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“The Salving of
a Derelict”

-VÎ* A British Sea Story
By MAURICE DRAKE

CHAPTER EIGHT

His crazy resolution once formed 
nothing could deter Laurence from 

•putting it into effect. He would have 
gone at once, but reflecting that if 
he remained on the Westray until 
forced by Harper to leave her, he 
would possess a cognent argument 
for his re-employment on his return, 
he decided to stay till June. Besides 
the London season would only then 
be commencing.

He gave himself over to anticipa
tion of a royal carnival of unlicense, 
and his work and surroundings at sea 
at once naturally re-asserted the ef- 
fect_ they had upon him at first ac
quaintance. Coming pleasures in 
view, his last two voyages were, if 
possible, more distasteful than his 
first, and added, to the hatred of his 
environment came a new fear—the 
dread that some accident would come 
between him and his contemplated 
folly.

Such an accident, terrible in its 
swift tragedy of young Clitheroe’s 
death, occurred towards the end of 
May, but the horror and shock of 
it, whilst, subduing the spirits "of the 
other men of the crew, had no effect 
on him beyond a redoubled eager
ness to quit, if only for a short ease 
and forgetfulness, the risks and toil 
of the fishing fleet.

The Westray was returning from 
the shallow waters to the westward 
of Reykjavik in the fourth week of 
the voyage. In the ordinary course 
of things the trawler would have 
made an earlier return to port, but 
Laurence had encoutered one of Har
per’s steamers a week before and had 
transfered the contents of his full 
hold to hers. As he argued to him
self, the longer the voyage the more 
money to spend,and the men under 
him were only too glad to echo the 
seaman's saw of “More days, more dol 
lars.” Laurence, being on the ex
treme northward of the ground he 
knew,argued rightly that if lie could 
send home a full cargo from Iceland 
he could amass another on his way 
homewards, thus drawing double pay 
for the single voyage.

It was a lovely morning bright and 
clear, with pure northern sunlight 
and a gentle breeze that brought from 
the land some chill hint of opening 
springtime. Iceland lay low on the 
port beam, the bare lowering bast
ions of Portland llie first view the 
traveller obtains of the Island— 
shouldering themselves like a separ
ate islet high above the sand* to east 
and westward. Laurence had given 
orders for the trawl to be raised,and 
had gone aft to stand by the taffrail 
to watch it come aboard. A deck 
hand stood amidships, his hand on the 
starting lever of the steam winch, 
and Clitheroe stood facing him, his 
back to Laurence, taking the slack of 
the tow rope into his hands as the 
winch unwound it to coil on the deck 
at his side.

Suddenly the winding ceased, the 
little steamer checking and dragging 
heavily at the tow and yawing awk- 
wardlv from side to side.

Laurence swore. “Curse this foul 
rocky bottom. ’Ya^t heaving, you. 
Reverse the winch. Davy, keep her 
a couple o‘ points south.”

“Aye, ay,” came freton the little 
bridge, and the wheel spun in the 
helmsman’s hands as the stumpy bow's 
swung away to the right.

The reversing lever of the winch 
came over smartly,the revolving iron 
cylinder rewinding. Cfitheroe’s neat 
coils of rope and throwing them again 
<it the deyk in an untidy tangle that 
dragged towards the bulwarks and 
overside.

“That’ll do," Laurence shouted. 
“Heave again. She should come now."

Again the lever grated and the 
clacking winch resumed its work. A 
frightenetd shout from the deck hand 
made Laurence turn his head, and, 
unable to help, he saw the whole of 
the ghastly business from first to 
last.

Just- as the tow rfbpe straightened 
Clitheroe steped backward into the 
1 astof its coils. That rqpe, tightening 
with a jerk, gripped his ankle like a 
vice, and. pulling ii from under him 
threw him face downward acros's the 
hissing, chattering winch. Flinging 
out his arms to save his head, the

now tight rope caught and held his 
]ril hand firmly on the revolving 
drum, jerking the body tense as a 
harpstring from wrist to heel in a 
mmtter and more awful rack than 
ever mediaeval torturer devised.

h was all over in a moment. The 
wretched lad never screamed. A 
little Ah! of surprise, an “Ah" that 
ended in a groan—and Averil’s shout 
of Reverse winch. Engines hard 
astern, set him free and dropped his 
limp body in a long tumbled heap 
upon the deck.

