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QUARTERMASTER CLAUSEN

*

IT was in atimewhen men were intensely loyal
to ships, to some particular ship. No one
thought much about this loyalty, in fact it was
a thing to be accepted, as natural as the keel
and ribs and planking, something integral to
the ship. These men, like the masts, might rot
out and be replaced or they might carry away,
but they seldom left of their ownwill; Quarter-
master Clausen was as much a part of the old
schoolship St. Mary's as the huge double wheel,
as the rawhide tiller-ropes. Looking back at
him, he stands strange and remote, a part of this
ancient gear with which he concerned himself.
| got to know Clausen very well. He was a
square figure, in his faded double-breasted
jacket, standing in back of the weather-wheel,
conning the course. He seldom took the
spokes, except in an emergency, or now and
then to steady some green hand at his work, or
to keep the weather-leech of the mizzen royal
trembling, as required by the strict fulfilment
of the order, 'Full and by.'

As | got to know him better, and my trick
at the wheel recurred from day to day, | mar-
velled at his inexhaustible humour. The officer
of the watch would stump the spar deck, back
and forth to windward, his speaking-trumpet
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SHIPMATES

hanging from his right wrist, and when on the
forward leg of his walk, Clausen would engage
in the most animated low-voiced dissertations,
laughing with a peculiar gurgle at his own
jokes. Then, as the officer wheeled aft, walk-
ing toward us, Quartermaster Clausen would
assume a sudden gravity, hisjaws would work
on his quid, and he would look down on to the
lubber's line, or gaze aloft, with pale blue eyes
that were positively sad.

This constant change from mirth to gravity
had become habitual with him, and periods of
solemn sham aso punctuated his discourse on
the watch below when boys hung about and
listened to his yarns.

Mr. Clausen had tremendous theories. He
picked up bits of talk between the officers and
pieced them together and expanded them until
it seemed he was the custodian of the inner life
of the elite. These revelations would have been
astonishing to the ward-room and the cabin.
The fact that boys steering could not always
suddenly switch their interest on and off some-
times led to black looks and curt words of
reprimand. Steering an old sailing wagon
across the Atlantic was a stern business.

But Clausen himself, when caught a half-
point off the course, could be a perfect con-
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QUARTERMASTER CLAUSEN

ductor of displeasure. The sharp '"Mind your
steeringl’ slipped over him and landed on to
the luckless boy with an added vigour, from
behind. But we all understood the little
comedy; no one minded because of the eternal
fun of being entertained by this master mimic.

Clausen had a very red face with a straw-
coloured moustache stained at the edges by
tobacco, and his bushy eyebrows were almost
white. He stood with legs spread wide apart,
his huge hands clasped behind his back. He
never replenished his chew or spat to leeward,
unless the officer of the deck were looking away.
Sometimes he would chuckle and bubble with
laughter battened down, some thought of his
own setting him going.

When the ship was alongside, in the East
River, during the winter months, M r. Clausen
assumed an important position. His method of
tellingthings, in part, leaving agreat deal to the
imagination of his listeners, was carried ashore.
He became involved in local politics. Being a
Swede gave him an added importance, for it
was understood by local politicians that Mr.
Clausen had a lot to do with the control of the
Scandinavian vote.

Delegations would visit him, down on the
berth deck, and, after imterminable talk about
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this man and that, would depart, leaving him
presents of cigars. When an election was im-
pending, and this is almost always the case in
the fall, Quartermaster Clausen became a very
busy man on his nights ashore. He seldom
came back until the early morning hours, and
then was almost always awash. But afew winks
of deep and a big bowl of black . Mary's
coffee seemed to bring him up all standing and
ready for his gangway watch.

Many of us kept returning to the old school-
ship, visiting with thefixtures, Bo'sun Dreilick,
Clausen, Shorty Olsen, and the rest, and to have
aword with Moses, or Hennessey. | returned
one spring, just before the old ship was ready
to leave for her cruise.

‘Where's Clausen? | asked.

'Didn't you hear? He was shot in a saloon
on Third Avenue. It was after the election.
They got into some kind of a rumpus. No one
knew how it happened. Some tough pulled a
gun and in the scramble poor old Clausen was
plugged.'

He had built up a marvellous structure of
imaginary knowledge, of nebulous influence, of
genuine good feeling. They said his funeral
was attended by a huge delegation from Scandi-
navian societies. People along the shore missed
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QUARTERMASTER CLAUSEN

his deliberate walk up from the docks, his
kindly face beaming with mirth, then suddenly
stiffening with a vague, mask-like, non-com-
mittal look. It was his custom, his life-long
habit, of suddenly checking himself and meet-
ing the world with a denial.

Clausen, of course, was an accomplished
sailor. He it waswhojumped to the wheel and
spun the spokes, almost before the order was
given, on that time when Captain Reeder took
the deck and tacked us clear of a schooner
laden with paving-blocks, as we ran down on
her in the dusk in Long Island Sound. | can
still hear the ringing reply of Quartermaster
Clausen to the thundering command, 'Hard
down— hellum!’

'Ay, ay, sir, hard down!" An instant after
the word, and on time. What a sailorman old
Clausen was!

