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| A Matter of Coal

By W. A. CHAPMAN.

HE %Second Divigion of the Home
Fleet had been cogling all day,
and were gtill at it when night
fell, I took a boat and rowed

oug inte Weymouth Bay, round the Inex-
orable battleshipcruiser, close-hugped to
a gaunt, longfunpelled collier, fiying &
blue ‘ensign. LUuder the white glare of
the are-lights T could see black gangs busy

lietween Darbettes, and black provessions

rushing hither and yon with full sacks
on little iren grolleys. Over the rattle of
the winches there rose from the collier’s
forvhold a verse of the “Cruisers’ Coaling
MungTi—

Every oisxt is ‘alf a ton, dumpin’ on the
deuks, .

Every ‘ol is rarin’ all the others, neck
an’ neck,

‘Fhe Jollies with the trolleys—Hit they're

’ carniy’ &ll their pay,

KHellin® roun’ the bunker-"vles, eoalin’ ghip
to-day.

O—T-- s

Conlin® ship ln-dn}"!

XNext morping, strolling on White Horse
ik, T nearly fell over a large petly
aflicer, reclining on the turf, and survey-
ing the world at large with his hat over
bis ryes. We exchanged afTable greetings,

“Had a busy time yesterday,” I ob-
served, Indicating the fleet in the bay
below.

“Yes, an’ they’ll be harin’ it ten cents
busier to-day, leldin'’ a water carnival
wver the muck, Y was watelin® em.”

“Weren't you there then®” I asked; the
name ot his cap-ribhon was somewhere
over his further ear.

“Me? T imagine not. 1 don’i beleng to
that invineible armada just mow. I'm a
retirmed pxile enjoyin’ the blessin's o' the
land o’ the fruits o* my labours after a
twa-year sojourn under the Southern
Cross. S, bein’ on a visit to a relative
o' mine nearabouts who follows pasteral
pnrsuits, I ean't resist an oceasioual de-
sive to watch the teil ¢ my gallant
brothers in arms—from a distance.
he continued, “it wasn't bad
coulin’. Home of ‘em were whackin’ in
Wieir two hundred an hour. That's not
Fad, from collicys, An’ Pve sampled all
ways; cobliers, wharves, lighters, lorchas
—an® wheelbarrows.” E

“Wheelbarrows®” T queried, for 1 too
Luew something of Dow warships ceal,
and thig was a novel method.

“Aye, ten wheelbarrows, an’ . very
warly a praminulator!™

“Wherever was this )

"At Drumlechie, a peageful village

i Caledonla; timre—several years back.”

“Lell me about it.”

He charged a dark and encient briar
with gimilar hued tobaoco from an
tivrmows pouch, boreowed my matches,
anml puffed blue suffocation into the
rwert morning air.

“"Twas in the summer manoeavres,
when I was coxswain o the 4.5, a tor-
pedo bont—serapped now—mwhere  you

tould lovk duwn the funnels from the

deek, an’ where you lived in @ erouchin’
titule, eirctmmavigratin’ on all fours.
" Our akipper was a red-haired sub-
lonlenant called Randall—Doggo Ran-
al.  He ‘was the only 8on o his ma,
an’ had lakls o rupees.

" We were attavhed 4o the Green
Fleet, lycated at Stranraer, an’ waitin®
fur our foes, the Pink Fleet, 1o come
wlong an’ invite us ouwt. Thia they were
I ua hurry ahout, bein® buay with our
trusty allies the Browns, who were
Tavugin® tleir mative coast, which was
Irelang.

. "8 we torpedo eraft pacred the time
n mallyin® furth by sections an’ makin'
Uirtuapicioys porties.

“One afternoon, bein' detached, an’
the furthest Loat out, we became in-
vulved in a proper Dlanketin' Seeteh fog
~ the sort you ean take handfuls .of; an'
May snowballs with. In the evemin’ it
Lroke buck an' rolled up the ecant, an’
revealed to onr affeighted gaze hall &
Jazen Pink destroyers, with a brace o
Rurbomte, bebween um an’ sur friends.

"'They'd been intewdin’ ta pay & carual
Afternoon call, an see how we were.get-
tin’ on—from s discreet dirtance—an’
asfure un we weren't forgotterm,

* While we were atill repeatin’ in uni-

#on the tiunc-homvured formula  about
bein' damned, one of the gunboata had,
the exceedin’ bad taste to discharge ord-
nance, an® purrue us with haste an’
vigour. -

“We fled previpitons down the coast
under forced dranght, the gunboat belt-
in® after us a couple o' miles  astern.
An’, as the ®'Birkvuhead’ feller says,
‘Right on our fank the erimson  sun
went down. That stinkin’ gnnboat must
have assumed us to be a dispatch run-
ner, for she hung on affer nd through
the fallii’ shades o twilight, though
lowin' ground.  The 045 could o her
twenty then, eacy.

