Jack Stovold, Mariner, or a Hero from
the Ranks.
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Looking back sver a lapse of vedrs, |1 can betterunder.
stand how Tark Staviold viewed his declining years with a
phadoscphinal cale that bad & peceliar chanm for- those who

satesested hone  Boy and thar for seventy long vears, ‘he
ivs Of the deep  He bad seen life

had taveowed the wat
a5 sone hut A sailor views i1, although be bad but little
pitchings of  his barque over

o otated b the sy ar
samdis v He attactied ne salue o morey. - Typical of

s @luss, b worked ¥a.and for the present.  He was ac-
custonted 10 say the lervestoof the sea was always ripe,
and could be gaemered at will | So the years of his hfe
drdeed awas, miore ar Tess atodessly, the end peither fore
westen With age he had become more
1t was tald of him that the loss of his wife

shadowed po 1

-
s b rawcTtun e

and childd A trn they had jost begun to brighten his Lifehad

stade b 8 poomatueely dged man. He Neld intercourse
with but few of iy felow fisheunen  Seldom however,
wias e s allen o 1 tenipere ', or at vanance with his mates
His bands were alwass ready 1o perform a service, and his
somgue 1o g1 e sound moral adviee  And for  little inob
uuynrv.(‘lhui Kindness his dame was' a0 househald one

theoughoat the village
Om & devtamm June afternoon lack Stovold might have
beem seen sitting on the whad mending the net of a fish

traw! "~ He pppiaed i deep hought, as was his usual
vastom,  Mis pipe was between his lips, but the blue
ske sparals boul ceased to nse. o spite of the busy way
wowhah B netting nevdle, frony the set) expres-
e of B | oW L to sée lis reverie was a deep
s, B was sucdidesly hroken o gpon by a foud scream of
taght. & splach ax of wome body striking the witer, and
then »ilence, .

fack Suomold had pomiedhately grasped  the sitpation

He spwang 1 by tovanght up a boathook, dnd ran to

barl A few moments of “fshing with

the edge 9f the

e Laathiook and then he hauled oot a small and hall-

dfcwmel oy minsedl 1 Thist wis my fiest connection with
Jok Dol and we Lecame shispmates from that hous

My mother a4 great snvalid, had been ordered (0 ‘the sea
ade B 1 was wosickly Bittle ehiap it Had been arrdnged
b e 1o secompany hero A Ctown boy, 1 had néver seen
the sea Y Can tovagioe the deligh! with wloeh | ran on
the sbicae o thie hurtin wong  the boats-—and with the
t whes ook Modly to e’ and if  they ‘were &
Bt fssigh s their w they were not nokind to the little
tandiubler who didn @ kaow nuthin !

At s bewt, | waes bt s peny boy, . Our family  doctor

Bad ardered that | was 1o run wikd the whale summer
theviupl; fis Towase like 1o do, for it was - seldom  my
afcsed ot be

well apd happy

sy e, So long as 1 was

te was literally fulfilling

the diwtors Bt uction Al she saw with pride how
well  the Nle suited | e liow the roses came  to myy
ks apd B v shodidens roadened, and my narrow

Biest oa panded
The day abier Jack Stwold dshed we: out from what

wisrbl naet oetamly Baoe Ledn 5 wintery  grave, he  gave

o ppatl odel yiichit and told e 1 could sail her, at

baw tade, om Win ot bed

§owias somsny, b0 ks e wehiow, she would not sml
A weiight oorse. Mo tacks were dimless, hike a
sudderies biergue Ofen 1 bud 1o walt s long time  before
whie Caster el when § nde o feebile attempt to readjust
B saids”

T lor ki oniimis at Last deft his et and came out 1o me
T o e shogh

b b Miogdtinn el whpiste O diguired he

S wilh wot sard e o the othed big boats, replied 1

Vit shiigioate. Cante yiu g6 pot aboard, but mostly
v you don 1 understand | S0 ygu  must fam o tom
the sails progwoty . il
o 1w gl
ot s e i we i g e bt hepaahape,

His delt Bisgers soon st b aiisa il and radder

Moo by hee-on the it tack, said hes  And for half an
Bes b opid ) sailed iy Bitle yacld backwiued and forward

porne day 0 you stay  amoung us)

' Pmoa seal Big vacht of your own. - Now,

At the poial e hooswent back 1o his net, and | con-
timuesd 10 s by sacht wotl the ting Oide caused e to
saspend operations - for Wt aftemaon S0 T went and
eaternd it convesation with iny sewshipmite ; for 1 had
e i twi weighty things oo omy mid that be alone could
e :

Mother dows not audesstand why yos refused the reward
shw olBlesed you for saviag my hife] 1 said. !l want to know
whiy you call e shipmate