17



THE LIGHTS THAT FAILED

A TWO-MASTED nondescript steamer was taking
on the last of her cargo at a South Street wharf.
| had applied for ajob as quartermaster and
was given the billet with suspicious alacrity.
The mate told me to turn to at once. We're
sailing to-night.’

'This wagon aways sals at night." My
informant was a young man named Jones, the
other quartermaster, and veteran of two voyages
to and from Mobile. 'l don't know why you're
shipping here," he remarked casually, 'but | got
adatedownin Mobile, nicegirl | met, and I'm
going back. When you've been on board afew
days you'll know how much | think of that
girl’

We shared alittle cabin in the port alleyway,
a narrow den of a room with two bunks in
which we disputed possession with an army of
bedbugs. Jones had purchased severa bottles
of bug-lotion and had already applied it liberally.
Theplace smelled suspiciously chemical. "We'll
leave the port open till we get outside,’ he
remarked, 'and then, if this stuff works, we'll
get some sleep. It's two watches here, four on
and four off, and no relief at the wheel, so now
you can guess how much | think of that girl.'
He pulled out a picture and gazed at it wist-



THE LIGHTS THAT FAILED

fully. "I'll just stick this over the wash-bowl.
| didn't intend to, but you look all right," he
added with afriendly smile.

The Catania, true to her habit, closed hatches
well after dark. We cast off lines and steamed
to sea, Jones at thewheel, while | stood by with
a lead-line and busied myself about the lower
wheel-house, ready to steam the log when off the
Hook.

We steered from the flying bridge, in the
open, standing on a worn grating. This was
a glorious vantage-point, a sort of high altar
in view from the deck, and a terrible place
for a lad so soggy with lack of deep he could
hardly stand.

On the voyage down we touched the beach
off Fowey Rocks and, as already told,* the mate
was sent to his room, and discharged in the old
southern port of Mobile.

The new mate, M r. Thompson, abrisk little
man with red hair, carried an air of tremendous
importance. He wore a very blue suit, of a
shade much lighter than the regulation colour.
His face was almost as red as his hair and he
sported a straw hat with a coloured band. To
offset his dudish appearance he was an energetic
worker. Severa candidates had applied for the

Y In Vignettes of the Sea.
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SHIPMATES

position and M r. Thompson felt himself under
mighty obligation. Wehad taken in cotton, and
in the upper 'tween deck we carried a con-
siderable tonnage of water-melons.

The Catania was brought down to her marks,
the day was Sunday, and the last net of melons
had been put into Number Two hatch. Captain
Fenlon came on board, met his perspiring mate,
looked over the confusion, bade good-bye to
some friends, and orders were given to single
up. Smokewasrollingfrom the stack, the crowd
of stevies on the wharf, ragged and picturesque,
hung around, and dock loafers seemed unduly
interested in the ship.

' never saw her so deep before' Jones
remarked to me as he took his place at the
wheel. 'But |'l| say this. She can't get too deep
to suit me. Say, | made a hit here, and | don't
mind saying the little girl likes me. Did you
hear that carrot-top yell at me to come on board?
That was the girl." She was conspicuous on the
wharf.

The whistle gave a grunt, coughed, spat up
afew gallons of hot water, and ended in aroar.
Lines were let go, and we slid out. Mobile
seemed to move away from us, and then the
ship began to tremble in every frame.

'Stuck like a dog.' Jones grinned. 'What

20



THE LIGHTS THAT FAILED

did | say? He began to wave his cap at the
wharf. Amid the crowd a girl in awhite dress
was waving frantic signals.

'You—! Mind your wheel." Mr. Thomp-
son was on the bridge. We're aground,
Captain,' he called to the skipper.

'I'm quite aware of it, Mr. Thompson. Full
speed astern.” She trembled and stopped. A
cheer rose from the wharf. All of the water-
front was out to see the fun.

'Take aline, Captain? A tug had worked in
under the stern.

After some dickering a line was passed to
the tug, M r. Thompson buzzing about aft in
the way of the second mate. 'Ready, sir!" They
were fast. 'Full speed astern!" The wheel
began to churn the mud, the tug panted and
pulled, the ship stuck. It was getting dusk.

'I think we can get her off, Captain." Mr,
Thompson was up the bridge-ladder. The mate
and skipper talked. "'All right, sir, try it."'

‘Lively, boys!'-the mate, assuming a fase
air of comradeship. 'Break out the new ten-inch
line." The gang were hauling this on deck.

'‘Bring that tug close up under the stern,’ the
mate called. Thelinewas passed down. '‘Make
well fast. We'll leave ahundred fathoms slack,
you jingle bell ahead, just as the line comes
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taut we'll kick astern, and then we're off. How
‘bout it?

The line was secured, flaked free on the deck,
the end over the quarter and back on two sets
of bitts. 'Here, you," to me, 'stand on the after-
house. When | shout, you drop thisrag." He
gave me a yard of bunting. The engine-room
were standing by, white steam puffed from the
exhaust — the tug jumped out into the stream,
the line snaked overboard, | dropped the rag,
our engines kicked astern, the new ten-inch
hawser sprang taut from the river, a mist of
white snapped from the wet line, it cleared away
and the H figure of the tug's bitts rose high
in the air over her receding stern and dropped
with a 'splash. The tug, minus bitts, kept
right on going, and we remained fast in the
mud.

| ran to the bridge in a hurry to hear what
the skipper would say to Mr. Thompson, and
met Jones convulsed with laughter. 'Say, here's
where | get another night ashore. | knew that
damn mud-bank would hold us.’

