinges to open outward had swung
open, and passed the bulk of the water
back to the sea again with a whop.

“REvidently that’s what I'm made
for,” sald the plate, shutting up again,
with a sputter of pride. *“Oh, no you
don’t, my friend !”

The top of a wave was trying to get
in from outside, but the plate did not
open in that direction, and the defeated
water spurted back.

“Not bad for five-sixteenths of an
inch,” said the bulwark plate. “My
work, I see, is laid down for the night,”
and it began opening and shutting, as
it was designed to do, with the motion
of the ship exactly.

«wWe are not what you might call
idle,” groaned all the frames together,
as the Dimbula climbed a big wave,
lay on her side at the top, and shot
into the next hollow, twisting like a
rifle ball as she descended Then a
huge swell
her middle, and her bows and stern
hung free, with nothing to support
them, and then one joking wave caught
her up at the bow and another at the
stern, while the rest of the water fell
away from her, just to see how she

the two ends, and the weight of the
cargo ‘and the machinery fell on the
groaning iron keels and bilge stringers.

«“mase off ! Ease off there!” roared
the garboard strake. “I° want an
eighth of an' inch play. D’you hear
me, you young rivets!”

«Hase off! ease oOff cried’ the
stringers “Don’t hold us so *tight to
the frames, you rivets !”

“mase off !” grunted the deck beams,

"

cramped our knees into the stringers
so we can’t move. Ease off, you flat-
headed little nuisances.”

Then two converging seas hit the
bows, one on each side, and fell away
in torrents of streaming thunder.

«Ease off!"’ shouted the forward col-
lision bulkhead. “I want to crumple
up, but I'm stiffened In every direc-
tion. Kase off, you dirty little forge
filings. Let me breathe!”

All the hundreds of plates that are
riveted onto the frames and make the
outside skin of every steamer echoed
the call, for each plate wanted to.shift
and creep & little,
according to its position,
against the little rivets

“We can’t help it! We can’t help
it '¥ they murmured. “We're put here
to~hold you, and we’'re going to -do it.

complained

direction. If you'd say what you
would to do next we’d try to meet your
views.” {

«Ag far as I could feel,” said the
upper deck planking, and that was four
jnches thick, “every single iron near
me was pulling or pushing in different
directions. Now what's the sense of
that ? Let us all pull together.”

“pull any way you please,” roared

your experiments on me. I need
fourteen wire ropes all pulling in op-
posite directions, to hold me steady,
isn’t that so?”

“We believe you, my boy!’ whistled
the funnel stays through their clenched
teeth, as they twanged in the wind
from the top of the funnel to the deck.

“Nonsense ! We must all pull to-
gether,” the decks repeated. “Pull
lengthways.” :

«yvery good,” said the stringers.
Be content to run grace-
fully  fore and aft, curving in at the
ends the same as we do.”

“No, no curves at the end. A very
slight workmanlike curve from side to
side, with a good grip at each knee,
and little pieces welded on,” sald the
deck beams.

«Fiddle !” said the iron pillars of the
deep, black hold. “Who ever heard of
curves ? Stand up straight ; be a per-
fectly round column, and carry tons
of good sound weight. Like that!
Theare!” A big sea smashed onto the
deck above, and the pillars stiffened
themselves to the load.

“Straight up and down fis not bad,”
said fke frames who run that way in
the sides of the ship, *“but you must
also expand yourself sideways. Ex-
pansion is the law of life, children.
Open out ! open out !”

Come back,” said the deck beams
savagely, as the upward heave of the
sea made the frames try to open.
“Come back to your bearings, you
slack-jawed irons !”

“Rigidity ! Rigidity ! Rigidity g
thumped the engines. “Absolute, un-
varying rigidity—rigidity

«“You see,”” whined the rivets in
chorus. “No two of you will ever pulil
alike, and—and you blame it all on us.
We only know how to go through a
plate and bite down on both sides so
that it can't and mustn’t and shan’t
move.”

“I’'ve got one-sixteenth of "an inch
play, anyhow,” said the garboard
strake triumphantly ; and so he had,
and all the bottom of the ship felt
a good deal easier for it.

“Then we're no good,” sobbed the

get wet.

“And every pound of it dependent Cx
my personal exertions.” Here spoke 1
a sea valve that communicated direct- |
ly with the water outside, and was |
seated not very far from the garboard |
strake. “I rejoice to think that I am {
a Prince Hyde valve with best Para
rubber facings. Five patents cover |
me—I mention thig¢ witheut pride. Five {
separate and several patents—each one |
finer than the other. At present Iam |
screwed fast. Should I open You |
would immediately be swamped. This
is incontrovertible !’

