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the decks, for the old mam wouldn't
Jemve lht Ace-High dirty, not for a min-
ute. - Charlie and tbe skipper wers
havip® & little sei-to, Charlie elgimin’
be hauln't bern given credit for ene moat-
load o' skins he'd put abeard.

' Who -do vou reckon did get oredit
for ’uin, Charile?’ asks the skipper,

L dunno,” savs Lharlie; ‘but it
wouldn't surprixe e none to fimi mary
oas of us got credit for ‘e’

“ That niesnt the skipper had been
cheatin’ us, and: it made oki Bedrock
mad. He never said & word, but he
took a long look at Charlie, aml | was
glad my name was Duuiel

“* We'd made a long leg, and just come
*about on the port tack whe. the foy
rort o' rolled itself up like a rurtain at
a rhow, and the whole rea laid open,
gray lookin’ apd mean. O bekind us [
v 'ade out the breedin® rock, with the
curf breakin' on it treweajous, and the
ecals gallopin® up and down i3 their
funny, floppy way. I wan lookin® bask
at it, sort o studyin’® on the troulle we
were leavin’ behind us, when there rame
a \-N fromm Turk Metivaw.

My Ged!? he says; ‘loek u that!”
“The wind was light and flawy out o'
. the sou’west, an” we were runnin’ pretty
-mear westerly .om the port tack at this
tinre. 1 switvhed arouml aed followed
-where Turk war pointin’; ansd I tell you
my breath siopped rlg‘lt up like I'd
swallowed 2 curk.

“ Xot moren five miles away-on ouvr
port guarter was a hiee little shiny
white gunboat, steamin' slowly up to
the island to see was there anything
doin” We could make out the nasty
Jookin' quick-firers in her harbettes.

- Lord., but that was o sight to shodk
Fou! We watched her swing about slow
till zhe pointed our way; and she looked
50 close 1 was wondering if she’d try a
ehot at us, Maybe she reckoned wed
lay down and die peaceful, without her
wastin’ any amwmunition on us. Any-
way, she didn’t shoot. There wasn't a
thing we ecould «n, aud we just stowml
there like pravestones in a churchyard
anl watched Siberin comin® for wa.

“Then the fog rolled down between,
#olid as a wall, and old Pedrock lei =
yell gut of Lim that sort ¢ woke us
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.ont of a acund elecp. He drove us for*-

ard like savvien, and ‘fors we knew it
we were pulling and havling with Japs
on both sides of ga. He set the vessel
about, fair befure the wind, and we piled
every inch ol cmavas om her, fiyin"jiba
and stays’ls, swinag the booms ocut wing
and wing, aud dove inte the blessed
amoiher, headed about nor'east. We
reckoned thal gunboat would expect mn
ta wait Tight nhere we were till she
came up and put the handcuffs on wua,
and we aind to be some little distance
off when she got there,

“Well, the fog was goad to us for a
sobid forty minutes; and the little Ace-
High rertainly did hersell prouvd, She
was rcliin' scine, but not Lad, and con-
siderin’ the wind we bhal, she walked
away surprisin’.  Wlhen it lifted, sure
enoigzh, there fail the gunboat all o
four milte behiml us, and probubly abaut
where wel been when she first sighied
ux.  She'd stopped hee engines and just
laid these heavin’, all ready to shackle
us up when the foir lifted. T wouldn't
wander now bt what her feelins were
Bomie hurt when it did lifi.

“Turk Meliraw came out o the cabin
with his arms full uf Amcrican flag.

“-What's that for?® -n)pq old Eed-
rock, gharin’ at his out o' them white-
gray eves o hisn.

s Guin' to show them fellers what
thex're up azainst,” says Turk.

“The old mun sort ¢ grinned; and
AMeGraw amd tne we bent the flag to the
halyards and sent her up. Meanwhile
the gunboat hadt got her engines turnin”
over full speed ahead, and was comin’
for us like a thirty-six knot destroyer
and madder'n a burnt wildcat. Directly
she let 2o ane of her for'ard guns. We
saw the Hash and heard the “ boom,”
and waybe some of us sort o° grabbed
holt o° something while we. waited for
the shell. Then it plmmped into the sea
a good piece behind us and well out o
line, and we felt better

“Down  come the fog again, and w8
jammed the scunner muud triced things
up sharp, and stoed away southecly on
the sta'hoard tack. -

“<%av,’ suys Charlic Benneit, white
as chatk and all a-tremble, ‘] don’t like
this, I say, let’s heave to, ) dom't msee

no sense in peitin’ blowed to pieces.”
“‘What's that?!? smaps Bedrock, like
he'd eat him, ‘1f you dos’t like it, you
suckin’ lawb, you kin take one o' the
bouts and go aboard o that Rooshian.
The Ace-lligh'H give *m & vun for it
first. 1 don’t kuwow,” he msays, kind o

thoughtful— I don’t know now but what ~

r'd blow her up ‘fore I'd see hor sold
i Viadivostok.