'Youdid, did you? Mr. Thompson seemed
to spring at Jones.

'Sir." Captain Fenlon glared at the new mate.
'‘Thetide's turned, and we've got to lighten her,
quick, or we'll hog. Dammit, sir, | find you've
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put on board two hundred tons more than you
should.'

‘Leave the wheel," the mate called to Jones.
All hands were mustered; a boatload of steve-
dores came aongside. Hatches were off, and
water-melons were being passed up in nets and
over to the lighter. For every melon into the
lighter, two went into the water. Mobile
harbour was alive with shouting negroes salvag-
ing green fruit. At midnight the ship was
floated amid the glow of flares and the sweat
of labour.

‘I'll' tend to you, young fellow, before we
get to New York." It was the new mate ad-
dressing Quartermaster Jones as we went
down-stream in the early dawn.

The Catania had hardly passed out in the
Gulf before Mr. Thompson, still wearing his
very blue suit, the only one he had, topped off
by a golf cap, began to reinstate himself in the
eye of Captain Fenlon by the well-worn method
of working up the crew. The ship needed a
great deal of attention. He discovered much
brass, hidden under coatings of paint, and this
was scraped and polished. Jones, veteran of
two voyages, having failed to meet hisgirl again,
groused and grumbled. Mr. Thompson paid
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particular attention to him and at every oppor-
tunity addressed him with words verging on the
edge of insult.

'He's red, all right, inside and out. Say, |
been to ssawith tough people. This mate ain't
set yet. He's about as hard as dough.'

Quartermaster Jones, standing his wheel,
grinned at the mate working about the decks.
On the watch below he busied himself in the
constant warfare against red vermin. | slept in
an atmosphere of turpentine, his lotion having
become exhausted, while the bugs seemed more
active than ever. We rounded Dry Tortugas,
passed out of the Straits of Florida, and shaped
our course for New Y ork.

By the time Hatteras was astern, Mr.
Thompson and the master were on joking
terms. The red-haired mate had salted himself
in and was in high fettle. The little matter of
too many water-melons had been forgotten.
The fact that the ten-inch line had jerked the
after bitts out of a rotten tug-boat became a
subject of congratulation. The new line of the
Catania was first-class. It was the only sound
thing on board, but no one dared say so openly.

ComingintoNew Y ork, M r. Thompson sent
me to the wheel, and Quartermaster Jones was
set to work holystoning the bridge gratings,
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carrying on in a slovenly manner. 'We pay
off as soon aswe get in, or pretty soon, and then
| fade.

"How about that girl in Mobile?' | asked.

'‘Guess she'll have to wait until | find a better
packet than this to take me back. Say, you.
Areyou going to quit?

'Sure - as soon as she pays off, and the sooner
the better. That bug berth is as pleasant as the
prickly-heat.'

We tied up. The gang hung around, refus-
ing to work, waiting for the pay.

‘Jones, come here." Mr. Thompson, wiping
his lips - he had just come from the skipper's
cabin - hewas feeling good. 'Gointo the lamp-
locker and polish the lamps, every damn one
of 'em. I'll look things over before the com-
missioner comes on board. You shine 'em-
good." Mr. Thompson grinned at Jones, and
Jones, a shrug to his shoulder, went to the lamp-
locker and lit a cigarette amid the fumes
of kerosene. | left him there frowning and
smoking.

A few hours later, the commissioner having
come aboard, | went to the lamp-locker. Jones
had shined every lamp. He had bath-brick and
putz all over him, he was dirty and perspiring,
but the shelves held the glinting product of
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his labour. Side lights, running lights, all in a
row. He had taken down and trimmed the
lamps and they were as bright as brass can ever
get. Then hetidied theroom. Hehad trimmed
the wicks and filled the lamps.

'Well, I'just thought I'd show Mr. Thomp-
son that | can work, if he treats me right. You
know | got a good girl back in Mobile. This
ain't a bad ship, no, not by ajugful.' He talked
volubly, bending over the deck, to which he
was giving a final swabbing with a piece of
waste. Mr. Thompson, standing in the door,
heard much of the conversation.

" Jones' - he hesitated, looking over the work
of the quartermaster - 'l want to commend you
for your goodjob. | hopeyou'll bewith uson
the next trip. I'll recommend you to Captain
Fenlon as soon as we have a vacancy for second
mate. Stay with me and I'll see you get a
ticket.'

I'll have to leave this time, sir." Jones stood
before the mate, humble in the face of praise,
the shining lamp-locker behind him. 'l know
sir, you have had to complain of me, of my
work, but I mean well, indeed | do, Mr.
Thompson. 1'm visiting my old mother this
trip, over in Newark, but I'll be back, sir, on
the next voyage. Y ou know | got anicegirl in
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Mobile; indeed, sir, | have a very nice girl
there.’

"All right, Jones. Now lay aft, boys, and get
your pay.'

We were paid, we went to the very small and
smelly room and put on our shore clothes.
Then Jones and | walked over South Street to
Miller's bar and had a few glasses of beer.

'God, what an old cage that ship is!" he
remarked. 'Dirty, filthy, rotten, and old as hell.'