Fhe old man guzed long and retlectively  at me—sadly,
perhiaps, would be wore coreect )

‘Well " he wi dast said  slowly, ‘st Ccause | value a
huasan hife shove money . womd cause you're like my little
boy as | lost” e

Then be toldane a ot about his hittle Jack which greatly
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interested me, but which | must pass over. Suffice it that
Jack Stovold and 1 beceme, shipmates in every sense of the
world, . On all favorable occasions he took me with hint
down the harbor. and I began to gain confidence in steering
a boat, And then all too soon came- those tragic events
which yet live as fresh in my mind as they impressed them-
selves upon my brain on the fateful day they were enacted:

A number of weeks passed by, and lack Stovold's interest
in'me remained unabated. When weather and circumstances
permitted he never failed to take me with him on his fishing
excursions. His yarns of the harbor and of his voyages to
distant lands were alwavs full of exciting interest. Then I
gained some practical knowledge in the management of a
boat and the intricacies of a lug-sail. My health continued
to improve and the old man, after some flattering remark,
would often sit and survey me with complacency. Ah it
was a happy life, and 1 1evelled in it to the full while it

lasted i

The kind of fishing 1 most enjoyed was ‘hooking.” There
was plenty of excitement in hauling in a big fish at the end
of my line, and in particular when the fish was 100 strong
for me, and | has to summon my shipmate to my assistance
Pull an’ haul ye ho! lack would say, and tlop ! a big bass
cod or sea trout would lie gasping in the bottom of the
boat

At last came the eventful day, the tragic mcidents of
which indelible on my mind have induced me to pen th
story i

We had planned a hooking expedition to a well known
fishing ground far away down the harbor,  We set out pro
visioned for some hours, as we wished to fish two tides. |
had a well filled lunch basket-provisions for us both. A
keg of nice fresh water was always kept in a fore compact
ment of the hoat

We set put half an hour before ebb tide. and an howe past
nindday.  The sky was cloudless, and the water us ' clear as
crystal; so much 8o, in et that white shells imbedded. in
mud could e seen lying at  u considerable depth | At the
outset Jack expressed the opinion that (1 luek would repay
our efforts

There was  not a breath of air 1o Bl the sal of it had
been hoisted, so Jack out oars, gave me the tilles fmm. and
pullrd with Justy strokes. In this  way, an hour later, we
reached the fishing ground

I had my own lines, and my place  was forward.  Jack
fished from the stern and used four lines The weight at
tached enabled us to throw ovr line far out. We then drew
i the slack until we could feel’ the weight The lines » ere
then fastengd to ‘tellers.”  They were composed of flexible
twigs, and were stuck in holes made for the purpose in the
gunwhale of the boat When a fish got ‘on’ the vibrations

of the ‘teller’ notified the fact. Our bait was composed of,
lug-worms, musse's, shrimps, and soft crabs.

Having baited our hooks and cast our lines we sat down
1o watch the ‘tellers,” Not a single bite came and we found
it slow work. Then we were subjected to no end of annoy -
ance from whelks and ‘kinger' cra‘s, which continually
sucked the baits from the hooks. At last Jack left me to do
as | pl'emed' as he wanted a ‘snooze.’ 1 was to keep a sharp
lookout and to rouse him if anything out of the common
happened.

The afternoon waned, and the sun dipped low upon the
horizon. With the approach of night’ a cold breeze swept
across the harbor from the land. The tide had begun to
flow and the bouat had veered round upon her anchorage,
entangled the lines with the painter, and I was forced to
rovse Jack to help me get things shipshape again. He
grumbled a little over the disentanglement of the lines, and
told me I cught to have roused him sooner. Then he moor-
ed the boat in another position, and gave it as his opinion
that the fish ought to bite, But vain were all our efforts to
lure them !

Darkness {it is seldom quite dark on the water) settled
around vs. The wind gathered in force, and the waves
began to rise.  Great clouds rol'ed up from' the south west
and there was a sudden shift of the wind's direction.  Jack

Stovold, with knowledge born of years, foresaw danger.

*It’s up lines an' home, shipmate!' cried he. Then we
for thwith stowed our tackle, up sail and anchor, and, hav-
ing made one long tack, stood up harbor before the wind
for our moorings.

Suddenly and without warning of any kind a boat com.
ing down harbor was upon us. She took us in the bows,
sheered off, and shot dstern, almost immediacely passing
from view

‘One of the boats from the next village, an' on the poach
as usual !’ cried . ‘1 do believe the lubber has stove us.
Here, take the tiller, shipmate while I overhaul our bows."

1 snon found she was too lively for me to handle, and she
almost immediately paid off.

‘Keep her full ' eried Jack. '‘What! Youcan't? Then
you must bale for your life, for we'te making water fast !’

