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face a moment, and the meek mouilh began
to open.

' Shet your bead l' shouted the old mar-
iner.

It 'vas a rather startling %urprise to, every-
body, but it wvas effective in the matter of
its purpose. So the conversation floived
on instead of perishing.

There wvas some talk about the perils of
the sea, and a landsrnan delivered hiniself
of the customary nonsense about the poor
mariner wandering in far oceans, tempest-
tossed, pursued by dangers, every storm
blast and thunderbolt in the home skies
moving the friends by snug firesides to
compassion for that poor mariner, and pray-
ers for his succor. Captain Bowlingr put Up
îvith this for a îvhile, and then burst out
with a new vieiv of the matter.

'Corne, belay there! 1 have read this
kind of rot ail my liCe in poetry and tales
and such like rubbage. Pity for the poor
mariner!1 sympathy for the poor mariner!1
Ail righit enough, but flot iii the îvay the
poetry puts il. Pity for the mariner's wife!1
ail right again, but flot in the way the poe-
try puts it. Look-a-here 1 vbose life's the
safest in the whole world ? The poor inar-
iner's. You lookz at the statistics, you'il sce.
So don't you fool away any sympathy on
the pnor mariner's dangers and privations
and sufferings. Leave that to the poetry
muifs. Now you look at the other side a
minute. Here is Captain Brace, forty years
old, been at sea tbirty. On bis wvay noiv to
takze commnand of his ship and sait south
from Bermuda. Next wveek be'll be under
way : easy tinies ; comfortable quarters;
passengers, sociable company ; just enough
to, do to keep his mind healthy and flot
tire him ; king over his ship, boss of every-
thing anid everybody ; thirty years' safety
to, learn him, that bis profession ain't a dan-
gerous one. Now you loolz back at his
home. His wife's a feeble woman; she's
a stranger in New York; shut up in blazing
hot or freezing codldig~according to
the season; don't know anybody hardly;
no company but her lonesomeness and her
tbougbts ; husband gone six months at a
tiane. Shie bas borne eight children; n've
of thein she buried without lier husband
ever setting eyes on thcm. Shie wvatched
them ail the long nights tilt they died,-he
comfortable on the sea; she followed them
to the grave, shie heard the clods fifl that

broke hier beart,-he comnfortable on the
sea; she mourned at borne, weeks and wveeks,
nmissing .them every day and every hour,-
hie cheerful at sea, knowing nothing about
it. Nowv look at it a minute,-turn it over
in your mind and size it: five children 1: orn,
she.- among strangers, and bim flot b) to
bearten bier; buried, and bim flot by to
comfort bier; tbink of that 1 Syrnpathy for
the poor mariner's perils is rot; give it to
his wifé s bard lines, îvhere it belongs !
Poetry makes out that all the wife worries
about is the dangers ber busband's running.
Sbe's got substantialer things to, worry over,
I tell you. Poetry's always pitying the
poor mariner on accounit of bis perils at sea;
better a blamed sigbit pity him for the nigbts
bie can't sleep for thinkîing of howv lie had to
leave bis wife in bier very birtb pains, lone-
some and friendless, in tbe thick of disease
and trouble and death. If there's one
tbing,,that ca.i make me madder than ano-
ther, it's tbis sappy, damned maritime poe-
try!'

Captain Brace ivas a patient, gentie sel-
dom-speaking n-an, with a pathetic some-
tbing in bis bronzed face that bad been a
mystery up to this tinie, but stoodinterpret-
ed now, since we bad beard bis story. He
biad voyaged elagbteen times to the Medi-
terranean, seven times to India, once to t'C
arctic pole in a discovery-sbip, and ' be-
tween times' had visited ail the remote
seas and ocean corners of the globe. But
bie said that tivelve years ago, on accounit
of bis fainily, he ' settled down,' and ever
since then had ceased to roam. And wbat
do you suppose was this simple-hearted,
lite-long îvanderer's idea of settling dowvn
and ceasing to roam ? Wby, the making of
twvo five-month voyages a year between
Surinam and Boston for sugar and mo-
lasses !

Amor.g other talk, to-day, it came out
that îvbale-ships carry no doctor. The cap-
tain adds the doctorshfp to his own duties.
He flot only gives me. !icines, but sets bro-
ken lirnbs aCter notions of bis own, or saws
them off and sears tbe stunîp wben ampu-
tation seems iicst. The captain is provided
with a medicine-chest, with the medicines
numbered instead of named. A bookz of
directions goes with this- It describes dis-
eases and symptoms, and says, ' Give a tea-
spoonful of No. 9 once an hour,' or 'Give
ten grains of No 12 every haîf hour,' etc.
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