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CHAPTER SEVEN

Cutward Bound: Evening

4

Costello and his mate hurried back along aft;
leaning into the grey sleeting wind which lashed the
long exposed stretch of the after-deck, and leaning
from side to side to balance themselves to the ship's
roll., The Marine gunlayer, at the end of his day-long
vigll upon the 4.7 gun platform, watched them as they’
dlsappeared beneath the rim of his circular stesl platform
and plunged down Into the crew's quarters,

They inhabited the rounded stern of the ship; sailors
to starboard, firemen to port, and the gunners 1in a
section wkich had been taken out of Number Five hold,
The sailors' fofc'sle into which Costello entered, blinking
against the light, was like a kind of steel cave;
crowded, cluttered, dimly-1it and smoklily warm, Its only
furniture was two tlers of bunks, two wooden lockers,
and a long table so worn down by scrubbing that the grain
appeared in high relief., Those seamen not on watch were
seated about it and eating their tea; they glanced up
with maliclious amusement, and one of them asked "How!'d
you get on?"

Costello!s hard red face broke into a savage grin.
"We told the o0ld bastard. Didn't we, Geordie?"

Geordie gave a disgruntled mutter of "Aye...s'pose so,"
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and began to carve a hunk of bread from the loaf,
"Fat lot of good it did us, though. Prob'ly get logged
for it to-morrah."

"Ach - what's a logging?" sneered Costello., "Five
shillings fine. Make yer laugh, wouldn't it 2"

The man whom they called 0ld Stanley piped up with
"Wouldn't ha' made you laugh when I first went to sea.
Two quid a month was all we had in them days,."

"Now don't you start giving us that stuff," jeered
Costello. "I s'pqse you'll tell us that you'd sooner
be eating salt beef, too,."

"Nice bit o' salt beef beats all this 'ere Liverpool
haggis," chirped 014 Stanley. "Something you c'n get
your teeth into, that is,"

He stirred around amongst the food on his plate,
searching for a bit of meat, A small, well-knit man
with sparse, silky white halr, he had an air of intense
self-reliance and independence, of caring for nothing
and nobody; he had a springy cockiness which combined
with the oddly reckless look in his faded old blue eyes
to give the impression of a man grown old in body alone;
as though his hair had whitened and his body shrivelled
in a treacherous attempt to defeat the gay, cocky youth
who lived within him,

Now as he ate his tea he listened to the others
talking; one of them began to tell a rambling disconnected

tale of some encounter with the police, and 01d Stanley
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suddenly asked in his clipped, jerky voice "Know what -
a p'liceman is? He's a bloke what's too lazy for honest
work an ! too scared to steal for a living."

"No, but - no, but - " stammered the man whom he had
iﬂterrupted, thrown off the meandering track of his tale
and still further confused by a whooping shriek of
laughter from Wanker's Doom, the eighteen~-year old
ordinary seaman; a pimpled and vacuous youth who had
galned hls name from a reputed addiction to certain
solitary practices,

"Chuck us the bread," grunted Costello, and the meal
continued whilst the fo'e'sle and all that was in it
rose and fell like a crazy elevator, swooped, paused,
shuddered convulsively as the srew threshed for a moment
almost clear of the water, and then dropped with a
tremendous squattering thump as the bows lifted to another
wave and the stern fell into the trough of the preceding
one., "Crazy bitch!™ snarled Costello, grabbing at the
tin of Jam; the oilskins along the:bulkheads swung
outwards like hanged seamen, and there was a heavy
ﬁrotesting groan from the rudder moving in its pintles,

In the firemen's fo'c'sle, they had already finished
their tea, and Big Cyril was dealing out the cards for
a hand of solo, The sticky, dog-eared cards flipped down
before the other players; Paderooski the Pole watched
them with his pale crazy eyes, glancing cunningly at the

others and rubbing his knuckles on his hard round head
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on which the halr sprouted in ragged tufts and tussocks,

The four men picked up their cards and began to play,

"Pass me,"

"Solo."

"H'm..,.ha,..I t'ink.,.yair-r-r...nein, pass.me."

"I'll go the bundle," said Big Cyril. "Your come out,
Paderooski,"

The Bo'sun, looking for somethlng to read, lounged into
the fo'c'sle and stood behind the players, watcﬁingrthe
blg Pole as he frowned at his fan of cards., He selected
one and advanced it timorously, but snatched it back
again and substituted another which he slipped onto the
table. The game progressed through periods of hard-
breathing silence broken by howls of triumph or protest,
whilst the waves clawed at the steel plates behind their
heads and the screw maintained its churning thunder below
their feet,

The wind which was now blowing west-north-west was
taking the convoy on its starboard bow, but for those in
the ship which was racing down over the curve of t he world
to Intercept them it was the first time since leaving home
that they had not had a head wind., Tt hag been a dismal
and apprehensive voyage from the moment that they had
sailed from Kiel; they had gone up the Norwegian coast
like a hunted man dodging in and out of doorways, and then

| struck off north and west; farther and farther north until

the days became brief grey intervals between the endless
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storming darkness of the nights,

There was no ease on board, The disasters of the
fraf Spee and the Bismarck were still too fresh in men's
minds; there were over a thousand men in the erew and
none of them wefe under any illusions. The cus tomary
seml-hysterical acrimony with which German officers
govern thelir men took on a yet sharper note; the petty
officers used oaths, fists, énd feet more freely than eversy
the atmosphere in tle jammed mess-decks was that of a tense
resignation,

It did not improve as the days passed and brought
nothing but the biting wind from the lce-fields, the grey
savage sea through which the great ship plunged with a
massive barbaric elegance; an enormous fighting machine
upon which had been spent years of toll and millions of
money and the most fine and intricate skill and cunning
of the human mind, all perhaps to be destroyed in a few
minutes of uproarious flame,

But Vice-Admiral Norbert Krefft, commanding the

battleship Von Moltke, was subject to no such thoughts as

these, There could be nothing less eqiivocal than his
orders, nor the way in which they had been given to him;
all that remained was to carry them out. His object was
slmply to destroy as much of the Allied merchant shippipg
as possible, to avoid an engagement with other warships,

and to bring his command safely back to a French port.



&6.

A lean grey man with an intent cold stare, he stood
gazing for hour after hour through the slitted armour-
plating of the control tower; out at the wind-driven sleet
and twisting snow-flurries and the dense shrieking thicknes
with which the weather itself seemed to oppose them. The

von Moltke had already turned southward, and already

entered the Denmark Strait, when the message giving the
convoy's position was received. For the first few minutes
afﬁér-reading 1t, Krefft was 1nclined to treat it as merely
another instalment in the mass of information with waich
the High Command kept his radio and coding offices busy;
information based upon intelligence reports whlch in their
turn were based upon the sinuous activities of agents
overseas, and could seldom offer anything substantial, It
1s believed, it is credibly reported, indications show -
they all began with one or another of the threadbare
phrases with which officials shield themselves from
responsibility,.

But this was something different, even though the
wording of the last paragraph betrayed the usual
unwillingness to commit itself entirely - 'with dus regard
to existing conditions you are urged to take advantage of
this opportunity.f If they meant him to attack, he thought,
why did they not say just that ? Attack! Simple enough
to say, God knows, but perhaps not so simple to explain
away at one of those dreadful conferences ashore.

He pondered over the message for a long time, leaning

over the large-scale chart of the North Atlantic and
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seeing 1ts blank white spaces, neatly sub-divided by the
parallels of latitude and longitude, translated into the
relentless eternity of sea, Finally he plotted the convoy!
position at the time of the report, drew off the course-
line, and then shifted the rulers to draw off the course
which he must steer to intercept it.