I gave up the rudder-lines to Jack, and set to baling with
all my strength, 1soon found the water,was gaining on
me.
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‘Keep her clear! shipmate~you must keep her clear !’
Jack cried.. There was a tremour in his voice that I did not
at that time rightly understand  You see, I did not fully
realize our danger.

‘Oh, Jack--I can't--1 can’t,’ I half sobbed,

. ‘Have one more try, shipmate | our—its our only chance’
! know now that which I did not at the time understand-
that it was our lives at stake

1 redoubled my efforts, but all to no purpose.

‘Have another try at the helm, shipmate,’ said Jack, husk-
mness in his  voice, Weeflected the change.  Almost im
mediately he continued: ‘It's of no use, shipmate; my
weight fo'ard only sinks her bows: If [ down-sail we"ll
make no way, and soon fill.  There’s but one thing to do—
run her on the mud ’

Again he took the rudder lines, slackened sail a bit, and
ran us into an indentation in the mud, which afforded us a
temporary shelter from the wind and violence of the waves.

Jack stepped out upon the mud, and again examined the
boat. I heard him utter a long drawn sigh—of sadness, re
gret and abandoned hope Ah, how well'l understand it
all as T write these | nes, long vears alter the tragedy was
enacted

You'll have to sail her into port yoursell, shipmate' The
huskiness of liis voice had deepenedl. “1t's your only chance
She'll ride highet in the water with me out of her "

Oh, dack U eried I “What will vou do

il put on my mud-pattens, an’ walk to shore,. Mayhe
EH not arvive Home quite so so0on &5 vou--mayhe sooner
It's & steaight course into harlor . you can see the lights

fromii heve. 111 close-reel your sl and then, shipmate
you'll be in God's keeping

Lwas mach moved. by the solemmity of the old pian's
utterance . and | am vot ashamed to own 1 wept bittedly. .1
dick not fully understand the dsk Jark would run, but 1 had

some vague idea he was making o great sacrifice 1o save

me
Don'tleave wie! 1 owildly cried and added sundey other
Appeals
You just Lsten 1o me, shipoate Aod now the old man
poke with sternpes 1 reach the village, just te'l the
lads how an’ where you left noe Fell ‘em at once - don't
wisle a minut PhevH understand - ay they'll know

what to do
Let me come with vou, Tack U Uogied, but in vain

You couldn't Cross the mud. an you'd sink g if 1 carried

you ;just as - l'd sink the boat if I vame aboard. No- po
shipmate . we've got to'part. - Put we're wasting time, an’
the tide's flowing fast Pwill be over the mud fore 1 gt
ashore unless | hurrv, There | Fve reefed the sale: ‘an
don’t keep her too full  Sail her an the starboard tack, ‘an
that'll keep the stoven bow higher.  Again—an’ for the
last time—=tell the lads how yvou left me I'll be all right,
for God'll be with me an’ his angeli'll guide my steps aver
the bar. An’ now-—good bye, shipmate.  Kiss me lad ! 1
love thee, for thou are so like my own bonny bay' He
caught me in his arms, and kissed me passionately, and one

_great tear fell upon my cheek. | would have 1« phied. but 1

could not. ' His last words were spaken in a low, constrain
ed voice: ‘God bLless you, shipmate, watch over you, and
let his hand steer you safe to _port ; for mine can ‘dn S0 O
longer. Good-bye—good-bye !

One great shove he gave the boat which sent her clear of
the mud. Almost immediately darkness came  between
us, and I saw my old shipmate no more—until the next
day !

The boat, freed from the man's weight, now rode higher,
and shipped but little water,  She was less-lively under the
reefed sail, and I found I could steer her on the course Jack
had set.

The lights of the village grew more aiid more distinct and
some moving ones showed that watchers were on the wharf.
Half an hour later | beached the boat on a streteh of shingle
westward of the quay. Then I shouted for assistance,
Eventually, and in anexhausted condition, 1 was lunded on
the wharf. 4 :

The fishermen quickly noticed the fact of my having re-
turned alone.

‘Where have you left Jack Stovold /' was the cry.

'He is going to walk home.' [ replied.

‘What!' It was old Ben Fisher who spoke. ‘Where d’'ye
leave him, lad '

‘On Seagull Flat. Our boat got stove. He went on the
mud to lighten “her. 1 was to tell you without delay, He
said you'd all understaud.' g

‘I should think we do! Here! Abe, Steve, Mark ! Come
with me in my big boat. We may be in time—1 fear we'll
be too late.'

I heard them run out the boat, and then I fainted
But | was subsequently told all that occurred.

‘Pull, lads, pull " cried Ben Fisher. ‘There's a life de-
pending on every stroke.’

.
And from time 10 tim~ he used other cheering expressions.

In spite of the strenuous efforts they made, the boat
seemed to crawl through the water. Would they be in