“Now wed been due to coal  that
night at Ftranraer, so when Hickshaw,
our chief tifie, appeared on the plat-
form we called a bridge, moppin’ his
brow an’ smellin' vile of oil, I guessed
what was comin’ B

*“‘Fraid we're done in, sir,?

“'How se ¥ says Doggo.

““We've only another iwo hours’ coal
left, mir, at this speed. We'll have to
be towed back into Stranraer if we go
any further?’

“Sufferin’ serpents [* pays Doggn. An’
he seratchea his red poll, scowlin’ at the
gunboat, =till leomin® large on the twi-
light borizen. -

" 1f [ mistake uot,” e sa¥s, ‘ our pur-
suer 8 the Pouncer, commanded by a
person  called Boons-Brexel, whom I
don’t love. Furtherinore, he leard me
tefer fo his command as a crab-vhasin’
Portugee bumboat some time back, I've
reason to belicve he was offended. No.
he says, *I will never consent tno e led
eaptive by Bonne-Dreael,” or something
like that. 1ie pores over the chart.
‘Yon can give us twa hours ¥’ he says
to Hickshaw.

“That at the cutside, sir.”

“%Well, another hour will drop that
pestilent bug-trap ont o gight. Thea
we can ease dewn,  Carry on till alb's
blue. Hicksham’

= Well, as the 'Revenge’ feller says,
¢The moon riz up an’ the stars vame out
far ovey the sammer seas,” auw’ {he
Touncer became lost Lo our  hungerin’
vislan, an’ tawands den o'clock we cased
to half-speed.  We nvere all specuiatin’
how long we'd have to drift before they
gent to look for us an' tow us back, but
Dogge seemed quite Lappy.  He went
below an’ came tp whistling Lymos, an’
erammin’ & pucket-boek in his pav

* Then we roundelt a point, an' s
Lplt or two under the Jamd.

*That,’ says Dogo, Drulechie.
Alter course thereunto, coxswain’

“We closed the land, slid past a lit-
tle breakwater, nosed through a mol o’
fishin’ boats, an’ ties up alongside a
atone jetty. It was nearly elevem by
then, an® Nature was wrapped iu dark-
ness an’ klhunber.

“We'll ereate a furore in this tran-
quil township,” says Poggn.  'Tell Hick-
shaw te keep steam hawly with what
coal he's got, an’' the hands to clean in
coalin rig.”

*This we did, wonderin’ how long
fishin® villages had been recognisel bases
for eupplyin’ navies with fuel

“‘By the law o' maritime warfare,
sy’ Doggoe, ‘we are now interned till
the eessation o hostilities. e should
be dwmantled, disbanded, disarmed, dis-
aplyed, dispersed,  Bult what care I for
laws an’ lawgivers'—or momethin’ like

he says

that—‘an’ umipires o’ gold an' brgss 9°

He leoka in Lis pecket-book., ‘May I
not punchare mwe fuel with inine own
patrimony ¥ But first must I sonnd a
native,

“Up from the cuddy o' the nearest
fishin' boat loomns the wateh alicard, in
advanced . dewhabille, amazement writ
large on lis counienance. Came to
think of it, it is somewhat wnnsual for
the RBritlh navy to bustle unheralded
into fishin' villages under cover o' dark-
Tesn, an' monopolme the wharfage,

Wi’y you steamer ¥ gaye the watch
aboard. )

" 'We're His Majeroty's Torpeda Boat
04.5.  Duen thin Wyllic hamlet pnssera
anytliing so sordil a4 R eoulmunger ¥
says Dogpo, or sontething like that,

B

“:Ely be sugared ! -Does this thrivin’
bitrg own A citizen ihat irafMes in coal ¥

* The waich sboard surveyed us with

-dock, undergoin’ extensive reft.”

& Inmlern, promiseuous an’ bovine, while
Doggo danced un the devk plates. Final-
ly, in the rude dialeet o' Lis nation, he
pave us to usderstand that ome Murde
MeBean vended that commadity, that his
yard an’ habitation were up the main
street, thut he'd be in bed the noo, an’
wail we be wantin’ ecal the nicht ¥

" *We awull,” saym Doggo, an’ clambers

. up on the jetty, to disappear in the

purliens o’ Drumlechie.

" Half an hour later we sighted him
approaching under forced draught, He
opered fire at extreme hearin’ range.