Patent things always use the longest i
words they can. It is a trick they pick |
up from' their inventors. {

That's news,” said & big cemtrifu- |

|

|

pottom rivets. ‘“We were ordered—we
were ordered never to give and—we’'ve
given, and the sea will come in, and
we’ll all ‘go to the bottom together.
TFirst we're blamed for everything un-
pleasant, and now we haven’t the con-
solation of having done our work.”
«pDon’t say I told you,” whispered
the steam consolingly, “but between
you and me and the cloud I last came
from it was pound to happen sooner or
later. You had,to -give a fraction,
and you've given without knowing it.
Now hold on, same as before.”
«What's the use!” a few hundred
rivets chattered in chorus. “We've
given, we've given, and the sooner we

dea \ho.ﬁ,:!.obn_te:s«th&er

an

pushed up exactly under |

would like it, and she was-held up at |

as the Dimbula rolled fearfully. “You’'ve |

. stringers have,”

and each plade, |

You never pull us twice in the same |

the funnel, ‘S0 long as you don’t try !

«hen stop pushing sideways when you |
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we can't keep the ship
together. and go off our little heads
the easier it will be. No rivet forged
could stand this strain.’”’

" “No one rivet was éver meant to.
Sh‘ar:d it among you,” the steam an-

“The others can have my share. i'm
going to pull out,” ‘sald & rivet in one
.of the forward plates.

“If you go, others will follow,” hissed
the steam. ‘‘There’s nothifig so_con-
tagious in a boat as rivets going. Why,
I knew a little chap like you—he was
an eighth of an inch fatter, though—on
a steamer—to be sure she was only
12 tons, now I come to think of it—in
exactly the zme place as you are. He
pulled out a bit of a bobble of a

| gea not half as bad &s this, and he
started all his friends on the same
butt-strap, and the plate opened like
a furnace door, and, by my pressure
gauges, I had to climb into the nearest
fog-bank while the boat went down!”

“Now, that's peculiarly disgraceful,”
said the rivet. “Fatter than me, and
in .a steamer not half our tonnage ?
Reedy: little peg ! I blush for the fam-
Aly, sir.”” He, settled himself more
firmly than ever in his place, and the
steam chuckled:

“You see,” he went on quite gravely,
«g rivet, and especially & rivet in your
position, is really the one dispensible
part of the ship.” The steam did not
say that he had whispered the very
same thing to every single piece of
jron aboard the ship
iron aboard. ‘There is

'.ing too -much. °
| And all that while the little Dimbula
pitched and chopped and swung and
slewed and lay down as though she
was going to die, and got up as though
|sheg had been stuns, and threw her
nose round and round in circles half
a dozen times as she dipped, for the
rst. . It was ‘inky
the tearing white
froth on the waves, and to top it all
‘the rain came down in sheets
the rain began to fall in sheets so that
you could not see your hand before
your face. This did not make much
difference to the iron work below, but
4t troubled the foremasi a good deal.
i “Now, it's all finished,” he said dis-
“The conspiracy is too strong
There is nothing left but

“Hufraar ! Brrrraaah! Brrrrrrp i
roared the steam through the foghorn
til the decks quivered. “Don’t be
frightened below. It’s only me just
throwing out a few words in case any
one happens to be rolling about to-
night.”

“yYou don’t mean to say there’s any-;
one except us on the sea in such weath-
er?” said the funnell in @ husky voice.

“Seores of ‘em,”’ -said  the steam,
clearing its throat, “Rrrriraaa ! Brraa-
asa! Prrrrp! It's a trifle windy up
here; and, great boilers, how it rains!”

«“We're drowning,” said the scuppers,
They had been doing nothing else all

. night, but this stead thresh of rain
above them seemed to be the end of
the world.

“That’s all right. We'll be easier in

an hour or two. (First the wind and
then the rain; soon you may make
safil again!) Grrral - Drrrraaa-
“Drrrp ! I have a notion that the sea is
going dewn already. If it does you'll
learn something about rolling. We've
only pitched till now. By the way,
aren’t you chaps in the hold a little
easier than you were ?