'Well, she's got a damn clean set of lamps,’
| remarked.

'Say." He looked at me for a while and then
remarked, 'You're mum on this- remember.
[t may mean a lot. You know that old barge
aways sals at night, or on Sunday, or some-
thing. Well, she's as nasty as sin, and that red-
haired—fits her to a T. Now | made up
my mind to forget that girl in Mobile; fact is,
she was only stringing me, and | deserved what
| got, going back there on that bug raft. | just
about gave up the idea of getting at that mate
when | thought of something.’

"You must have done some great thinking
when you shined those lights.'

"You bet | did. They'll lock up that lamp-
room, and when she goes out they'll hoist up
those lights and the old man'll think the red-
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haired mate is damn smart. Y ou bet, you bet.'
He ordered two more beers. '‘Now |l tell you
something, and you'll always remember me by
it. Ifilledevery lamp in that locker with water,
and put aninch of oil ontop; every lamp'sfixed,
and then | run out the oil-tank and filled it with
water, good salt water from the head, and a
little oil came up on top of that. Gee, but that
red-head will have some fun when they get out -
and they always sail at night. He'll remember
me, too.'

Whatever happened to that ship, and how
long her lights burned, has often occupied my
mind. At anyrate, | never heard of her again,
or of Jones; and M r. Thompson, the red-haired
mate, has melted into the faded pattern of the
past.
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OFF PALAFOX STREET

*

IN every machine organized for co-ordinate
action between men and their material things,
the master must dream, at times, of an ultimate
perfection. Nowhere is this dream more per-
sistent than in the mind of the sea commander.
Wholelivesare devoted to trainingwith the sole
end in sight that, at some supreme moment, the
officers, crew, and ship may completely fulfil
their functions in some extreme emergency.
Such emergencies have a habit of occurring
without warning, in times of seeming security,
and generally at night. Thisisthe story of such
an occasion.

It was on Christmas Eve, in 1918 by the
count of calendars, almost a lifetime back in the
crowding procession of events. The U.S.S.
Newport, schoolship, then under the orders of
the Commandant of the Third Naval District,
had cruised down from New Y ork to Pensacola.
Admiral Usher, in conference with Captain
Marcus Tracy, an old square-rigged shipmaster
and a prominent ship operator on his own
account, sent the little barkentine to sea
Captain Tracy was Chairman of the Board at
that time and aways insisted on as much sea
training as possible. The admiral and the ship-
master saw to it that the boys in training kept
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going. That spring we had shoved off in the
Sound in May and kept on the go until latein
October, sailing most of the time. The armis-
tice opened up the seas again, and the little ship
was in prime shape for a West India cruise.

But smooth-water sailing is different from
the crossing of the Stream, and the run north,
across the Gulf from Dry Tortugas to Pensa-
cola, in aheavy following sea, found us hove-to,
ratching off the port for five days in a storm of
extraordinary violence. Finally thisabated, and
on the day before Christmas we entered the
wide bay. Captain Bennett, Commandant of
the Naval Station, in answer to the usual ques-
tion, remarked, 'The safest anchorage here is
right off Palafox Street.’

'‘Best holding ground, just off Palafox Street,’
the Captain of the Port also advised. | put her
there, veered to forty-five fathoms on the star-
board anchor in about ten fathoms of water, at
high tide. | was completely tired out; we were
all exhausted from the run and the storm. And
in the storm our rudder had suffered con-
siderable damage. The copper sheets were
washed away, and all we had to steer by was a
bronze frame with a ragged sheet of loose
copper waving from its after side.

Now let us look over our ship, Gershom

30



OFF PALAFOX STREET

Bradford, Lieutenant, Senior Grade, in the
Reserve, an Enterprise boy and a born sailor, a
native of Duxbury, descendant of a long line of
Y ankee shipmasters, tall, lean, wiry, and alert,
was executive. He is one of the most able
officers who ever held that difficult position on
a schoolship, and it has been held by many very
able men, as Navy records show, men who have
risen to flag rank, who have left their names on
the imperishable log of fame. Lieutenant Brad-
ford came to me in the cabin after dinner and
reported the ship secure for the night.

Our families were up north. We did feel a
bit homesick down there, and tired. 'I'm turn-
ing in, Brad. Leave a call for me at six. This
place looks good after what we've been through.
We'll have a diver out to look at the rudder
to-morrow. Good night, old man." Bradford
and | had been shipmates eighteen years before
that on the old Coast Survey steamer Bache.
The usual anchor and engine-room watches
were set, but the night was so fine that awhaler
was allowed to ride astern on the quarter pen-
dant, ready for the diver at daybreak the next
morning.

Now, let us look a bit further. The chief
engineer of the Newport at that time was Com-
mander Clarence Mathews, a retired naval
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officer of great experience and ability. He had
served on the schoolship for upward of ten
years. He was a man who had in him the
soundest tradition of the naval service. A board
of medical men, some fifteen years before, had
retired him, with the statement that he only had
about six months to live. He refused to believe
them and outlived every member of that board.
Commander Mathews had been in the great
Samoa typhoon on the U.S.S. Trenton; he had
served with great credit under the Navy's ablest
officers. His engines, his boilers, and his men,
were always ready, aways working, and always
in immaculate order. His energy was phenom-
enal; his good humour and his integrity were
the heritage of a hard, clean school.

| had passed the word with the Chief on the
half-deck, just before taps, and we both turned
in. The last note of the bugle had not yet
sounded when | was asleep, my first night in a
comfortable bunk for many nights. Coming
down | had slept on a hard locker, turned in all
standing.