He picked up the dividers and measured off the
distance. Assuming the convoy to maintain the same course,
he calculated that the soonest he could expect to sight it
would be in the late afternoon of the day after next.
He pursed his-lips, clicking the dividers together and
tapping them on the chart; they would be left with very
little daylight, but then if all went well an hour, or

even half-an-hour, would be sufficient for their needs,



CHAPTER EIGHT
Outward Bound : Night
&

The firemen's card game. came to an end, the watch
below turned in, and the ship plugged onwards into the
spuming darkness in a silence whieh was of neither sleep
nor wakefulness, but something between the two. Up on
the bridge, 0ld Stanley spun the wheel between his hands
so that the spokes made soft slapping sounds against his
horny palms; his narrowed eéyes were fixed upon the only
dim glow of liéht on the blacked-out ship; that of the
compass binnacle, He steered by a kind of instinct,
knowing just when to bear down upon the helm so that the
rudder pressed against the wéight 6f sea; when to let it
run again before the ship veered off her coursse,

Qut on the bridge, the Third Mate and Raven stood side
by side, staring into the darkness against which a breaking
wave made an occasional smdge of light. Their knowledge
alone told them of the presence of other shlps, until a -
blur of deeper blackness loomed ahead or upon either hand,
Then the Third Mate would call some order into the wheel~
house - "Port a little;" "Starboard two degrees;" or would
whirl the handle of the englne-room telephone to demand a
change of speed.

On every one of the ships nearby there were two like

them, and one like the Fourth Engineer, who stood in

solitary patience amidst the self-absorbed pounding of the
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engines, and those who laboured in the flame-1it
darkness of the stokehold or in the dusty glimmer of the
bunker lights, with the coal sliding in small rattling
avalanches every time the ship rolled., In every ship
thefe were the men who worked or watched whilst the others
slept; the waking and sleeping, men and ships, thrusting
through the surging darkness in a trust and interdependence
unspoken and complete,

The night passed as had so many more, and the day
after it and then another night. The ships pushed onwards
against the onset of wind and sea, through the grey 2&22;
of another day which brought nothing new to the vista of
tumbling waves and ragged clouds and the ill-assorted mob
of ships,

S3ince there were only two of them, Raven and Flack had
to relieve each other at four-hourly intervals. Even
though this paid them an extra five shillings a day, this
was a source of endless annoyance to Flack; for Raven's
part, he did not care, He still enjoyed the novelty of
the ship's routine, and revoived a myriad questions within
his mind until he could no longer resist addressing one
of them to the navigating officer on watch with him,

Ir. Keadwell, the Chief Officer, always answered him
with a kind of patient simpliecity; the Third Mate would
scoff some contemptuous reply, with, if possible, an

obscene undertone; the Second Mate, Mungo Maclaren, would

turn his formidable head and gaze at him from eyes which
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contained an intense and brooding reflsction. If he
judged the question merited a reply, he would give some
gruff explanation; if he did not, he would return a
silent stare to the world of tumbling water.

That afternoon, Maclaren had been in a withdrawn mood;
and 1t had seemed to Raven that the watch was dragging
more than usual. One of the two gunners on the bridge with
him was the one whom the others called Cecil; almost
recovered from his sea-sickness, he was disposed to be
talkative, and Raven chatted with him until Maclaren
grunted without looking at them "Keep yer eyes ootboard
an' yer tongues still in yer heids,"

The young gunner flushed, pushed out his lips petulantly
and whispered "Nasty old beast;" Raven grinned and drifted
away to pick up the telescope. With the notion of passing
a few minutes he focussed it upon one ship after ano ther,
seeing on one a tiny casual figure walking along the deck:
upon another a man busily hanging out a string of washing.
He moved the glass in a slow sweep around the horizon,
along the rim which separated grey sky from grey sea, and
&t first he hardly noticed the tiny object which appeared
in the centre of the lens., He would have passed by it had
not some wordless message seemed to flick across the
distance between them,

He steadied the glass on the object, unable to relate it
to anything in his experience, A ship, it seemed, but what

kind of ship ? There was a tiny wisp of smoke twirling
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away from it, a wisp which in its very insubstantiability
seemed portentous; he screwed the tube of the glass in an
effort to focus it better and held it firmly against a
corner of the wheelhouse. The ship surged upwards upon a
rising swell, and in that instant he saw it clearly,

"Christ," he whispered, and he turned round to look
wildly at the.Second Mate. For a moment, even as he was
speaking, he saw everything calm, normal, quite unwarlike;
Cecil leaning against the shield of his Hotchkiss gun and
patting away a yawn; Maclaren with his hands in the pockets
of his overcoat, and swaying easlly to the scend of the
ship; the background pattern of ships and sea and sky.

"There's a battleship over there," he said hoarsely,
and Cecil and the Second Mate looked at him mildly and
questioningly as though he had made some commonplace
boring remark. Thelr expressions were changed in the
next moment by the sudden urgent hlasting of a siren; it
came from a ship at the head of one of the columns and they
all swung around to look at it. Two flags were jerking
up inbto its halliards, and Raven laid his glass upon them
almost automatically. "BG," he read, snd the Second Mate
repeated calmly and methodically "BG,"

"Unknown battleship in sight," he translated from the
code book, and then said "Let me have a look through that
glass, young feller,"

Raven surrendered it, and then stood looking helplessly

round the convoy. The commodore ship was flashing rapidly
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at oﬁe of the escorts, but the light was not focussed
towards him and he could not make out the words; the
destroyer was already turning away and starting towards
the horizon. Raven could see nothing of the battleship
with his naked eye,

"I doubt it's only one of ooer patrols," said Maclaren
heavily, and slid the glass back into its rack. Raven
looked at i1t longlngly bub for some reason could not bring
himself to take it out again, and then Cecil demanded in
a high jerky voice "But what if it's a G-German 2"

Maclaren gave him a withering glance and turned away;
the three of them stared at the destroyer hurrying
towards the horizon, becoming smaller with every s econd,
and then suddenly they saw the battleship again. They did
not need the glass this time; it seemed to bob up from
beneath the horizon in a tiny dark-grey triangle.

And then the destroyer seemed to check suddenly,
turning back towards the convoy in a wild upflung flurry
of spray. A huge clot of black smoke mushroomed out of
its funnels, and across the wind-wild distance of the
hurrying sea they could hear its siren whooping and see
the signal light flashing with an urgency which Raven
could feel lancing along his sinews,

"Signalsl" shrieked Cecil, and Raven snatched the glass
out of the rack and trained it on the commodorse ship,.

Hoist after hoist was jerking up into her halliards;

suddenly they seemed to come into focus, the colours
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becoming sharp and cleér so that he could read them off,
feeling & kind of pride in himself that even in this
moment he could read them and speak their meaning.,

The Second Mate ‘did not give him their Interpretation,
but in & moment he heard the sudden desperate clangour of
the alarm-bells sounding throughout the ship., Maclaren
was pressing his thumb on the button again and again, so
that the hard harsh clamour assumed a fearful imperative
urgency which tore at the nerves; Raven heard the feet
pounding along the decks and the cries which were part
fear and part resentment; apprehension mingling with a
kind of startled exasperation at this sudden intrusion of
the war into a peaceful afternoon.

All at once the ship which had been so calmly and
steadlly forging ahead seemed to be swarming with excited
men, pulling on clothes and shrugging into life-jackets
as they ran to their action stations, shouting excited
queries at each other and receiving incoherent answers,
The convoy itself seemed to be possessed of a similar
excited indecision; some ships were already turning ofr
thelr course, or eéven beginning to turn completely around.