Laurence ran forward. “Stop en
gines, he called, and stooped over 
the wrfhite drawn face lying with its 
ckeek on the deck plates.

i he little steamer, her engines 
silenced, rose and fell on the easy 
sea, the shadows of bulwarks and 
gear rising and falling on lier sunlit 
decks as she moved. Everything was 
very silent—so silent that the hissing 
of steam from her steam valve and 
the sound of the engineer’s feet on 
his iron gratings in the engine room 
below sounded loudly in the ears of 
the men on deck. The man at the 
wheel, holding it with one hand, gaz
ed silently down over his shoulder at 
the little group at the winch. The 
winch driver looked curiously from 
the prostrate body on the deck to 
Averil’s anxious face, never speaking. 
And. more silent, more still than them 
all, young Clitheroe lav at their feet.

Laurence knelt and called in his 
ear, “Clitheroe—William. Are you 
hurt, man?”

The eyes were opened, and in them 
was bright pain.

“Ay, a bit, Averil." His speech was 
slow and deliberate. “I—I’ll be a’ 
richt in a minute. Put me by the bul
warks there an* get t‘ trawl up. Ye 
can tend me then.”

He never groaned or complained 
whilst Laurence and the deck hand, 
clumsily foi> all their care, carried 
him to the steamer’s side and laid 
him down. The ship’s bov was set 
to his work of coiling away the tow, 
and the winch began to grate again 
and to clack as the great trawl swung 
slowly inboard.

Cutting the tic of the bag,Laurence 
walked around the pile of fish and 
went to the wounded lad’s side.

“Where are you hurt?” he asked.
“I’m done, Averil,” the boy answer

ed low, his brow beaded with pain 
and his breath broken with gasps. 
“Nay, ye neednae touch me, I’m past 
helping. Sec there.” He glanced 
downwards at a red trickle that pool
ed ami ran from his waist, mixing 
with the moisture on the wet deck.
“That----- winch tore me right open.
I’ll go hame nae mair.”

Laurence stared, stunned, only 
curious and surprised,for all the hor
ror of it. The boy had never spoken 
a word to complain.

Clitheroe saw the wonder in his 
eyes. “Oh ay. it’s so,” he pasped. 
and bury me ashore. I’ve been at sea 
“See ye here, Averil, put in yonder, 
a’ my life—leave me rest under green
gras«s. Besides, I fear they----- fish.
I’ve catched them a’ my life—dinnae 
let them get me." He jerked his 
pain-twisted lips into some semblance 
of a smile, then swore aloud at his 
agony, using oaths he had often heard 
front Laurence's own mouth.

“There’s my brother—on the Bona- 
venture.he is,I stole hi-s ’bacco pouch 
last time ashore. Gie’t back to him, 
will ye,? Nay, I’ve nae ither folks. 
Aver*, say me one thing. Ye’re a 
man, ye are. by—He broke out 
again into poor blasphemies, made 
pitiful by the wild eyes and tortured 
brow, “'fell me,did 1 die like a man?
I never squeaked, did 1?—not when 
that---- —winch tore me. Did I?

His voice failed, and for all the 
measureless sadness of it, all Laur
ence could feel was dull astonish
ment that so torn a shape could hold 
any desires,ambitions,whatever. Yet 
th?s broken heap could die like a 
Spartan, could endure agony in 

i silence,all in the same spirit in which 
the b.oy had aped his own reckless 
manners, copied his oaths and dress 
—had even announced, amid the 
laughter of the other men, that he 
would never shave: he'd grow “a
beard like oor Averil’s.

He looked over his shoulder at the 
men behind him. They were sorting 
the catch, flinging the smaller drag-

Stomach Was Very Bad
Much Dizziness and Pain

The Liver Got Out of Order and the Whole System Was
Poisoned.

When the course of the food 
through the alimentary canal is im
peded by sluggish action of the liver 
or bowels the food remains undi
gested, and as a résultait ferments.

This gives rise to poisonous gases 
which crowd about the heart, and 
cause dizziness and choking sensa
tions, as well as irregular action of 
the heart.

The liver struggles to remove the 
poisons from the blood, becomes en
larged, #.mi finally fails, allowing the 
poisons to pass on to every part of 
the human system. Complications 
arise, and there is Bright's disease, 
hardening of the arteries and appo-

The earlier derangements of the 
digestive system are such as are de
scribed * by this letter from Mr. 
Rochon. He also points the way to

cure by use of Dr. Chase's Kidney- 
Liver Pills.