That night, anchored off Palafox Street, on
Christmas Eve, my wife and two boys were
having their little tree in a small apartment near
Columbia University. The children said their
prayers that night, as they aways do, for which
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| deserve no credit, the religious training of my
family beinginmorecompetent handsthan mine.

Another member of the ship's complement
must be noted as we drop off to slumber in that
southern port. This was Boatswain William
Dreilick, thegreat Finnish sailor, now inretire-
ment, who has done more for the seamanship
of hisadopted country than many amore exalted
man. Dreilick, too, had turned in. The cadet
complement, the well-trained members of that
transcendent night, were slumbering, but those
charged with the anchor watch were wide awake
and alert. Lieutenant Bradford had taken a
turn on deck at four bells and remarked to
Quartermaster Berg, an old Navy man, '‘Call me
at once if there is any change." He gave him
the night orders. A drift-lead was put over the
side; he cautioned him about the boat astern,
about approaching boats, and took a slant at
the vessels anchored about our ship.

'Good night, Quartermaster.’
'‘Good night, sir.’
And Mr. Bradford went below.

There may have been nights that started as
quiet as that off Palafox Street, in the harbour
of Pensacola, on December 24, 1918, but none
more quiet. A storm-signal was hoisted shortly
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after the executive turned in, but no one looked
for anything strong enough to disturb the ship.
We were over a muddy bottom, with a long
scope of cable. Not reporting this at once was
the one small blunder in a succession of excep-
tional actions.

Four bells went amid the calm, five and six
bells sounded, and lights began to dim along
thewater-front. Then a sudden drench of rain
came down, warm sweet water out of alowering
velvet sky. It was still calm, but the quarter-
master on watch called the executive.

Lieutenant Bradford reached the deck, hisoil-
coat over his pyjamas. He caught a glimpse
of the storm warning through the rain, and
at once notified the chief. Still it was calm,
and he went down and drew on his boots.
Suddenly it seemed as if something had hit the
ship with awhang. Bradford was on deck in an
instant. The water about the Newport began to
boil with the lash of wind. All hands were
called. Already they were slicing and feeding
the fires, Mathews, in his pyjamas, in the fire-
room.

'A snorter has come down on us." Bradford
stood over me for an instant in the stateroom,
water dripping on me from his sou'wester. |
jumped out. The ship was lively.
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‘Let go port bower, and veer chain, both
anchors.'

Tort anchor already over, Captain." He had
disappeared, | heard shouting on deck, and |
stepped to the cabin port and looked out, A
stump-masted hulk that had been some distance
astern of us when we anchored was abeam, due,
perhaps, to veering chain, and then | saw the
whaler alongside tending forward. We were
dragging!

| jumped out on deck, catching my oilcoat
from the hook in the half-deck, and called for
a lad to get my boots and sou'wester. A tre-
mendous flash of lightning, followed instantly
by thunder, obliterated every other sound. Men
and boys were tumbling up out of the hatches;
the harbour was white with seething foam.

Tort head braces. Sharp up!" | shouted to
Dreilick as | passed him at the bridge-ladder.
Theyards swung into thewind. Another wide
flash of lightning showed Bradford on the fore-
castle head, watching the chain. The two cables
rode out of the water, far ahead of the ship. At
once | put the telegraph, Full speed ahead.

Smoke and sparks were belching from the
stack. Thewheelwasmanned. Hel mamidship.

The vessel that had been abeam was now far
on our bow. We were surely sagging astern
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through the soft harbour silt. The screw began
to churn. Our drift slackened. Then aroar of
wind camedown on us, awhipping black squall
filled with rain and of terrific force. The little
ship, hanging by her anchors, her screw churn-
ing, still dragged.

‘Chief's compliments, sir. He can't hold full
speed much longer. Not making steam fast
enough now. Can he slow down?

'‘No! FULL SPEED!

A moment more, and another boy was on the
bridge with the same message. Close under our
stern, in theflashesof lightning, we saw white
breakers rising over a huge wharf. It was less
than a hundred feet from our counter. Ensign
G. W. R. Hughes, stationed aft, was rousing up
anew ten-inchmanillaline, with ordersto make
fast if we hit the wharf, and to warn all hands to
hang on and not jump.

'Steam will drop in a few minutes." They
were working below with desperation. 'Full
speed! Everything you've got. Heave in for-
ward, both anchors!" The windlass began to
turn. Itlooked, momentarily, asif the drag had
stopped; then she began to inch ahead.

'Can't hold steam, sir." A boy was shouting
at me in the pandemonium.

'FULL SPEED!
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We were coming back over the anchors. The
little ship took a sudden spurt.

'‘Anchors both away!

"Hard a-starboard!" The damaged rudder
went over; the Newport, aways a lively dame,
turned on her heel before she could start back.
We drew the wind on the starboard bow. It
caught the head-yards on their after sides.
'Sheet aft, hoist sway, fore stays'l!' Bradford
already had his men at the halyards, the rag
turned her as if she wasjerked by the nose. We
slid to port, cleared an anchored barge by a
matter of five feet; then the little ship was
racing out into Pensacola Bay, the wind abaft
the beam, and a howling gale it was, shooting
her free from that terrible pier at Palafox
Street.