The thin insistence of the engine-room telephone
persisted like an echo of the alarm-bells, as the Captain
hurried up to the bridge with the ladder trembling under
his weight. "What is it 2" he snapped at the Second Mate,

who looked at him sardonically as though pleased at the

news he had to tell, and said flatly "There's a Gairman



battleship over yonder."

"What's the Commodore say 2"

"I put the signals in the log," said Maclaren, still
with that air of having a kind of detached delight in the
impending disaster, and the Captain pushed past him with a

growl of fury. "1653., BP - Enemy battleship in sight.

MR - Scatter. PQ - Make smoke, I0 - Set wireless watches,

he read in Maclaren's small legible hand, and shouted "Did
you tell the gunners to make smoke ?"

"I was waltlng for you, sir," replied the Second Mate
calmly, and Captain Macnamara cried in an outraged voice
"Waiting ? Are you out of yer head, man ? Tell 'em nowl"

He hurried out onto the bridge again, finding time to
grunt "Get aft - yer no use up here," to Cecil and the
other gunner. He snatched the telescope from the rack and
trained it upon the battleship, and just as he brought it
Into focus he saw a sparkling orange flash against the
grey bulk. An instant later he heard the long tearing

a-a-a-a-a-ch of the shells plunging towards the convoy,

Instinctively, he ducked, but straightened almost
immediately, and was In time to see half-a-dozen huge
creaming spouts leap out of the water a hundred yards
short of the convoy. He pursed his lips beneath his
moustache, and wlth narrowed eyes looked for an
opportunity to steer out of the mob of ships which was

now turning in all directions., Many of them had dropped

smoke-floats already, and the white smoke was pouring from
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them in long rolling billows which clung close to the water

not yet sufficiently dispersed by the wind to form a single
obliterating bank. These scores of dense whité streamers,
together with the almost solid looking black smoke which
the escorts were belching from their funnels as they raced
to lay a protective screen before the convoy, combined with
the scattering ships to give a bewildering air of
unreality to the scene.

A-a-a-a-ch, went the shells again, and amongst the

smoke and the confusion of ships the creaming white

columns leapt once more, seeming to rise 8lowly and
deliberately to a great height, to poise there for an
instant as though in mocking regard of the chaos which

they had caused, and then collapsing back upon themsélves
in foaming maelstroms upon the waves., But not all of the
shells exploded so harmlessly in the gsea; two of the ships
lurched gideways before the recoil of a great eruption

of orange flame and clotted yellowish-brown smoke, through
which flew a blizzard of large and small fragments which
swept omlinously and darkly through the air before falling
with countless tearing splashes. The stricken Ships

began to sink almost at once; one of them, struck fully
amidships, had a huge tangled hole torn in her out of which
poured steam and smoke in a dense tumbling profusion.

Raven stood watching her in fascination, forgetting himselrf
for a moment as she drifted past almost obliterated by the

smoke around her, and with a kind of agonized sympathy he
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saw a little boat slip out from under the smoke, jouncing

on the waves and with the black sticks of oars stabbing
jerklly at the water.,

He could almost feel himself one with the frenziedly-
rowing survivors, his back-muscles tensed and strained as
though he himself were tugging at an oar, and he gave a
great start as a hand gripped his arm. He swung around
to see Fléck staring at him with a quivering grin.

"Are you all right, lad ?" asked his senlor earnestly,
and before he could answer continued "You stay here for a
while - they might need you for any signalling. 1I'll be
in the wireless room. Come and get the lifeboat sets if
things get bad."

He turnhed and scuttled off, bending strangely at the
knees and hunching up his shoulders as the harsh tearing
screech of the shells ripped through the air again. The
great projectiles were aimed so as to drop haphazard amongs
the eddying bank of black, brown, and white smoke which was
all the raider could now see of the target, but none of
them found a mark. They were followed by a pause so long
that Raven thought the attack must have endéd, and with
an almost clinical interest he observed that he was
trembling violently. He clenched the bridge rail so that
it should not be noticeable, and then fished out a
cigarette which he managed to light after the first
attempt.

"Hard-a-port," shouted the Captain suddenly, and the



bows swung slowly towards a gap in the hurrying mob of
ships. For once unrebuked, the black smoke poured from
her funnel as the firemen slung the coal into the furnace;
sweating and cursing and hammering with their shovels on
the bunker bulkheads for those within to deliver more

coal to them. The ship's fabric vibrated as though she
hergelf could feel the urgency of the moment; the engines
pounding with a brisk stamping rhythm as the Chief Engineer
opened her out as much as he dared and the Second bawled
into the stokehold for "More steam! More steam}"

"More steaml" shrieked Paderooski back at him, "Whatta
Jees Chrise you t'ink we doing yere - eatink our dinners
maybe 2"

The long pause in the torrent of shells persisted, so
that in the fading light and the artificial darkness of
the smoke many men thought that they had escaped., There
was one man, however, who could see that this respite was
only the prelude to a new danger, This was the Senior
Officer of the escort, who had caught a brief glimpse of
the enemy as he dodged out of the smoke-screen for a look.
He saw then that she was speeding to outflank the convoy;
to get around the smoke-screen and plck off the ships
before the light failed completely and while they were

8till clustered together,
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Grey Battleground
&
Nothing could stop the von Moltke but another battleship,

and there was no Allied craft of that size nearer than Nova
Scotia, Lieutenant-Commander Julian Fox, of the destroyer

Chanticleer, knew this perfectly well., e also knew that

within half-an-hour the raider would have cut off the
escaplng ships, and that even ;n the darkness she could use
searchlights and star-shells to pick them off at her leisure.
He made hls declision almost without consclous thought; a tall
and rather stooped man in the middle thirties, with a kindly
mournful face, he gave his orders as rapidly and incisively
as a gambler making his final throw. It was doubtful whether

his torpedoes could sink the von Moltke, but he might at

least cripple her until the fleet could catch up with her.
The look- outs on the von Moltke, seelng the Chantlicleer

burst through the smoke-bank and begin upon her long pisercing
charge towards them, yelled warningly into their telephones.
On the armoured bridge of the battleship, the officers were
jerked into a new activity. Admiral Krefft focused the
destroyer in his glasses; she looked very small, hardly more
than a dark angular shape above the white bow wave which
curled away from her bows, An instant later the air shook
"to the sharp bellowing crack of the ship's secondary
batteries, and the destroyer disappeared behind a foaming

explosion of spray. It seemed to take a long time to clear,
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and the Admiral made an impatient tut-tutting just before the

destroyer emerged from behind it again; untouched apparently,
and against that background of white churning water and still
falling spray seeming to leap forward into a sudden ominous
clarity, so that even her Signal-mast was visible etched
agalnst 1it.

Very shortly she would be within torpedo distance; a matte
of seconds only. Only a lifetime's disclpline gquenched the
angry shout behind the Admiral's lips; he knew that nothing
he could do now would affect the skill of his gunners or the
efficiency of their control. Between the grey sea and the
grey brooding sky, agalnst the streaked rolling cloud of §mok
which obscured the convoy, the destroyesr plunged towards the
battleship in a taut silence which seemed unaffected by the
sound of wind and waves. It was a moment which had its own
particular symbolism, of the fierce gallant assault in which
the power of evil is so often devastated by a lesser strength
and in that moment the Admlral seemed to perceiée the reason
for his navy's history of defeat; the reason why the only
victory which could be hoped for was in the twilit chaos
of destruction, |

The spray from the last salvo had not fallen before the
guns shattered the air again; once more the destroyer
vanished, but this time it was in a sudden flame-shot
eruption. of dark smoke., Again and again the batteries erashec

out across the tumbling sea, the slim barrels of the guns

seeming to move slowly, almost disdainfully, as their control
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trained them on the target; their slickly-greased breech-
blocks swung open and clicked shut again upon the slender
venomous shells, transformed by the snapping blow of the
striker into trapped colossal enérgy which flung the
pro jectiles out of the mizzles towards that fire-glowing
clump of smoke which grew and spread sluggishly over the
water,

The guns-crews swéated as they worked; almost without
thought, with little conscious motivation except that of
following through the drill in which they had been trained
for so long. When they were ordered to cease firs they
straightened their backs, and some of them could see the
remaina of their targét. The smoke rolled away, sullenly,
unwillingly, before the wind, and there was nothing else;
only a bpgad dirty pateh of oil upon the waves, a few scattere
anonymous fragments of which one or two still burned until
they were extinguished by a bresking wave.