Mr. Louis Rochon, R. It. No. 11. 
Ottawa, Ont., writes: "For about 
seven months my stomach was very 
bad. I was troubled with dizziness, 
and had gas on the stomach and aw
ful pains in the right side. The liver 
seemed to he out of order, so I be
gan using Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver 
Pills. This treatment seemed [to be 
exactly what I needed, and before 
the first box was all used I was cur
ed and feeling ns well os ever. I also 
used Dr. Chase's Nerve Food when 
feeling weak and suffering from ner
vous headache, and was soon restor
ed to good health. T am proud of Dr. 
Chase’s medicines, and recommend 
them above any doctor’s medicines.”

Dr. Chasq’s Kidney-Liver Pills, one 
pill a dose, twenty-five cents a box, 
all dealers, or Edmanaon, Bates À 
Ce., Limited, Toronto.

WOMAN AVOIDS 
OPERATION

Medicine Which Made Sur
geon s Work Unnecessary,
Astoria, N. Y. “For two years I 

was feeling ill and took all kinds of 
tonics. I was get- 
in g worse everyday. 
I had chills,my head 
would ache, I was 
always tired. I could 
not walk straight 
because of the pain 
in myback and I had 
pains in my stom
ach. I went to a 
doctor and he said I 
must go under an 
operation, but 1 did 
not go. I read in 

— -. __ the paper about
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound and told my husband about it. I 
said ‘I know nothing will help me but I 
will try this.’ I found myself improv
ing from the very first bottle, and in two 
weeks time I was able to sit down and 
eat a hearty breakfast with my hus
band, which I had not done for two years. 
I am now in the best of health and 
did not have the operation.—Mn. 
John A. Koenig, 602 Flushing Avenue 
Astoria, N. Y.

Every one dreads the surgeon’s knife 
and the operating table. Sometimes 
nothing else will do; but many times 
doctors say they are necessary when 
they are not Letter aftor letter comes 
to the I inkham Laboratory, telling how 
operations were advised and were not 
performed; or,if performed,did no good 
but Lydia E.Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 
poundwus used and good health followed.

If you want advice write to 
.Lydia I>. Pin It ham Medicine Co# 
(confidential), Lynn, Mass.

ging the larger fish into separate 
heaps, as they worked kicking offal 
behind them with their sea-boots. 
Though they made acknowledgement 1 
of the situation by working in unusu
al silence, never a one of them so 
much as looked at him or the figure 
lying at his feet, and when he him
self looked down gain the boy was

Two of the men carried the body 
aft and laid it upon his cabin tabic, 
placing some old sail canvas under it 
to keep those red stains from the 
wood. They went forward about their 
work again,and Laurence sat by the 
table, his eyes hot and dry, and some 
half-formed emotion—was it regret— 
mingling with the brute nature now 
ingrained in him.

So low had he fallen that he read
ily made the tiny effort it required 
to .still it, and to steady his nerves 
took a bottle of brandy from the cup
board at his elbow and drank a couple 
of glasses,noting in some grim spirit 
of callousenes.s that the still burden 
on the table yet left space for the 
tumbler beside its head. He would 
allow himself no feeling but annoy
ance at the loss of a hand just as he 
started across the fishing grounds 
with enmpty holds.

And the boy’s preposterous demand 
to be buried ashore—he refused to 
entertain the idea for a moment, 
merely resolving to throw the body 
overboard, decently weighted, so as 
to lose no time in getting back, to his 
work.

With the motion of the vessel an 
end of the dead boy’s handkerchief 
slid softly from around his neck upon 
the table. Laurence snatched at his 
tumbler,and.so doing, noted that the 
brightly colored fabric was exactly 
like one of his own. For the moment 
lie thought Clitheroe was wearing a 
stolen article.until he found his own 
in his pocket. The boy must have 
bought it, highly priced as it was— 
Laurence’s one trait that remained to 
him of olden days was a fondness for 
soft and expensive underclothing for 
personal wear—must have bought it 
in imitation of his skipper’s. A hun
dred memories of the manner in 
which Clitheroe had adored him— 
had copied the way in which he dres
sed, even to the amgle at which his 
cap was worn: had sworn his pet 
oaths, had spat and idled, and walked 
with a little careless swagger—in all 
following, as best he could, Lauren
ce’s worst examples. He pictured the 
slight figure in its blue guernsey and 
sea-boots—nearly always worn by 
himself, though seldom by the other 
men when ashore—leaning gainst the 
street corners or walking down the 
narrow wynds of Leith. And his 
death—silent endurance of torture— 
dying as he conceived Laurence him
self would die. Ilis last words had 
been to demand whether he had died 
like a man—this stuntedbov of scarce 
eighteen.