There was just ? much groaning
and straining as ever, but it was not.
so loud or squeaky in tone; and when
the ship quivered she did not jar stiff-
1y, like a poker hit on ~the floor, but
gave a suple little waggle like a per-
fectly balanced golf cluhb.

“We have made a most amazing dis-
! covery,” said the stringers omne after
' another. ‘“‘A discovery- that entirely
changes the situation. ‘We have found
for the first time in the history of ship-

building, that the inward pull of the
deck beams and the Jgatward thrust
ﬁot the frames ocks us, as it were, more
i closely in our places, and enables to
| endure & strain which 1§ entirely with-
{ out parallel in the records of marine
| architecture.” .
The steam turned a laugh quickly
i4nto a roar. through sthe foghorn.
i ““What, massive intellects you great
he said softly when he

no sense in tell-

mally.
for us.

had finished. p
‘“We, also,” began the deck beams,
| #*gre discoverers and gepiuses. We are
of opinion that the support of the hold
pillars materially help - us. We find
that we look upon them when we are
subjected to & heavy and singular
| weight of sea from above.”
|  Here the Dimbula shot down a hol-
‘low, lying almost on her side, and
righting at the pottom with a wrench
and a spasm. :

“In these cases are
steam? The plating at the bows
and particularly at the stern, we would
also mention the floors beneath us,
help us to resist any tendency to
spring.”
| The frames were speaking in the
| solemn and awed voice that people use
{when they have just come across some-
thing entirely new for the first time.

“I'm only a poor, puffy little flutter-
| er,” said the steam, “put I have to
stand a good deal of pressure in my
business. It's all tremendously in~
| teresting. you
fellows are S0 strong.”

“you'll see,” said the bow plates,

“Ready behind there ! Here's
|$he father and mother of waves com:
ling. Sit tight, rivets all I

sluicing comber thundered by,
through all the scuffle and confusion
|the steam could hear the low, quick
cries of all the iron work as the vari-
" ous strains took them, eries like these:
“Kasy, now easy v Now push push
for all your strength ! Hold out ! Give
a fraction ! Hold up t Pyl in! Shove
crossways ! Mind the .strain at the
ends! Grip now ! Bite tight ! Let
the water get away from under, and
there she goes.”

The wave raced off into the dark-
negs shrieking, “Not bad that, if it’s
your first run ”” and the drenched and
ducked ship throbbed to the beat of
the engines inside her. . All three cy-
linders were wet and white with the
salt spray that had come down through
the engine room hatch ; there was
white salt on the canvas-bound steam-
pipes, and even the bright work be-
low was speckled and soiled, but the
cylinders had learned how to make the
most of steam that was half water,
and were pounding along cheerfully.

“How’s the noblest outcome of hu-
man ingenuity hitting it ?”’ said the
steam as he whirled through the en-
gine room.

«Nothing for nothing in the world
of woe,”’ the cylinders answered as if
they had been working for centuries,
“agnd precious little for ninety-five
pounds head. Wwe've made two knots
this last hour and a quarter. Rather
humiliating for twelve hundred horse-
power, isn’t & g

“Well, it’s better than drifting astern
at any rate, You seem rather less—how
shall I put it—stiff in the back than
you were.” y

“If you’d been hammered as we’'ve
been this night you would not be stiff
either. Theoretically, of course, rigi-
dity iis - the thing. Purr—practically
there had to be a little give and take.
We found that out by working on our
sides for five minutes at a stretch.
How's the weather?”

“Seg’'s going down fast,” said the
steam.

«“Good business,” said the high pres-
sure cylinder. “Whack her up along,
boys. They've given us five pounds
more steam,” and he began humming
the first bar of “Said the Young Obar
diah to the Old Obadiah,” which, as
you must have noticed, is a pet tune
among engines not made for high
speed. Racing liners with two screws
ging : “The Turkish Patrol,” and the
overture to the ‘“Bronze Horse,” and

,” till something goes
wrong, and then they give Gounod’s
“funeral March of a Marionette, with
Variations.”

«youll learn a song of your own on

“You’ll learn a song of your own one
of these days,” said the steam as he
flew up the foghorn to give one jast

you aware of this,

Tell us some more,
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bellow. After that the sky
the sea went n and the Dimbula
began to roll from side: to side til
every inch of iron in her was sick
and giddy. But luckily they did not
all feel ill at the same time, otherwise
she would have opened out like a wet
paper box. The steam fluttered and
sunfi and whistled warnings as he went
about  his business, for it is in this
short, quick roll and tumble that fol-
fows a heavy sea that most of the
accidents happen; because then every-
thing thinks that the worst is over
and goes off guard. So he explained,
and orated and chattered till morning,
and by that time the beams and
frames and floors and stringers had
learned how to lock down and lock
up on each other and endure this new
kind of strain.