"So," muttered Admiral Krefft, and without pleasure turnec
his glasses back upon the smoke which hid the convoy. The
von Moltke had all the time been following the course which

he had ordered, and very soon now would be able to turn the

edge of the screen. With an impassivity which he did not
feel, the Admiral allowed his glasses to hang from their strap
and paced slowly to and fro between the others at their statio
on the bridge. With one part of his mind, he could clearly
see the Knight's Cross with Swords in Diamonds, could almost

feel the handshake and the eompelling hypnotic stare with
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which it would be bestowed upon him; with another, he

depicted the messages which even at this moment must be
clicking into Staff offices in Liverpool and Halifax, the
ships and aircraft which waited and waited for an opportunity
such as this, and the great friendless sea which lay between
him and the haven of La Rochelle.

His brief reverie was interrupted by an exclamation from
his Flag Lieutenant, followed instantly by & tinny excited
crackle from one of the loudspeakers, A ship had appeared
at the edge of the smoke-screen, appearing for a moment no
more substantial than the heavy clinging vapour from‘which
she had emerged; the Admiral could picture the flurry on
her bridge as they saw the warship bearing down upon them,
no more than a mile or so away. He saw her commence to
swing around, in a desperate endeavour to regain the safety
of the smoke, and almost without belleving it he saw the
orange flash from her poop and the ragged plume of spray

which leapt out of the water net far short of the von Moltke.

Almost at once, he saw the flickering stab of the gun
again, and then heard 4 clanging crash somewhere beneath
him, A splinter slashed through the air with a terrible
menaclng scream, and then incredibly he saw a long slow:
curve of tracer bullets, glowing brightly in the dim light,
rising from the ship and splashing into the sea nearby.
"Whatl" he exclaimed with a kind of disbelieving exasperation,
"Are they mad, these English ? Firing at us with - "

He was interrupted by the abrupt glgantic detonation
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of the forward eleven-inch guns, the four of them firing e
at once so that for a brief instant the ship seemed to check
to their recoll., There was a definite pause; a moment of .-
waiting during which the Admiral watched expectantly. "Good,'
he breathed, "very good," as he saw the target disappear
behind a great angry welter of smoke. The next-lnstant it
blossomed into a tall solid-looking pillar of fire, which
sank, rose again, and then fell back on itself to billow
outwards with the smoke, filling 1t with a sullen roaring
glow,

The oil-bunkers burning, thought the Admiral, and a
sudden deep satisfaction welled up within him, This was
his moment, his hour of power during which he could strike
and strike again, unchecked and unopposed, and with each
blow extract some repayment for the long bitter years,
Let there be fire, and death, and the brief choking marriage
of seamen with the sea - whatever followed could not rob
him of this hour. He would teach them to fire at him with
machine-guns, to defy hls power with their flimsy courage,
and as the battleship rounded the edge of the screen with
her last victim smoking and guttering behind her, and all
the scattered ships came into view, he snapped "All guns
fire independently at suitable targets."

" The convoy had not seen the sinking of the Chanticleer:

had only heard the thudding of the guns beyond the smoke-scre:
and believed them to be futilely aimed at themselves., A

brief uncertain optimisin had pervaded the men on the
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escaping ships, abruptly dissipated when they saw the

fountain of fire which leapt from the most recent victim,
and then a few minutes later saw the battleship appear
again, a bulky ominous shape in the windy twilight.

Raven hurried into the wireless room, and when Flack
swung around from the instruments to gape up at him he
gasped "He's after us again - listen to thatl"

It was the hoarse tearing screech of the shells once more,
followling and mingling with each other in a devilish
discordance, with a kind of counterpoint provided by the
whistling snarl of the smaller projectiles., The air
shuddered to an irregular series of explosions, and Flack's
face crumpled like a half-filled balloon., He gulped, and
sald "G-get a hold of those lifeboat sets, son., Take 'em
down on the lower deck, 'n' put 'em in the fifst of the
boats to get away."

Raven bent to drag the lifeboat transmitter and receiver
out from beneath the desk. The transmitter was in the form
of a large sultcase, weighing about fifty pounds; nofmally
he found it hard to 1ift, but he pulled 1t out and hefted it
without noticing its weight., He slung the receiver over
his shoulder by its strap, and began to struggle out through
the black-out curtains with his awkward burden. Just before
he left, he asked over hls shoulder "What about you ?"

"I'1l hang on a bit longer," answered Flack. "There's

not much we can do, though. The escorts 'll have done all

the signalling that's necessary."
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Raven nodded and pushed out onto the bridge, where he
halted for a moment appalled by what he saw. The cloudy
steely blue of the dusk seemed to be illumined in every
direction by great drifting bouquets of flame, from the ships

which had been struck and which were burning as they sank,.
It was already too dark to see the battleshlp, and he
glanced despairingly around at the flickering reflections
of the flames upon the waves.

His eye was caught by a series of orange flashes in the
distance, and he expected to hear the dreadful seeking note
of the shells again. Instead, he was shocked by a sudden
hage burst of sickly white radlance which burst out in the
gkies above him, followed by another and another and andother
until the whole ship seemed to be illumined by a stark
phosphorescence, which gleamed off all exposed angles and
surfaces and caat an intense black shadow in their shade,

"Goo - just take a look at thatl" exclaimed a voice from
above him, as wonderingly and curlously as though at a
fireworks display. Raven felt himself commence to shrivel
up 1lnslde, as though his soul were creepling into the most
hidden recesses of his body, and he began to stumble down
the bridge ladder with his clumsy load. He was almost
thrown off his feet by the ship's roll, and felt a savage
regentment. He felt that at least the ship and the sea
might be quiet when he had so much else to worry about,

On the poop, the Marine gunner braced himself to the same

roll, His eye was pressed to the soft rubber guard of the
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gun-sight, while hls left hand moved carefully on the
elevating wheel and his right was curled about the trigger.
More than a quarter-century of training and discipline was
concentrated into his steady gazing through the sight, and
seemed to emanate from him in taut invisible waves which
kept the gun's crew poised for his command. He had not
received any orders from the bridge, but hardly expected
any; the derisive contempt with which he regarded the
conduct of merchant ships was making him act on his own
initiative., As he sllently expressed 1t to himself, he was
going to have a lash at ‘tem.