Laurence drank again—raw spirit 
this time— and looked at the dread 
thin face, still lined with the pain of 
death. Something like admiration 
rose in him. The boy had died like 
a man. and. since he had demanded 
it. buried ashore he should be.

He went on deck and hailed the 
bridge. “Change your course to nor’ 
east," he said. “When Portland's 
abeam again, give me a call.”

“Ay. ay. Xor’-east it is. ” came the 
answer and the litttle steamer’s bows 
were sweeping to the left as Laur
ence descended again into his cabin 
to consult the chart.

Covering so large an area of sea, 
its scale was small, and it was more
over. marked and scrawled all over 
with his own notes and observations. 
Placing it on his knees, he ran his 
finger along the coast line to the east
ward, searching among the names of 
villages,headlands,and bays for some 
inlet that should give him harbor 
room. The nearest—Seithisford— 
was oti the eastern coast, two days’ 
steaming: so, resolving to anchor off
shore, to convey the body ashore in 
the dinghy, and then to leave it to 
the care of the inhabitants of the 
nearest village or farm, his fmjger 
ranged hack .along the chart to the 
nearest point on the coast line.

Just to the eastward of Portland 
a broad, shallow stream of glacier 
water, the Kirthafljot, ran over wide 
beaches to the sea,and close to it two 
hamlets bore the names of Asaa and

Langholt.
Some half-lost train of memory 

stirred in his brain. Asaa and Lang
holt—Langholt and Asaa—where had 
he heard those names before? Lang
holt and Asaa—what was the other 
word thot had ocurred in conjunction 
with them.-—a word that surely must 
link up the chain of memory. Asaa?

Langholt." Puzzled, his finger ran 
down the coastline.and there in fine 
letters beneath “C. Portland." was its 
native name, "Dyrholaev!”

Of course: Asaa and Langholt-bv- 
Dyrholaey! that was it. The names 
of the vilages where lay the value
less lands with which his father had 
swindled the old sea-captain. Laur
ence swore more oaths softly, un
deterred by the presence of his silent 
companion stretched upon the cabin 
table.

He poured himself another glass of 
spirits and drank, frowning as he 
pored over the chart. Dyrholaev. he 
tried idly to guess at its meaning. 
Door-hole-isle, likely enough, he 
thought, having many times seen the 
great ocean-worn archway in the 
headland.

Strange that fate should send him 
here, just as he was about to leave 
for a while the hated labors to which 
his father’s sin had bound him. Door- 
hole-isle—just as the ocean had worn 
the great arch in the volcanis cliffs, 
so had usage of the sea torn and rent 
that structure of breeding and educa
tion Jlhat once lie had thought part of 
himself. And now, hardened and de
filed rather than cleansed and puri
fied by the fine through which he had 
passed, lie was going lower yet, to 
ostentatiously fling away his savings 
in debauchery more attractive than 
the vice of tlie seaports.

Why shold fate serve him so? 
What harm had he done that he him
self should be debarred from the best 
in life—that best he had tasted in 
youth? More keenly than depriva
tion of good to himself came the rem
embrance of the last words of the 
dead now lying so stil before him. 
Ooaths and blasphemy—his own tea
ching. Such a death was worse than 
the perishing of the beasts of the fiel. 
Devoid of religion, and with no belief 
in a future existence, some fragment 
of his early training yet gave him a 
momentary distaste of himself,almost 
a half-felt shame at the memory of 
his own vile words from those lips, 
now stiffening in death.

He drank again, until the spirits 
flushed his face and puffed his hot 
eyelids. Dyrholaey—ay, Doorhole Is
land. Portland—the land of the por
tal. The same name iu two tongues. 
And he himself was going to stoop— 
yes, stoop—to a portal that should 
take him, a wild btreu of the lonely 
seas wastes, into a land of milk and 
honey, a realm of pleasant words and 
smell and tastes, of soft voices and 
well-bred, delicate, sweet sin.
. And what after? To come back to 
sea—and perhaps some day to be 
winch-trapped even as this poor devil 
had been, or to fall overside and 
drown, weighted down by heavy sea 
clothing, as many a better man had 
done before him. Memory and imag
ination supplied a hundred details of 
that last passing, suggested its occur
rence in a score of different ways, 
and the terror of a lonely death at 
sea struck cold to his very inmost

Strange that his* work on this boy 
should end here, of all nlaces : that 
the dead whose soul he had damned 
—if damning were ought but the fic
tion he believed—would be laid out 
of sight under the lava blocks and 
starving land through which his fath
er before him had struck down an
other such harmless victim. Father 
and son, alike in their work: sea- 
captain and trawler's deck hand, vic
tims both, broken by their ignorance 
of aught but the poor simple ways 
of life at sea.