*“Tell Hickshaw to have bunkera open
an’ trimmers siandin® by,  Mr. Rolithe*
—~that wus the gunner— to remain
aboard in clarge,  Every other man-
jack on the bear We assembled on
tetra-fimma. C Coxwwain,’ he says, ‘I
fear I've very seriously perturbed the
worthy MeTiean.  But I'm a great man.
I'm a coal king. 1've c¢ornered ihe

I

" Drzmlechie coal supply - at a most famin-

o price. The contents o’ the McBean
¥ard, twenty tona odd, are ours, to-
gether with all the conscienve an’ objec-
tipns of ita owner. But the blighter
hasn't a cart im commyesion,  Its in
-+ He
turns to the troops, an’ lugs ont a bag
o' milver.  * Men, he says, [ have here
many shekels, Rouse the idewrens o
Drumlechie systematically an’ with de-

spatull, aw’  hire wheelbarrows —big
ones.  Mpare not the cost, He firm an’
rourteous,  Remember Ladysmith, an’
ro lootin’. Bweevy-moy' -or somethin’
like that. Me was right. We created
& dfurore.  Oh, moxt indubitably ! - In-

lalitants @ the United Kinglom baven’t
¥et, got  accustomed to be roust-
el up at midnight by wwwashed
Pirates in coatin’ rig, demandin' wheel-
barrows in the name o' the King. -
“There were some peculiay scenes.
Mout peeuliar. Our foragin’ party ranged
promiscuous through the dark by-ways,
tumubt followin’ in its train. Every
abode that bLacked on & patch o’ garden,
or looked likely to own a wheelbarrow,
beraine & centre o’ perturhation. Doggn
was ubiyuitous, as you might say, with
apologivs, exhortations, aw’ half-crowns,
He Fostered a vague impression that the
Gaul was  thunderin’ at the gates o
Glasgew. There was openin’ o' wi
A’ bubbin® forth o' sheeled appa
There was alirum an’ excursi

. with
- dynamiv upheavin® o' slow-movin® intel-
Tects. Drumlechiv began to cmnerge “ong

Mawee,”  amazement
¢otilitenance.

"When we foregathered at last i the
main street, opposite MeDean's yard,
with ten barrows in’ their highly sus-
picious ewners, we had a gatheria’ o
the elans behinl us in semi-deshabille.
McBean, in «hirt an’ pauts, was ex-
poundin’ matlers to the loeal eonalalnge
Iary wha was <eribbiin’ in a note ook,
Hi demanded forther elucidution from
be-ggu, an’ got it terse an’ misleadlin’,
There was a inmnlt on the Bank o the
Populace, an’ Tom Nings, onr hadin tor-
pede-man. apprared trundlin’ a p’rambn.
lator, in ballast. But a shriekin® female
grabhed him by the collar within s ght
o safety, s0 to speak, an’ Tom wriggled
clear with half a serge jumper ias the
hands o’ the foe, also the prumbulatar.
Dopgo, tryin’ hard not to laugh, told
him to consider  himself  nnder open
arrest for lootin’, an’ then we got to
work by mounlight on the Drumlechie
conl snpply.

“The populace, havinw’ grasped sowe-
thin’ o’ the inwarduess o' things, de-
seended ‘ong masse’ to the jetty to view

writ large o its

04.5. The vangward of our farilung
coalin’ line taok ‘em in rear st the

charge, wheel foremost.

“Huch night in Heotland ne'er hed
been, an’ We'er apgain shall be. The
astrenuous life prevailed in Drumlechie
that night, an’ the spirit o' hustle maved
abroad, scatterin’ nuba o' conl all down
the street, an’ mquashin’ in many toes.
McBean's yard was in full possession o
four lusty an' dusty able-bodied minte-
lota armed with shovels, an’ the deck o'
U4.5—what there was of it—waa dan-
gerous to be zlive on, because o' bunkor
hules an® flyin' coal.

“Between these two puints o' concen-
tration eur cavaleade o' barrows movel
at varyin’ velocities. Halchett, aur =ig-
nalman, ledl the line, blowin' tactical
mignils on an exceadin’ shrill whistly, an’
whrn they wasn't peltin’ down Jaaled,
with barbarie yells, they wern canterin’
up empty, an’ chantin’, 'T bhad & wheol-
barrow, the great wheel went round.’

“Dogge way busy interviewin' depit:
tationa o' the populace, When ho
waso't gsntin’ aome eiderly fomale that
Ler bit cottage woulit not be plundered
an' burnt that night, he wag éouthin®
some pillar o' the kirk who'd been bar-

-fleein' inty Stramracr at

49

rowed by ramlum prafanity. Presemtly
we gaw him acruay the raud in the
portals o' the loea} daridge's, parleyin®
witlh the local venslabulary. We sus-
peeted bribery am' corruption. as’ tae
veloeity o ihings imcreasmt im direet
ratio, Qur =uspiions werr confirmed
five minutes later, when he detaiied dwe
hands for special duly in  conseetion
with a mine-zation cask. They relled it
across very tenderly, an’ cxtalirshed it
m a comer o the yard. Dorion &3-
sumed the offive o ship's stewasd. with
& pint pnt, an' seperintended the aunbse-
quent  lubrication o' tranepert, takin’
careful stock o recipienta.