A11 at once he saw the distant flashes clearly through
his sights; he made a rapid adjustment to his elevating
wheel and sang out the range. The shell was fused, rammed
Into the breech, followed by the long brass cartridge; as
the breech slammed shut on the obsolete quick-firer his
hand clenched on the trigger., "Keep 'em going like pints
at closing timel!" he yelled as the empty cartridge clanged

onto the deck, and a moment later clenched the trigger again.
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CHAPTER TEN
A Pillar of Flame
&

Raven's feet almost left the deck at the stunning
detonation of the four point seven; with his ears ringing
he looked about to see what had caused the noise. As it
smacked ageinst hls ear-drums again, and he saw the sudden
reddish-orange bloom erupt into the dusk, his heart leapt
up with an amazed exultation. For the first time, he felt
that they were dolng something to defend themselves; each
of thedeétonatlidona which followed each other st rapid intervals
seemed like hemmer-blows struck at the enemy,

Recalling hils duty, he commenced to lug the lifeboat
sets along the deck again. He had reached the ladder up
to the boat-deck, on which a good many of the crew were
already engaged in clearing away the boats and making other
preparations for abandoning ship (not without the frequent
reference to female organs and sexual intercourse which
accompany most marltime operations) when he suddenly
remembered that he had left his 'panie bag! in his cabin,

This was a smsll canvas bag containing his personal
papers, some cigarettes, sweets, and other odds and ends
which he had judged might be useful in a lifeboat, and
was similar to that put together by most members of the
crew., He hesitated for a moment, then left the 1lifeboat

sets at the foot of the ladder and dashed back to his cabin,

As soon as he began groping his way through the black-out
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curtains, he heard a strange shuddering intake of breath.
"What the - " he exclaimed, and groped for the switch; the
light came on to the accompaniment of a whimpering cry.

Raven stared down at Cecil, crouched in the corner of the
cabin with hands pressed over his face. "What the hell are
you doing here ?"he asked, "You ought to be back on the
poop with the others,"

The gunner shook his head, burrowing his face deeper into
the frail shelter of his hands. "Can't,"he.sobbed. "Can't
do it.e..can’ts..can’teeocantte,ecan’t,, "

The detonation of the gun struck at the cabin door as
though it had been hit with the flat of a shovel; 1t seemed
to impel Raven forward to clutch at the youngster's shoulders
"Well, you can't stay here, you bloody fool," he snapped.

"We might have to abandon ship at any minute - and anyway
you'll get into trouble afterwards. Come on - snap out of it
Cecil shook hils head again, twisting his body away from

Raven's hands and seeking to push himself yet further back
into the corner. "Can't," he blubbered. "It's too terrible.
they didn't ought to've sent me..."

There seemed only one way to gain a firm hold upon him,
and Raven took it. He twined his fingers into the
dishevelled hair, and pulled sharply upwards, so that the
young gunner came to his feet with a screeching cry., His
fece was swollen with tears, and he stood limply staring

at Raven with his hands drooping and the tears and snot and

spittle drooling down his face, his eyes appearing blind and



his slack lips blubbering out some unintelligfgle words.,

Raven's half-disgusted plty was shot through with the
hammering urgency driven home by each explosion of the.
gun. "You're comlng outside," he grunted, selzing the lad
and beginning to drag him towards the door. "I can't
hang about here, and I'm darned sure that you're not."

Cecil seemed to collapse upon him like a puppet, boneless
and inane; Raven was commencing to shake him with exasperatio
when the whole ship seemed to jolt immensely sideways, under
the Impact of a huge clanging roar. The mirror fastened
to the bulkhead near thelr heads flew into pieces, flagellati
them with splinters; the light went out and Cecil screamed
like a dog disembowelled.,

Through the thick teak of the cabin door, Raven could
hear a fearful medley of sounds; screams, yells, steam hissin,
feet pounding along the decks, the gurgle of water and the
crackle of flame. He plunged through the black-out gurtains
towards the door, only to find himgelf entangled with
Cecll's flailing arms and legs. The gunner was now as
eager to get out as he had formerly been to stay inside,
but somehow they both menaged to scramble out onto the declk.

Raven checked and stared at the great tower of smoky
fleme which silhouetted the funnel, arising from somewhere
aft; for a dazzled moment it seemed as though it was all the
tumultuous uproar brought to life. Then he was almost
knocked down by Mr. Keadwell, leaping down the bridge

ladders and hurrying aft with great rubbery leaps of his
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sea-boots, "All Hands! All Hands!" the Chief Officer was

bawling in a kind of choked automatic roar, "All Hands!
All Hands! PFire Stations! All Hands("

Raven had no recollectlion of the fact that his own
Fire Station was either in the wireless room or in charge
of the lifeboat sets; he followed Mr. Keadwell's stocky,
bouncing flgure along the deck towards the flames. The
men who had been clearing the boats away were now milling
about in a confused group on the main deck; the deck water
lines were open and spouting water everywhere, and he saw
the Bo'sun frantically untangling a mass of canvas hose.
Everything was thrown into frenzied'clarity by the light of
that great billlowing torrent of upward-rushing flame
which poured without ceasing from the poop, and he stood
gazing uncertainly around him without knowing what to do,

He saw a man sitting on the hatch, carefully plucking
shreds of clothing out the plece of raw meat which had
been his shoulder; undisturbed by and as it were aloof
from the tumult around him, he craned his head round to
peer into the bloody mass, preclisely probing and plcking
with two fingers as he drew out the shreds of burnt and
bloody cloth. Suddenly he seemed to realise what had
happened to him; he jerked his head up and gazed wildly

around, as his mouth opened and began to pump out jets of
meaningless sound,

Raven was about to go to help him when the Third Mate

grabbed his shoulder, snarling "Be some bloody use, Sparky!
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Here - glve us a hand with thisi"

He thrust part of a leaking, throbbing hose into Raven's
hands, and the two of them began to drag 1t aft; some
pattern was now emerging from the confusion, and others were
about them pushing towards the flames. The water from the
hoses, which sparkled prettily in the leaping fiery light,
at last penetrated the flames and was consumed by them,
After a few moments the Third Mate grunted "It's about as
mch use as peeing on it."

"What happened ?" asked Raven above the gale-like sound
of the flames, and the Third Mate glanced back over his
shoulder. Hls face was even dirtier than ever; a droplet
of jam, from the afternoon tea which he had been enjoying
when the alarm first sounded, still clung to the stubble
about his lips and glistened jewel-like in the flames.
"What d'you think bloody happened 2" he enquired savagely.,
"I s'pose you were hiding in & corner somewhere 2"

Raven's mouth opened in angry astonlshment, but before
he could say anything the other man went on "They hit us
full on the stern. Must 've set off our ammunition too,
All the gunners are amongst that lot, and it must be standing
out like the bloody Eddystone. Cripes knows why they
haven't hit us again."

This was a possibility which had not yet occurred to
Raven; all at once he became aware that he was standing

upon an insubstantial hull which surged and swayed to the

hissing waves; that the hull was spectacularly aflame and
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that 1t must be a perfect target for further torrents of
high-explosive, "Maybe they think that we're not worth
bothering sbout any longer,” he shouted in a bopeful quaver,
and the Third Mate yelled "Neither we will be if that burns
out the steering geer and - "

He and his words were asbruptly blotted out by seversl
tons of foesming salt weter, which arose out of the sea a

dozen yards awey, ascended alwost to mast-head height, and

 cascaded down upon the stern of the Austrian Duke, A hideous

booming cleng resounded through the after-holds, and at the
ssme moment ss Raven was squashed down onto the deck by the
weter he felt it rise up and strike him, For a fow moments
he thought thet he must be over the side; everything was
watery darkpess flull of brulsing objects, and when his hands
encountered the cold herd raundnea# of a rail—stanchién he
clamped onto it like an oyster %o a rock.