They had ample time for they were
thirteen days at sea, and it was foul
weather till within a hundred miles of
New York. The Dimbula picked up
her pilot and came in covered with salt
and red rust. Her funnel was dirty
white from top to bottom; two boats
had been carried away; three copper
ventilators looked like derby hats after
a fight with the police; the bridge had
a dimple in the middle of it; the house
that covered the steam steering gear
was split as with hatchets; there was &
bill for minor repairs in the engine
room almost as long as the interme-
diate screw shaft; the forward cargo
hatch fell into bucket staves when
they raised the iron crossbars and the
steam capstan had been badly wrench-
ed. -Altogether as the skipper said it
was ‘“‘a pretty ‘general average.”

“But she’s soupled,” he said to Mr.
Buchanan. “For all her dead weight
she rode like a yacht. Ye mind that
last blow off the Banks? 1 was proud
of her.”

“Tt’s vara good,” said the chief engi-
neer, looking along the dishevelled
decks. “Now, a landsman judgin’ su-
perficially would say we were & wreck,
but we know otherwise—by experi-
ence.” i

Naturally everything in the Dim-
pbula fairly stiffened with pride, and
the foremast and the forward collision
bulkhead, who are pushing creatures,
begged the steam to warn the port of
New York of their arrival. ‘“Tell those
big, fat boats all about us,” they said.
“They seem to take us quite as a mat-
ter of course.”

It was a glorious clear, dead calm
morning, and in single file, with less
than half a mile between each other,
their bands playing and their tug-
boats shouting and waving handker-
chiefs beneath, were the Majestic,
the Paris, the Touraine, the Servia,
the Kaiser Wilhelm IIL, and the Werk-
‘endam, all statelily going out to sea.
It was a narrow channel, and as the
Dimbula shifted her helm to give the
great boats clear way, the steam (who
knows far too much to mind making
an exhibition of himself now and then)

shouted:

“Oyez! oyez! oyez! Princes, Dukes
and Barons of the High Seas! Know
ye by these presents we are the Dim-
bula, thirteen days nine hours out from
Liverpool, having crossed the Atlantic
with four thousand tons of cargo for
the first time in our career. Eer! eer!
‘We have not foundered! We are here!
Fer! eer! We are not disabled. But
we have had a time wholly . unparal-
leled in the annals of shipbuilding. Our
decks were swept. We pitched, we
rolled! We thought we were going to
die. Hi! hi! But we didn’t! We wish
to give notice that we have come tO
New York all the way across the At~
lantic through the worst weather in
the world; and we are the Pimbula.
We are arr! Ha! ha!l Harr!”’

The beautiful line of boats, swept by
as steadily as the procession of the
seasons. The Dimbula heard the Ma-
jestic say, «Hrrar!” and the Paris
grunted “How!’ and the.Touraine said
“Qui!” with a little coquettish flicker
of steam, and the Servia said “Haw!”
and the Kaiser and the Werkendam
said “Hoch!” Dutch fashion, and that
was absolutely all

“1 did my best,” sai dthe steam
gravely, “put I don’t think they were
much impressed with us, somehow. Do

o .

“It’s ‘simply disgusting,” said the
bowplates. “‘They might have seen
what we’ve been through. There isn’t
a ship ‘on the sea that has suffered
as we have—is there now?”

“Well, I wouldp’t go so far as that,”
said the steam, “‘because T've worked
on some of those boats and put them
through weather quite as bad as we've
had in six days; and some of them are
a little over ten thousand tons, I be-
lieve, and I've seen the Majestic, for
instance, ducked from her bows to her
funnel, and I've helped the Arizona, I
think she was, to back off an iceberg
she met  with onedark night,' and ) §
had to run out of the Paris’ engine
room because there was thirty foot 01!I
water in it. Of course I don’t deny’’—:
the steam shut up suddenly as a tug
boat, loaded with a political club and
a brass band that had beéen to see &
Senator off to Europg, crossed the bows
going to Hoboken. There was a iong
and Impressive silence that reached
without a break from the cut water to
the propeller blades of the Dimbulja.

Then one big deep voice said: slowly
and thickly, as though the owner had
just waked up: “It’'s my convinction
that I have made a fool of myself.”