'Steam'’s gone, sir!" a boy shouted.

'Tell the chief we'reall right, thanks to what
we got.'

L ate that mid-watch we sat at the table in the
ward-room with hot coffee and hard-tack, talk-
ing over the affair. It had suddenly turned
calm, the sky clear, stars out, abeautiful Christ-
mas morning.

'That last steam went through her like a dose
of salts," Mathewsremarked. 'Theold girl blew
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her lungs out for us. | thought it was another
Samoa.'

We had shifted into dry things and talked.
Our boys were all turned in again and the new
anchor watch set.

Gershom Bradford visits me at least once a
year, and we never fail to recall that night.
Clarence Mathews is gone, off over the side to
his reward. Dreilick isretired, living on afarm
in Connecticut, with a married daughter and
grandchildrento spinyarnsto. George Hughes
isan admiralty lawyer, and Quartermaster Berg,
when last heard from, was a chief mate in the
merchant service. For weeks after this | would
often wake up at night; ahorrible picture of our
littleship smashing over that cruel wharf, grind-
ing boys, and a battered wreck, would fill my
dreams. | never want to come closer to disaster,
nor would | ever ask for a better crew than those
officers and men of that tremendous night.
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JACK DODGE was a fine example of the British
sailor. Tall, lean, but broad of shoulder, with
straw-coloured hair, avery large nose on abrick-
red face — he looked so nautical they made him
a saloon deckman, in the second cabin on the old
S. Louis. Whenever | came aft to read the log,
Jack would be around. We got to be exceed-
ingly chummy. When one of the juniors was
sent aft to heave the Thompson lead, Jack was
there to lend a hand with the sounding machine.
His'Ay, ay, sir," when responding to an order,
was classic.

'Where have you been before this? Mr.
Webb asked one morning when we were com-
ing across the banks, with 'one leg on the
bottom.’

'The navy, sir." And Jack winked at me. |
found out later that he had been in many navies,
and had sailed under many names. He was no
rascal, only an adventurer, and we knew him as
Seaman Jack Dodge.

His last naval service had been that of a sea
man gunner in the Channel Squadron. He was
discharged, legally, and shipped in the Ameri-
can Line. You s Jack had got married and
waslivinginalittle brick house over in Wool -
ston, near Southampton.
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We were pounding back and forth across the
Western Ocean, yarning, joking, and getting
better and better acquainted. Regular friend-
ships, on the lower deck, take time. A man
living with his wife and baby on the pay of a
seaman, plus a modest increment of second-
cabintips, dispenseshospitality withthegreatest
care.

'The Missus asked me to bring you over to
Sunday dinner," Jack announced. We were on
alay-up, in the early spring, in Southampton.
'She's anxious to have you see the baby, and
bring over your cameraand takeapictureof her.'

On Sunday, after the morning's work on the
bridge, | gotinto my best suit and started across
thefloating bridge. Jack met me and we walked
some distance to amodest street; clean and well-
kept houses in rows indicated a sturdy respect
and love of home. Jack's place was on the lower
floor of alittle house of two stories, divided front
and back so that four familieslivedinit. 'Ellen
likes the back," he remarked, 'because she can
step out in the garden.’

Ellen was there to meet us, a very comely
young woman, and in her arms was young Jack,
just under ayear old. Certain very appetizing
odours-1 had a nose for grub those days -
greeted me.
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The Jack Dodge home consisted of three
rooms. Inthevery snug living-room was a coal
fire, over which was rigged an oven in which
was placed a prime piece of South Downs mut-
ton. Mrs. Jack handed the baby to her husband
and began to baste this glistening joint. Jack
had a half-dozen of porter, and the Missus had
the table already set.

'Say, Jack, a lord couldn't have a finer din-
ner,' | remarked as we sat down. At this Ellen
began to laugh heartily. She had fine white
teeth and was positively beautiful.

'That's a good one, Felix." Jack was genial
as he carved, 'Ellen was cook for Lord Darn-
ley, in Kent. They hated to see her go,' and he
glanced at her. 'She never did anything better
than this," he added as the meat fell in tender
slices. We had boiled potatoes sprinkled with
parsley, and mint sauce, and a Yorkshire
pudding.

That night Mrs. Dodge left the baby in care
of her front neighbour, and we returned to the
High Street in Southampton for tea, and then
went to the Grand and saw The Adventure of
Lady Ursula.

My log of those days constantly records the
name of Jack Dodge. | can see him waiting for
me at the dock gate, and what a man he was!
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His blue trousers brushed to the last turn of per-
fection, hisjersey turned back to front to hide
the company mark and the letters 'SEAMAN' that
spread across his breast when on duty, and his
blue coat very tight across the shoulders. His
shoes were polished, and his face was shining
from soap and water. Wewouldwalk out in the
country and meet Ellen and the baby near his
home and stroll back with them.

The picture | took of Mrs. Dodge attests her
comeliness, and little Jack smilesfrom the print:
he's a man of years now. Suddenly the whole
little world of friendship was shattered, the
pleasant days in Southampton came to an end. I,
too, was twenty-one, got a licence from Captain
Seeley, and shipped out on the steamship Ameri-
can as third mate, and never saw Jack Dodge
again.