Pulling himself upright, he blinked through smerting eyes
into a strange greenish %willght; 1t took him several seconds
to realise that it came from & star-shell drifting away
astern, and that it was the only light remaining on the scens,
A strange wallowing object groped sround his feet, caught at
his sodden trousera and pulled 1tself upright; the Third
Mate blinked vacantly around. "Jee-zus,”™ he rasped hoarsely.
*Dryou kmow ihat that wes 7 It wes snother flamin' shell,
Missed us by flemin' inches, 1t did, but it only put the
flamin' fire out for ust”



CHAPTER ELEVEN
Damsge Control
*_

Aboard the von NMoltke, the vibration of the last salvo had
died sway somée minutes before; since they had fired at that
distaﬂt plllsar of flame and seen 1t disappear, no further
targets had presented themselves, After asasessing the chances
of doing furbher demage agalnst the pozsibility of a relierf
force belng on its way, Admiral Krefft had ordered that no
more star-shells should be fired, Bursiing several hundred
feet in the alr, they would have advertlsed hls presence to
sneny warships which mizht be far beyond the horigon,

In eny case, we have done enough, he reflected coldly as
the great shilp proiied smoothly over the swells, We cen
glve n definite report of so many ships having dbeen sunk, oc'
so many others known to have baen_damnged, of the convoy aaT
a whole completely scattered and delayed, Too bad it was
not an east-bound convoy, so that the fat hulls would have
been pregnent with the tools of war, but one could not have
everything, |

‘For the first time since leaving Europe, an air of
exhilaration simmered through the battleship; as they
cleaned up the disorder of action, the crew sang snd whistled
at their work, Inside the ship, it was warm and secure; the
cro@ded quarters took on a strange feel of cosiness, Outside,
the winds whipped at the complex upperworks, whistled in the
dirty barrels of the guns; against the long unbroken streamline

of the hull, the icy swells srose and broke in vain,
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And 1like a jaguar whioch slinks around iis kill, the
vessel swung across and through the remnants of the MABSACIO.
Now and again, outlined against a breaking wave, the look-outs
saw & mass of wreckage tumbling on the swells; once they
passed a lifeboat mddled full of shocked and silent men, and
twice heard faint exhausted ories arising out of the dark.
But the great ship passed on, and soon shanged course and
swung away to the south. The turbines whined into their
maximum cruising speed, and the von Moltke faced the long
beat down to the safety of St, Kszaire,

From this moment on, the hunter had bscome the hunted; the
ships which s8%t111 remained afloat hed only to face their old
enemy, the ses. And as soon as a grey sleeting dawn brought

f measure of visibility, the men of the Austmisn Duke begen

surveylng the wreckage, It appeared that the ghis1l had
struck them to the starboard side of the poop, Just under the
rim of the gun-platform, and exploded upon impact,

The remains of the gun-platform, the gun, and the petty
officers' quarters above which it had stood, were now so
rusted and twisted with fire and explosion that they looked
1like a portion of a very old scrap-heap, Beneath them, a
black and jagged hole like the orater of 2 small extinet
volcano led down to the crew's guarters. |

A conference of officers was now grouped sbout this hole,
g8zlng down into 1t end listening to the comments of the
Chief Engineer, The Captain, monolithic 4in oflskins and with

beads of molsture on his moustache, Mr, Keadwell like a
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worried grocer in his rubber boots, and the Second Mate
maintaining an air of seoret amsed disdain, 811 1listened
to the Chief expounding his views,

"She won't answer,” growled the Captain atubbornly, as
the engineer paused in a flaw of techhhdal terms to which he
had not paid the slightest attention. "Look at the wake -
bloody ship's all over the ocesn, There's something wrong
with the steering engine, I tell ya,"

"Of course, of course,” replied the engineer impatiently.
"™We're lucky that we've got one at all, But I keap on
telling you, Captain, we'll have a hell of a jJob oclearing
all that raffle away, We ought to have oxygen burners to
cut down throusgh that sturf,®

The Captain sniffed loudly, and then wrinkled his noatrils
8t the reek of charred meat which he had drawn in, "Well,
we haven't got one," he replisd in tones like a wet deck mop.
"S0 ye'd better think of something else,"

The engineer raked stubby fingers through his halr,
balancing himself to the sullen heave of the stern beneath
his feet, "It's simple,” said Mungo Maclsren unexpectedly, -
end they 211 turned to look at him,

"Oh aye - so 1it's s3imple, is 1t ?" enguired the Captain
with heavy sarcesm, "So what would You do, mister g

"Disconnect the steering rods from the goars down to the
engine, and then run cables from the after winches to the
steering quedrant, Steer the shlp with winches,” oxplained

the Second Mate., "I dia 1t when I was ~ when I was on &
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ship which hed trouble with her steering sngine.”
He was referring to the long rods which, on an old ship
1lke the Austrien Duke, ran the length of the ship from the

bridze to the ptern, and through a system of simple gears
conveyed the movoments of the wheel to the steering engine,
There, they opened and shut the valves which made the engine
turn the rudder to port or starboard.

The four men gazed down ai the steoring quadrant, s ﬁasaive
plece of metal in shaps like the guadrant of a circle, which
acted as a sounterpoise to the rudder, *We're lucky that
vasn't twisted to billyo," sighed the Chief Engineer, and
then said "But we ocould do 1t, 21l -the same. We could have
1t £ixed up in an hour or two,"

"The men won't like 1t, having to have a gouple of them
on the winches all the time, and all their olothes lost in
the fira," ventured ¥r, Keadwell, and the Captain looked at
him s though he wasn't hearing rizht. "Do fem bloody good,
he grunted, and then sald "All right - do 1t that way. We'll
have to stop while we change ove;, a0 make it snappy. Tell
me when you're ready, Chief."

He turned away and paced delibserately back towards the
bridge, his ollskina ereaking like some stiff antigue
machinery. The three men looked after him and then glanced
at each other, and the Second Mate's grenitic features
ereased into en ironic smile, "Thank you for the idea,
¥r. Maclaren,™ he told himself mockingly. "Come elong to my
cabin, and have a tot,"
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He touched his cap and answered himself, “ﬁhank you,
Ceptain; don't wind 1f T d," he sald, and walked back
amidahlips. .The Chief Enginger and Chief Officer watched him
for a mamant,fand then ¥r, Xesdwell shrugged, "Always sald
that bloody man was cracked,” he remsrked s trifle smugly,
and walked away in search of the Bo'sun,

¥When ths Bo'sun passed Mr. Keadwsll's orders on to them,
ths crew roasted in the traditional menner of mershant seamen;
by delivering themselves of a clattering cascade of curses.
They wers grouped to the lseward sids of the galley at the
time, mulping down their breakrast out of any odd nots and
penniking which camo to hand; their presence outside made
thé Cook feel nervous, and he was maintaining a steady aris
of obscenity on his own account,

Up to that moment, 1% had hardly ocourrsd to them that
they were homeless and destitute. After the events of the
previous svening, they had been in no mood for 2leeping
anyway, and those who were not on watch had passed the hours

roaming about like cats, dozing cat-like in corners whiech

were sheltered from the wind, and scanning the darkress with

constant spprehensfon. The only msn who had slept soundly
was the one who had been injured, after some rough surgery
which had consisted mainly of halfega«pint of rum,

But npw, s% sevan-thirty in the morning, with no furiher
signs of thhﬁaammy to worry them and a meal inside them,
they were In the mood %o dally with s grievance, With the
intention of being heard up on the bridge, Costells shouted
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"Not a bloody stroke, boysi TWhers we gonna sleep that's
what T want td know % Hhesalwa gonna eat, eh ? Stuck out
here like shags on n roek ?*Wﬂbt on yer life ¥ ,
"I*11 have the skipper's bunkl® pipsd up Wanker's Doom,

and the Bo'sun surveyed them with the hard good.tempered
sulle of an animal=tralner, "Save yor growla for the
shipping-offics,” he sdvised them, "You might £ind someone
to listen to 'em there, GCome on - let'a get crecking,”