The steam knew what had happened
at once, for when a ship finds herself
all the talking of the separate pleces
ceases and melts into one deep voice,
which is the soul of the ship.

«Who are you?’ he said, with a
laugh.

«T am the Dimbula, of course. I've
never been anything else except that—
and a fool.”

The tugboat, which was doing its
very best to be run down, got away
just in time,-and its band was playing
claghily and brassily a popular air,
something like this:

In the gays of old Rameses—are you
on?

In the days of old Rameses—are you
on?

In the days of old Raméses

That story had paresis—

Are you one—are you on—are you on?

«“Wwell, I'm glad you’ve found yqur-
gelf,” said the steam. To tell the
truth, I was a little tired of talking
to all those ribs of stririgers. Here’s
our wharf. .If you'll go astern a trifle
we’ll swing in and tie up.”
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EBOR PAYS A TRIBUTE 70 A JOURN-
ALISTIC FRIEND. |
1
The Veteran Was a Demon for Work—His
Right Royal Friendliness—Itefiéctions |
on Sewing and Reaping - Ephemeral,
Enduring, sand Lost Literature — A
Giant’s Work in a Busy Lifetime.

The story of Chaterton, “the mar-
velous boy, who perished in his pride,”
is well known. ¢

Another “marvelloug boy,” an old
boy, was George Augustus Sala, whom
I well knew. At many important public
functions I met him years ago in the
0Ol1d Land. He was a genius. Take him
for all in all, I'll never meet hig like
agaiu. All the notes he took were
mental,/but he had the most retentive
memor any one 1 ever knew. He
more genial sould never lived. He
was a thorough Englishman. No one
enjoyed a dinner and its accompani-
ments better than he. No one could
make a better after-dinner speech. He
could, on occasion, dip his pen in ven-
om if it were a case of exposing hypo-
crisy, but as a rule the milk of human
kindness o'flowed his soul. He never
deserted a brother journalist. Legion
are the stories I could relate of acts
of kindness which he unostentatiously
discharged. - Whether in the provinces
or at his London residence he never
“went back” oh.a friend.

A ‘DEMON FOR WORK. *

His energy was indomitable The
only colleague of mine who could com-
pete with him in this respect was Edi-
tor Stead, of “Maiden Tribute” fame,
whom John Bright at a presentation
dinrer in Darlington, at which I was
a guest, aptly termed “g demon for
work.” The record Sala gives, in his
recently published authobiography, of
scme of his days’ work is truly mar-
velous, and shows the versatility of
his genius. Strange that a harp of
of thousand strings should keep in
tune so long. But G. A. 8. was one
in a thousand.

We have not only Biblical authority
but that of our own individual experi-
ence, thdt no man is perfect, Sala had
his special besetment and is classed
in the same category with Robbie
Burns and Lord Randolph Churchill.

Sala’s later days were over-clouded.
Years ago he reached the pinnacle,
and . the descent was not without
humiliation.

SORROW’S CROWN OF SORROW.

Dante, declares that there is no sor-
row greater than to remember happy
days when we are in misery. Surely,
this is not true of all natures and of
all sorrows ! The misery we bring on
ourselves by mistakes and misdeeds
has its own peculiar pang of remorse,
and there are few things more sense-
less than to deem a trouble unworthy
of commiseration because a man ‘“has
brought it on himself.”, That is the
very thing which claimg our pity; as-
suredly it is not remembering the hap-
pler times which is the anguish, but
rather recollecting the fault which
ended them.

SOWING AND REAPING.

We sow as we choose our seed, and
we reap as we sow. We cannot change
the substance of our husbandry, and
as the seedtime go the harvest. Good
grain and careful tillage ensure us
wealth, abundance, and stability in
the years to come; but our tares yield
us no stretches of wheat ripening into
gold by the sun, our thistles give us
ns figs. From our lavish plantation of
poisonous thorns we gather no grapes
for the wine which makes glad the
heart of man; of our wild-oats flung
breadcast we grind no meal for our
children’s bread. We reap as we sSOwW;
and no power on earth can touch the
apgointed issue. If we reap as we sow,
we garner as we reap.