He drank again, and looked at the 
drawn, set face upon the table.

What did it matter,after all? Who 
were they, that these dead should so 
mutely accuse him? He had no hand 
in the killing of the body—only the 
soul. His father, too, had never laid 
hands on his victim—only robbed him 
with cunning and greqd. He laughed 
softly but brutallv and tried to think 
of the Northern Botilevxards in June 
sunlight, but somehow the thoughts 
refused to flow as easilv as before.

It was nut his fault—or his father's.
“Clumsy----------- fools," he said aloud,
with an oath, and then, "By (I—d! 
I’m getting morbid or tnght. I'll give 
the whelp his burial ashore, and then 
hey for southern sunligth."

He sewed Clitheroe’s body in a 
blanket that but half a dozen hours 

(To be continued)

NOTICE TO CREDITORS

Of Albert White, of Yarmouth, De-

Pursuant to Sec. 5G of Chapter 121, 
R. S. O. 1914, notice is hereby given 
that all creditors and others having 
claims against the estate of Albert 
White, late of the township of Yar
mouth, in the county of Elgin, yeo
man, who died on or about the 
Seventh day of March. A. D. 1917, are, 
on or before the 25th day of July, 
A. D. 1917, to send by post pre-paid. 
to Miller & Backus, solicitors for 
the Executors of the said deceased 
their Christian names and surnames, 
addresses and descriptions, the full 
particulars of their claims, a state
ment of their accounts and the nature 
of the securities (if anv) held by. 
them, and that after the day last 
aforesaid the said executors will 
proceed to distribute the assets of 
the said deceased among the parties 
entitled thereto having regard only 
to such claims of which notice shall 
have been given as above required, 
and the said evec- will not be
liable for the said assets or any 
r- hereof, to any person or per
sons of whose claim or claims notice 
shall not have been received by them 
at the time of such distributin'-

Dated at A finer this 5th day of 
June. A. D. 1917.

MILLER & BACKUS.
Solicitors for the Executors.

Aylmer. Ont.
PHEBE URSULA WHITE.

Orwell. Ont.
JUNIUS BRADLEY,

Aylmer, Ont., Executors.
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CANADIAN PACIFIC
Great Lakes Steam- Plan Your Vacation

ship Service Trip Now
VIA OWEN SOUND Point Au Baril

Steamship “Manitoba” Muskoka Lakes
leaves Owen Sound at mid- Kawartha Lakes
night each THURSDAY Lake Mazinaw
(connecting train leaves French and
Toronto 5.25 p.m.) for Pickerel Rivers
Sault Ste. Marie, Port Art- Rideau Lakes
hur and Fort William. Severn River
Service via Port McNicoIl are delightful resorts and

commences June 2 easily reached by C.P.R

FOR WINNIPEG AND VANCOUVER
Leave Toronto 6.40 p.m. Daily via “THE PIONEER ROUTE”

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or W. B. 
HOWARD, District Passenger Agent. Toronto, Ont.

Number Eight Two-row

CORN CULTIVATOR
i 8 worth a man’s wages every day you cultivate, in the time it 

saves alone. They are equipped this .year with discs in place 
oi' the front teeth, that can be raised or lowered and turned tu 
cut a wide or narrow strip throwing the dirt either to or from 
the plant.

THE BOXINGS are dust-p*Dof with cold oil cups and 
the machine is built throughout of maleable steel that will 
&and the strain and wea*. Fourteen reversible teeth, four
teen 4 inch thistle points and either the four liitiers or discs 
with each machine. Can you afford to be without one.

We have a good line of

Gray’s High-class Buggies
of the best quality, style and finish, every job guaranteed.
The Gray Democrats and Milk Wagons get the same care and 
attention in building and painting as their buggies. They 
put in the quality and stand behind their guarantee.

We also carry a full line of the famous Massey-Harris Imple
ments and will be pleased to have you call and look this line 
of farm machinery over.

Lindsay & Lindsay
Massey-Harris Agents

1777