Somewhere | have aletter from him. Hewas
thenin the P. & O., running to India, and he
sent me a long account of the happenings in
Woolston. | replied, but a long voyage inter-
vened, and no further word came from this ship-
mate. Jack must be an old man now, if he still
survives. Jack figured his twenty shillings a
week with the utmost care. Once he got three
poundsfor atrial trip to Cardiff; it took them a
week, and it was during our lay-up. It was a
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tremendous windfall. We went to the York on
the night of his return, and as Jack and Ellen
waved good-bye from the floating bridge, |
noticed he had his arm about her waist; | would
wager both were happy.
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HANOVER SQUARE

*

T HEmostvividthingslieafew yearsbehind us;
we have gone on, or perhaps time pushes past
us while we remain stationary; the effect, how-
ever, isaturbulent present and then a clear wake
in which we see so much. This may explain
how easily aman can detect his errors after they
have been committed. For a long while, so it
seems, the past gilds itself with the uttermost
romance. Small events often take on tremend-
ous importance, viewed in the light of experi-
ence, and the incident of an hour continues to
shine in the pattern of the past.

Friends, faces, laughter, tense moments
fraught with great significance, frauds, crowds,
all mingle about the neighbourhood of Hanover
Square. Prohibition has prostituted the Square,
so far as flavour goes, and much of its mellow
atmosphere of a few years back has flown. For
instance, the Sanatorium has given up the ghost.

| once walked through Hanover Square, very
early in the morning, to join a ship on South
Street. | carried a canvas bag, a Bowditch, and
a new sextant. The craft was the Catania, pos-
sibly remembered by a few who were unlucky
enough to ship on her. Thejob | was hurrying
toward was that of quartermaster, to stand four-
hour wheels on watch and to try and sleep in a
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room already given over to vermin. The other
quartermaster was named Jones, aready cele-
brated in this book.

The significant years about the Square, so far
as my memory is concerned, are from 1916 on.
It was aturbulent time when war and shipping
boomed. IndiaHouse, in the old Grace Build-
ing, fitsinto the scheme of the Square. Perhaps
itisnot quitetwo hundredyearsold, butitlooks
likeit, and when athing looks old and genuine,
especialy now, we ask few questions. Clubs
and corks and labels mean so little to present-
day survivors. Some of my memories have to
do with India House, where | was often the
guest of P. H. W. Ross, in the old National
Marine League days. Therewe once talked for
adelightful hour with Maurice Francis Egan.
Sitting on the great brown overstuffed leather
cushions, taking our coffee after a luncheon of
generous proportions, we were among men of
port and of importance. For atime | imagined
them all great India merchants, adventurers
overseas and the like. Of course all of us are
adventurers, and in India House are gathered
the more successful ones; at least, they ook suc-
cessful, which, for business uses, amounts to
about the same thing.

ThefoodinIndiaHouseissumptuous. After
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the British custom, we saw greatjoints wheeled
on steaming servers, the footmen in purple
livery looked at me suspiciously. The immense
layouts of horsd ocamres sparkled and gave off
appetizing smells. But the sights, to me at least,
were the full-blown citizens amid their gallery
of ancient ship models and prints. It is in a
splendid setting, this luncheon club in Hanover
Square, and as time goes on it will grow older,
unless some speculator comes along and buys
it to tear down and build up a great tower of
offices. But there was much deep sentiment in
the starting of India House, and sentiment may
keep it there.

| have also lunched under India House. Here
gathered the lower deck of appreciative midday
gourmets. Sometimes | have wondered if the
same kitchen prepares the food for the saloon
above and the steerage below. Surely there must
be a vast amount of left-overs from the exalted
regions. The beer used to be very ably handled
in the old days, and the cooking was agreeably
spiced and thirst-encouraging. It was the fav-
ourite lunch place of the more discriminating
men from the ol d offices of the American Bureau
of Shipping, then on Hanover Square.

The shadow of the Elevated, running through
Pear| Street and across the Square, adds to its
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charm. Notlong back atremendous thing hap-
pened in Pearl Street. The usual crowd were
watching, standing around, hoping against
hope, and, as sometimes happened, the expected
came to pass. The object of interest, when about
at the second story, tore away from its sling, or
the fall parted. The safe actually dropped!

| saw reporters, camera-men, and police lines
holding back the agitated crowd. It was next
door to India House. No rope-makers were
there to claim credit for the performance, or to
admit the manufacture of the faithless cordage.