“Thers were divers attempts st dual
personifieation, aided by lavish ecoul dust
applicd to the featvres, but Dopwn was
exceedin’ fly.  One pint per man per
hour, perhap=, wus his inmutable scale
o lubrication.  Fhe attentions an’
proxmnity o' the adult wale pnpulace
commenved fa be embarrassin’ abouk
now, an' the ]oea]_fomm!ml.uy cmerzed,
wipia® his wouth, frem bis ~trategic am-
bush in the side parlour o (laridge's ta
take measures scvordia’

“When the bearino's o tramsport had
been sufliviently oiksk pro tem., Dopre
seit the refreshment bouvth un a barrow
down te the quay, consipnin’ it 1o the
guoner for the kemelit o the trimmin®
party. ‘There wa3 a deterwined at-
temph at highway rubbery  on route,
which it was my painful ~rlut.y ta frus-
trate. Well, the fruits of our Jarkln’
toil was Jurgely apparent in MuoBean's
coal yard, which was tass becemin® on
achin® voil, an’ the populace v Drumle-
clhie was heginnin' to resu ity virtu-
Qu3  eoctur  when appearaf,
sprintin’® up street, wainus his barrow,
an” palpitatin® with Jubrivuted exete.
went, e burst into the banquet-kall —
coal yard, T shoukd sax—fell a1 one knen
cver a showel am’ swearin®, wn' shoubed:
‘My Lord, the foe approaches,” ur some-
thing like that,

C“In other words, there was tearchlight
signallin’ in the ollin,, furtivee aw' wsist-
ent. Dogro besame the prrsenification
o' dynamic energy, ’

“Drop ever o -— il
‘Get down aw’ aboarl’

“An” without pausin to bid farewel}] {o
the paralysed ALoBran ke fit duan te the
watersule,

“We deopped everythin' an’ foltuwed,
an’ our line o rretreat was dosted with
capsized barrows, their gwnrrs bieatlin’
doleful. We clove a path through the
wenklerin® populace, ak’ arrived  twul-
tuous at the jetty. Hivk=lnw  waa
raisin’ steam. 'The fans wore hammin,
awl ihe fnn Were actin’ velcanoce.
Right ont at sea a searchlipht beam was
kin' anmonrg the clonds-,

he howid.

“clan't make sewee of At sir] osays
the  guuner. ‘Bt Main’t ©oours code

They'va heeg at it five winutes now.’

AL aboard an’ cast ol yvells Puggo,
Hatchett dizplayod remsarkabde aplowdy
11 the erisle, Lo dug e in the ribs, an®
Licked the vask, which was standi® on the
edae, an’® s<till contained  comsideralble
powers o lubricatior.  “Are we goin’ e
Jeave {lis to the merey o Guoths an’ Van-
dats? be say=  “Souchow not sayy I,
an’ while Doreo was gazin’ wawarnd we
lowered it down very tewlerly, an® [
stowed it surreptitiony amang the har-
nesy caxkd, Lus retreat was wrtebed with
Lamentation by the adult mile pepnlase.

“Fhen we backed out stealthy 2w’
cumspicions, apin’ the neirest fshin®
boat a1 we stewed. The watch aboard
vame up hurriedly, in the suue advaneed
deshabille, an’ threatened vs with law,
eallin’ us murderin® wreckers,  The popu-
lace @ Drumniechie vy masse, aw' with
mingled feelin's, watclnnl us <have out
past the breakwoter. The vwner @ otis
of the barrowy that bud somvhow pob
slightly dismoptbed tuld ue in o toghorn
voice thut we were vallous an” dentrue-
tive reprobates,

“An' ro we went to sea.

“I could a Lade vufould of wur Arillin'
dash north again, vf lhow we miggled
past Lheiz craisey sereen in the lark, tor-
pedoed the Pouneer in the balmy dawn
on the wige uf another ebligin® fogbunk,
sunrise  will
news o the approachin® srmards, an’ of
how the adntiral wept tearn o' zratitude
without askin® guestions. But [ haven'd
time now, I've an appointment with my
paatoral relative this moriin’, 1o skin &
fowl or plurk a pig or somet Y, 1 for-
get exaetly, Clond moroin’,”

Torbeas (afley presenting fum Lo prize-
winoer at whist drive)—Really, Pin alraid
it's hardly wurbh aveepting? Winner
(appraiming ita worth)—ul, thank you 1o
much ; it's junk the Xisd of fan 1 wanted
—ons that I ahoulin't mind Jesimg.