3t111 moaning, they trailed after bim: quite confident
that thelr wanta wonld be atﬁonded to in one way or another,
they hsd an enjoysble cud of dlscontent to chew over while
they were workinz. An hour or two later, Raven drifted art
to heve a look 2t the damage; he Almself was in o sullen rood,
as ths result of s tongue~lashing which Black had InfAfoted
upon him for "Playing st being a,bioody !iraman, heck~hocke
heck] You're supposed to be a wireless operator, not =
ruddy.firenengineé”

Ue was in Yime to see the first triasl of the Jury
steering-genr; as the atarboard winch clattered, 1t tautened
the cable running to one side of the guadrant, snd the
rudder swung slowly over. A similar effect osccurred when
tha port winch way tried, and the Chisf Fngineer signiriod

i

that a1l was ready to pro#¥8d, It was going to be an

"““«.am.

awkward business, but st lsast they would have rsasonable

control ovar the steering.
The Bo'sun drifted up to Baven, wiping his hands on a
plsce of waste. ™¥ell, Sparky,® he greeted his, "lots of



: 98,
fun for yar first v'y'ge, eh ? I seen you on the hose last
night.” -

He nodded and winked with spproval, and Raven felt his
heart expand Q;th pleasurs, “Sasty old mess up aft,"
contimed the Bo'sun, "Cawl Y'ought to've seen whet was
left o' them poor bleedin' gumers, Pub 1t overboard with
a shovel, T Aid, Nr, Keadwsll said we ought Lo 'ave a burial
service, but the Skipper said 1t'd be like preschinz over
one of Cookle's roasts of hesf,"

e reckled with reluetant respect, as his huge hands
flickeod a oligarette: into existance ont of sn oll-stained
Rlzla end a hank of tobameco. "Pough vle bastard that one,”
he eombtinmued. “But hey - thdt young gunne» was lucky,
wasn't he ¥

| ‘!hiak.one wag that ?¥ enqulired Raven, but alresdy knowing
the aﬁawar; ho hadn't thought about the gunner since they
bad both clawed their way out of his oabin, but now f9l% an
urgsnt curioslty. _

"Why, that young chap the others oalled Cecil,™ sala
the Botsun round his fag, ¥The Marine gunney had just sent
him off gith s message to the bridge, s few sesonds before
the shell hit us, Talk about bloody gllt-sdgedi A1l he
got was 2 ¢ut on the face,"

Reven? mouth opened, but he saild nothing. 4 few mirutes
later, he remdbled back amidshipss h8 notlced ths Chief
Steward standing 1n the midst of a group of voluble sailors

end firemen, bul passed on inte his own cadbin, W:.th
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thoughts of death and injury brooding in the back of his
mind, he was shocked to dlscover first an upturned pasir of
feet and then & dlanket-shrondad body lying on the padded
locker which was dignified by the name of ’seites ', but a
gentle snore dispelled his fears, BHe turned back a corner
of the blenket, end then lald vislent hands upon the slesping
form, "What the hell are you doing in hers again t™ he
demanded furiously, as Jecll Blinked snd spluttered into
wakefulness, "Outside with you, my boy ~ quick-smarti”

The gunner hunched himself back into tho corner of the
settee, dragzing the blanket pz-ot:ectivaly bnamroz.nd himself,
"The Chief Stoward said I waas %o ﬂham your cabin 111 we
80% to port,™ he mumbled. "He's trying o find plagces for
averyone to sleep."

"¥ell, I dunno how you've got the fleming cheek}™
exploded Raven., "And what about this yern :mu’w# been
telling everyone ? I've got a good mind to - *

Cecll’s large eyes regarded him mournfully, awalting
his verdict, but he found himself unable to do anything
but wave his arms sdout snd make mesningless nolses, "You
wouldn®t tell anyone what reslly bappened, would you ¥
Cecll ventured st last, and Raven hesitated *T dunno - 5

*Touldn't do no good, would it 2" the gummer asked softlyg,
and the;,n threw off the blanket snd stood wp to face him, He
was wearing only a pair of underpants, and hia body was
white and smooth, "After all,™ he sald, "if you ﬁt_ﬁarﬁ
talking sbout 1t, people '1l wonder what you were doing in
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your cablin, too, Bast for ua o _gbrget about it, sh 2"

Bafore Ragan could roply, he rémmhared the Third Nate’s
sontemptuous quaatibm ®1I suppose you were hiding in a
corngr somewhere ?'"  Cecll) saw the uncertalnty in hls eyes,
and preased on "ou wouldn?t want to get me inko bad trouble,
would you ? And afier all, I could 38T« eewsll, I could say
thst yon wers in hera with me =1l the time,,."

Raven®s hand flew unwards, a:;d the cunmer flinched
81ightly but 4ld not move, The twn of them stared at sach
other for s women®, until Raven dropped his arm and mttem@d
TTou kmow you're tal%inz dloody nonsense, but - "

Ceoll walted Tor him %o contime, motionless except for
the sndden rlioksr of hls tongue out over his full pink lips,
¥ « well, I suppose you conldn't help yourself," sald the
Radlo Officer relflectively, "I was saared too,®

Fleourse you werel® sald Cecil eagerlve "So waa
avewbody with any senss. It's sll1 right for people like
that Third Mate, and the Bo'sun, and a1l that bunch - they're

made for 1t, you might aay., But you an' me = well, welre

differept, aren't we ¢ I mean ~ well, we're made differant.”
He passed his hands down over the smootM and youthful
contours of his chest, as though to dempnstrate the
diffémhco* Raven ssld feedbly "I Aidn't mean it like that - "
Ceoll burned awsy, st1ll talking eagerly, end begen to
pull on his clothes. "We'll get on all right, you gust wait
and see,” he aald confidently, and then with his voice
m:ffled by the Jersey which he wes pullling over his head
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continued "I'1ll go an' make us a cuppa tea - the steward

said I could get all the things I wanted as soon as T was

ready - "
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CHAPTER TWELVE
From the New World
X

Now, they had the ocean to themsélves, and the Austrian
Duke plodded somewhat erratically towards the North
Amerlcan. Only the Captain knew her destination, and it
was several days before he condescended to grunt "We'!1ll be
altering course to-morrow, Mister, T'll have to take the
independent routeirig for New York,"

"New York ?" said the Third Engineer when the news
filtered down to him, 2nd creased his rubbery face into a
look of cunning recollection. "Ah knows a couple o! nice
11ttle nooks an' crannies as '11 pay for vigiting again,
None o' yer two-dollar touches, neither."

"New York!" snarled the Second Engineer, sawing
savagely at his breakfast of half-cold, half-cooked liver.
"Last place God ewer made, Caﬁ't even get a decent glass
of beer., FIFrogen Spider-gpit with a head on it, that's all
it 1s."

He chewed disgustedly for a few moments, then pushed
his platé-away. " 'bout time those Yanks were coming into
the war, anyway," he spined. "They might be able to tackle
some of these flamin' Jerries then. Seems to be more'n
our flamin' Navy, can do, anyway,"

Raven listened to them in silence, attempting to
swallow the meal without tasting 1t. Shortly before he

had listened to the Cook glving it as his considered
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opinion that "The R'yle Navy is finished - FINISHED{"
and pounding one greasy hand into the other for greater
omphasis. He had been talking to the Chief Engineer and
a couple of other men, whom he had seen standing outside
his galley; Raven hadtdrifted up to joln them and heard
the Cook's diatribe. The Chief Engineer had only given
his ironical half-smile and stared out across the tumbling
November waves, as though contrastipg them unfavourably
with the ordered rhythms of his égé;g;-room; soon afterwards
the breakfast bell had gone, but the Cook's words still
simmered as uneasily in Raven's mind as his breakfast
would shortly simmer amongst his gastric juices.