It al depends on ourselves whether
we flll our barns with enduring riches
or pile them up with perishing and
corrupting matter—whether we choose
for our possession truth or falsehood.
Some of us prefer the falsehoods of life.
They are prettier and more seductive
than the truths; but the pity ‘of it is
these falsehoods are like the leaves
wkich Rubezhal made to look like solid
gold—like the pleasant bowers and
platters of dainty food by which the
Algenquin rabbit beguiled the weasel.
Those heaps of golden coin were but
glittering cheats to the weak-kneed
peasant who had sold his honest man-
hood for their gain; those bowers of
rest and pleasantness were but mounds
of ‘dust set round with briers and burs
to the beguiled weasel ; and both man
and beast woke to hurt and shame
and sorrow when the morning broke
and the trick of the false metal and
the disguised disgrace was discovered.

LOST LITERATURE.

Sala’s works were mostly of ephe-
merical interest. His tenr thousand
leading articles, prineipally in The
London Daily Telegraph, deilghted
hundreds of thousands of readers. His
stories in magazines were most read-
able. They will in the course of a few
years be most probably forgotten.
Still the individual dies, but the type
endures. All things change, but evo-
lution reproduces works greater than
those irreparably lost or permanently
forgotten.

But I will cite something more cogent
than my own opinion of the loss the
reading public has sustained through
the death of the veteran G.A.S.

The fine literature absolutely lost is
very considerable. Of classical litera~
ture alone, books could be filled with
the mere names of works, never to
mention the mutilated state or many
that survive. The causes of loss are

1

with ! In- 1698, a Dutchman name@d
Hudde—who while in China bad passed
himself off as a native, and had at-
tained to theé dignity of a mandarin-—
had, after thirty years’ 1abor, collected
a huge mass of manuscripts. On his
way. home: he, was shipwrecked, and
bis collection was totally lost, one of
the most remarkable and regrettable
of all literary losses.
BEAUTIFUL FOR EVER.

Well, my old friend, George Augus-
tus Sala has ‘‘crossed the bar.”” Peace
to his remainsg’ ! Pleasant are the mem-
ories of our old-time converse. And
without any tinge of dogmatizing, I
will conclude by saying that—

Somewhere there is a radiant land,
All beautiful fc;{/ever. ;

A world by balmy; breezes fanned,
Wwith skies unclouded ever.

Upon that stormless, shining shore,

Falls music as in days of yore,
For ever and for ever.

There, Time can neyer dim the light
Of eyes which sparkle ever,

For golden hair, grown silver bright,
Is beautiful as ever;

While on the brow Care cannot trace

A line that love would not efface—
For ever and for . ever.
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few. Fire is the most common. Ben
Jonson by a fire in his house lost an
entire drama, a life of Henry V. with
notes, and a number of other works.
The fire of London was responsible
for the loss of many valuable works of
the Elizabethan period and of such
early English poetry. A severe blow to
lovers of Anglo-Saxon literature was
the burning of the Cottonian Library in
1731, when avast quantity of old manu-
scripts was destroyed. In 1752, by &
fire in Lincoln’s Inn Fields, a large
collection of manuscripts and pamph-
lets, gathered with great labor by
Lord Chamberlain Somers, was lost.
‘About the same time, Davies’ Notes
on Cicero’s De Officiis were lost by a
fire in the Strand of London. In 1780,
Lord Mansfield’s library was destroy-
ed by fire, and caused an immense loss
of manuscript ireasures.

Of the treasures lost by fire during
times of war, volumnes might be writ-
ten. Not to go beyond this centruy,
mention might be made of the loss
of the invaluable manuscripts of Joh.
Gottl. Buhle in the burning of Mos-
cow. Nearer ‘our own time, the Fran-
co-Prussian war caused severe losses
to various important French libraries,

The second cause of loss Iis
the ocean, whose “greedy maw”
swallows all kinds of treasure
so remorselessly. Early in the fifteenth
century, Guarino Veronese was re-
turning to Constantinople with a ship-
load of classical manuscripts. The ves-
sel was wrecked,and the treasures lost,
a misfortune which turned the scholar
a misfortune which turned . the
scholar’'s hair white in a few hours.
Spenser suffered serious loss by the
shipwreck of a servant crossing from
Ireland. The last six books of the
Faerie Queene, and a considerable
number of translations and poems, in-
cluding Dreams, The Court of Cupid,
and. The Hell of Lovers, were thus
consigned to a watery grave. In 1600,
on the death of Vincentio Pinelli, his
library was packed in three vessels
bound for Naples. One was attacked
by pirates, who flung out the books
and papers into the water and along
the shere, some of the precious manu-
scripts being used to stuff windows
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