“ 1 didn’t think he meant ll and meb-
be he dida’t, dut I ain’t quite sure. He

thoupht a right 6" that scunnber. Anyway -

Charlie shut up, though he was Ir:airt
80 hiu teeth chattered.

“ We drove awny southerly, now and
then gettin® & puff that hecled the Ace-
High over ¢ whot her skipper called
her raciogr limes; and I will s2y that
when ghe got wind enongh she was sin-
ful fast. Bedrock had the wheel, and
he’d talk to her aud humour ber, takin®

advantage of every puff, aml in belween .

pokin’ hiz nese out to windward and
spuftin® the air.

“'Git some wind directly,” he =says,
cheerfuliike, after a bit. *“ Well pgive

them fellers & run for it yet, won't we,

o}d girl??

* Thirty-five mmuie! by 'I'urk Mce-
Graw's ‘thh the fog Reld that time,
while we scuttled off south, hopefal the
enemy wus steaming up noreast, to
where we'd been last time they saw ws.
Yon see, they didn’t dure to tors right
or left to hear un, for we might “a’gune
any one o three ways—straight away
porth-east, or westerly, or southerly;
and if she tried to head us off it was two
chances to one fhe'd miss courdireetion,
amt be farther away than ever when the
fog liftedl.

“ S0 she did just what we reckoned she
wonht, and plowed straight for the place
she kast saw us.. Even z0, she cut down
our lead some every time, for ihe fog
didn’t hold Jong encugh for usz to make
any distance. It wasg about ten o'clock
in the everin® pow, and ja ao-
other hour i would be might—or as
near night as we'd get.

*The wind was freshenin’, tov, just
as the skipper said, and if we could
only hold our distance till it eame dark
we might give ‘em the slip yet. Of
coursa we conldn't keep that dodgin’

west and eame down a-howlin’,

game up forever. We were jurt travel
lim* round = triangle, and there'd eomy
= time whea sbe'd get close encugh ta
put & shell into ws; and just one shelf
in that lLittle pcunner would s’ beemy
« plenty, -
"When the log dnﬂ.ed oﬂ' ln looTard

. this time we foond we'd Ezgered Tight,

for the gunboat was up where we'd
been, but mebbe & half-mile nearer thaw
before. #he no wore than saw us whem
‘bang’ she Jet My at nz; sud whea the
shell plumped duwn cnly two hundred
yurds behind ua it showed thmp werd
gettin® warm,

“Directiy, she et go lnother, but
either the range was beyond her or hey
guoners wers rotten, for that felt whort,
too. Meantime she was comin’ for uy
in scandalous leaps, butiin’ intc thd
feas and throwin® spray all over her,
For all o' five sninutea the fog was up
between us, but, glory be! the wisd
was risin’ fast, aml the little Ace-High
was & slappin’ along, gatherin® way,
with every jump, so that the gunboat,
with all her steam, wasw't gsinin’
much.

“Then the \\md backed a bit to the
The
fog dropped in between and wshut. out
the gunbeat, and 1 expected we'd come
about amd go oil om the other tack. I%
was geitin’ along toward sunset, and
what with thke pea-soup fog it wag
fairly dark a‘ready.

“But ivstead of pein’ about, the s]up-
per held straight abead, everything
creakin’ with the sirain; and the minute
the fog shut uvs im he pings out for twa
of us to go lelow with a couple o' Japs
and break owut the powder-larrel and

get it on deck. Turk aomd me wenk
along dowa. .
“*What's doju’?" I says. -

# Nearch we,’ says Turk.
“Will he blyw her up? I
feelin’ some interested, as you

asked,
wight

Bay. .
‘!"'I[c'd leave it below if he meank
for to Liow her wp,’ says Turk; which
the same it lovked like sense, too, when
you come to think about it. :
“%0 we rolled put the barrel and
Wisted it to the deck. 1t was chock-a-
hiock, for we'd had emough eartridges
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