Hanover Square holds memories of rope, of
rope proprietors, of rope salesmen, of rope
schemers, lunching at a side restaurant and
whispering about their affairs. A phrase of those
days that will aways stick in my mind is the
one, 'We are all gentlemen, so why sign any
papers? The plot thickens, and the mystery of
the Square reaches off beyond the city, beyond
the realm of reality into the deep valley of
cupidity and cunning. An exciting novel may
start there some day, spinning its mesh of rope,
its net of circumstance, across the years.

| have mentioned the Sanatorium, perhaps
the most picturesque establishment of the old
days. Old Doc Knirim presided therewith his
imported tepid Pilsener and genuine Camem-
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bert, friend and philosopher to a very select
company. Only the most intimate and under-
standing souls were admitted to his care. Of
course it was a public-house, just as the world
is asort of inn, but to be invited to the end of
the bar and gently questioned and prescribed
for by old Knirim himself—well, it was one of
thethingsonlypossible in Hanover Square. The
memories of this place centre about my intro-
duction there by L ou Weickum, one of the very
choicest of humanitarians, andthekindly, swim-
ming, understanding eyes of the Doc. Once
| lunched there with my friend Henry Swann,
seaman and mystic, now passed beyond. Once
| heard acompliment passed, a thing to remem-
ber. 1 was lunching with Christopher Morley
and another friend, a young man of keen busi-
nessdiscernment. Weweretalking much, Mor-
ley and I, when my young friend asked, 'Are
you both graduates of Columbia?

The compliment, to Haverford and Oxford,
could best be appreciated in the atmosphere of
the good old Sanatorium, now no more.

The Cable Cafe on the west side of Hanover
Square, ismore or less associated with memories
of my old shipmate, Captain ThomasA. Miller.
It was his usual noontime rendezvous. It was
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alwaysabusy placeand well filled with shipping
men of the more discerning kind. The salt-
crusted crescent-shaped rolls, in their little
wicker baskets, added just the right degree of
zest to seidels of cream-topped brew. We
talked of charters, of fixtures, of deals in South
and Central America, and here, in 1916, Cap-
tain Tom broached the scheme of going down
to Magellan and snaking off a few million dol-
lars' wealth of hulks and towing them north.
All of the big business men we saw were too
scared to risk their good money on this crazy
enterprise. Later on enterprising foreigners did
the trick, and - well, Hanover Square is full of
stories of the big things that ailmost happened.

| was talking with aman afew days ago who
in 1916 took aflyer in cotton-seed oil. When he
was advised to switch to cotton (he was eighty
thousand ahead) he refused. Cotton jumped,
but the oil seeped out of the market and left him
flat. He would have made, as per his statement,
a sum so staggering | hesitate to mention it in
connectionwith Hanover Square, Y ou see, the
Cotton Exchange is next door to the Cable and
all on the Square.

Below the Cable Cafeis, or was, thelow-lying
den known as Kaptain Kidd's Kave. Its specia
virtue resided in the fact that a table d'hote
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luncheon cost only sixty cents. Here we often
came to revel in atmosphere, the 'we' being
Morley and his friends, Joe Beatty, Frank
Abbott, and others. Once, cruising through
Fulton Street, Kit, in a moment of enthusiasm,
bought a huge chunk of Roquefort cheese at
one of the local cheese marts. This he carried
to the Kave. During luncheon this delectable
slab was placed on the table and chopped into
liberally. At the conclusion of the meal more
than half of it remained. Morley, with agener-
ous gesture and an inimitable smile, presented
it to the waiter. 'Thank you, sir, thank you
kindly,"and hecarried it off in haste. The smell
of the thing had tickled his nose for the better
part of an hour; the man was simply ravenous
forit.

The dignified and established house of Grace
and Company lends solidity of a sea-going and
foreign-trading air to the good company of
Hanover Square. Its operations, its steamers,
its bank and its tradition, are in keeping with
the locality. Off toward the East River the
masts and stacks of steamers are to be seen, and
up above the Square tower the tops of tall
buildings, many of them unknown to the
observer. Wall Street edges in close to the
northern end of the Square, and here, once upon
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atime, was located that adventure known as the
China American Line, or words to that effect.
Millionsand millions of Chinese were anxious
to establish commerce with America, to ship
great cargoes of sharks' fins and rat tails and
bird nests to Pell and M ott and Doyer Streets,
and thousands of laundry-men had heard of the
great business of overseastrade and werewilling
to buy stock in the enterprise.

Once a ship, of arival concern, did go out to
China, and stayed there, anchored by various
libelsand such-likeretarding annoyances. There
was to be avery profitable passenger traffic be-
tween the Celestial Kingdom and the Spanish
M ai n, cooliesvoyaging back and forth, and then
the commerce in cargo was to come on to the
home port in New Y ork. But Hanover Square
has seen much start, and much of it has not
continued.

Once | was fascinated, on the edge of Han-
over Square, by aball of steel spinningin acup,
supported by a blast of compressed air. Royal
E. Bibbins, the inventor, worked away in his
laboratory, with his miniature metal globe,
simulating the motion and position of old
Mother Earth.

Many of my noon hours were spent in the
vicinity of the Square. Once a group of young
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women started a lunch-room around the corner
from the Sanatorium. Itwasin the blush of pro-
hibition promise. They had an idea that the
best of sandwiches and coffee would be appre-
ciated. | never was able to completely fathom
the enterprise. Matronly women, suspiciously
enthusiastic, came in and out, more like
chaperons than proprietors. The waitresses
were comely young women of understanding,
working with the joyous propriety that one
asociates with a cause. Professional  hash-
slingers are apt to be pert and snappy, especialy
if they are pretty.

In commercial joints the lure of beauty downs
the meanest meals, but in this evanescent enter-
prise the air of good breeding carried on above
the gurgle of a shiny urn filled with expensive
coffee. What were they trying to do? Why did
they quit? | often went in there for the best
sandw