He had learned the meaning of fear, now. His mind had
recelved the first crack through which the corrosion could
seep; the constant apprehension which acecompanied all men
to sea. He understood why men did not care to take off
their clothes; why they would tense at the sound of a
banglng door or of feet running along the deck, and could
not relax until they had learned its reason; he understood
at last that the true purpose of warfare is to hurt,
terrify, destroy, and kill,

All the same he did not want to discuss this, and when
Cecil persisted in recapitulating the events of that night
he would only grunt or turn away, until the youth snapped
pettishly "I don't see why you have to be so snooty,

anyway. TYou've never told why you came diving into your

cabin when the firing started 2"
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Raven stered st him without understanding, They were
both off wateh, and there wes rowhere for either of them to
go except out on the windmswept deck or in ttre atuffy
11ttle cabin, Mekeshift eccormodntion had been fixed up
Tor the crew In the tween-decks of Yo.= hold, but ss the
sole survlving pgonner Cecll wus still perm!tted *o shere
Heven's rabin,

-gb squirmed vheesily benseth his blﬁnkéts as Raven
gazed stoudily st him, ond then suddenly burst out "I
cen't holp being ofraidl I G3dn't ask to b here, A1d I 7
"het rightfs enyone got to pick me up =n! shove me on this
dirty 014 ahip tn be drowned or - e soma?hing.?"

He was siient for s moment, and then his blne syges
wiconnd =8 thoush with 2 revelation. "y - it's ; its
crazy, don't you mee ? And theytre foing 1t a1l over the
worlGl There nust be nlenty of others 11%e ma - Germans
an' Ruaslsns an?! everythingl What rizht's anyone mot to
drag us out of our Johs and make us fight each other 2"

"Not much good complaining ebout 1t," muttered Raven.
"It1s Eappened, =rd thet's all shout 1. All we can do is
push on and hope for tho hest, I supprse,”

"ALL right ther, 50 dom't look &% me 1dke thaty"
exclaimed Cecil shrilly, snd humped himself round to face
the bulkhead, Raven regarddd hils back for another second
or two, shrugged, snd gobt out his writing pad, to cormence
8 pizturesgue aceount of the eonvoy sction,

Ts was wrlfing the last wards of this lethse» (whlch would
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&
resch his parents 8o heavily censored that 1t looked like

peper lace) when the Adstrlsn Duke steamed up the Hudson,

For some time pae’t he had been conscious of the hooting of
tugs erd tle spasmodic rettle of the engine-~room telegraph,
but each time he verntured out intc the 1cy wind there had
bedn nothing to see but the flot, dismel shorea &f Tohgisnd. .
I=lend. Heo concluded hils letter, folded it into an
envelope, end declded to teke another look cutsids; the
spectecle caused him to stand unconsclous of the bustling
preparstions which were going on all around him,

He remsined gmzing at the sosring tawny towers, arising
ovt of the pale mist which hovered over the lesser
buildings, until 1t seemed slmost as though he could hear
them as well es see them: hesr them like some ms jeatic
symphony of humsn sepirations.

"Coo, fust look at teml" sald a volocs behind him, and
Cecll cameto hang over the rail at his side. "Who'd of
aver thought that wa'd be seeing New York, eh? I bet that
wo'll have some fun here, won't we 27

Raven zrunted, unwllling to commit himself thAthat ‘we,?
Besldes, the city had not yet presentea 1tselrf 5; & place
for having fun, It seemed as lofty and remote ss the upper
reaches of some great mountain range; a place to be
approachad with humility and awe,

'%f only I hadn't lost my Number Ones in that five,"
mourned Cecil heside him, ™I dunno what I'11 go adhore in.

But we'll manage somshow, eh 2"
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However, 1t was not as easy as that, As soon as the
ship was made fast, she was boarded by a number of large,
solemn, green-uniformed members of the U.S. Immigration
Service. They interviewed, finger-printed, photographed,
and checked upon every member of the crew, and then left
again with their brief-cases and orders that no one was to
be allowed ashore until officlal passes were issued.

These did not arrive for two days, during which a gang
of raucous swaggering shipwrights came aboard, To Raven,
they all appeared to be made to the same pattern; tight-
fitting jeans belted wunder ponderous bellies, flapping
zippered jaékets, long-billed caps perched upon
Mediterranean curls, and stubbly jowls which quivered to
their constant loud-mouthed exclamstions. "Gees, lookit
what them square-heads did to this o0ld tub," they bade
each other as they commenced to cut away the tattered
chaos of steel, and the crew's expectations of a long easy
lay in port melted as fast as the metal under their burners.

With a noisy belting energy they tore the wreckage apart,
and laid the pieces aside to be lifted off by a floating
crane, The gangs worked rouad the clock, with their
burners casting haloes of lavender light amongst the rusted
steel, and by the time the passes came aboard they were

almost finished,
Most of the crew had no shore-going rig but the clothes

they had worn during the action, plus various garments
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which they had begged from the officers and engineers,
All the same they took their passes eagerly, and before
long a deputation waited upon the Chief Steward to know if
their 'subs' were ready. He gazed at them blearily and
stumbled up to see the Captain, returning with the news that
"The Ole Man hasn't got the money yet. You'll hafta wait
t11l to-morra."

They were outraged, but there was nothing they could do
about'it. After fea, they hung dismally around the galley,
gazing resentfully at the jewelled towers which stood
aloof in the distance; feeling the same restlessness, Raven
paced slowly up and down outside his cabin, until a murmur
of "Coming ashore ?" made him swing around to see Cecil
smiling at him.

He was dressed in blue serge trousers tucked into
sea-boots, and a leather jacket which Raven ldentified as
belonging to the galley~boy. He was hatless, and his fair
curls glistened in the arc-lights; he had pulled the plaster
off the cut on hils cheek, and 1t made an angry seam on his
smooth skin. "Come on," he said., "I borrowed & dollar off
one of the shore gang."

"A dollar ? That won't get us very far,"
"Pay our subway fares, anyroad. Come on - we'll find
our way around,"

Raven frowned, hesitated, aﬁd then nodded assent. In a

few minutes he was ready to g0, and they walked down the
gangway followed by the envious stares of the others, As

«
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they walked through the vast echolng shed towards the
gates, Cecil drew.in a deep breath and said "God - it's
good to be off that old wreck. I wouldn't care if I never
saw it again."

He cast a sprightly glance at Raven, and said "But it's
made all the difference sleeping with you, thoughi"

"What the hell d'you mean - sleeping with me %F demanded
Raven, and Cecil tittered "Ow, I didn't mesn it that way.
I mean...,well, it's so different to sleeping down the
gunner's fo'c'sle, with all those - "

He checked himself, and after a moment said emptily
MMustn't speak ill of the dead, I s'pose,."

They walked on in silence, and asked the gateman how
to find a subway station. Raven was content to leave the
arrangements to Cecil, who seemed to have developed an
alry confldence, and he stared curlously at the dirsy,
echolng caverns of the subway, the blg racketing coaches
and the tired, slumping working-folk who travelled in
them, seeming hardly.fit denizens of the city in whose
bowels they travelled.,

Cecil nudged him as the train came to one of its
periodic halts, and he noticed the sign 'Broadway! upon one
of the pillars; they emerged into what seemed like ano ther
world, of a myriad neons, countless cars, and a multitude
of strollers upon the great broad pavements. He felt

dazzled and self-conscious as they joined with them, but

Cecll paced along in his rubber boots and with his hands
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tucked into his trouser flap as though he had lived there
all his life,

In a tone as low as though he was afraid of being
overheard by the passers-by, Raven asked "Where are you
going ?" and Cecil gave him a tolerant smile without replyin
He began to look more closely at the cafes and bars which
they were passing, as though he was looking for somewhere
in partlcular, and Raven asked more impatiently "Where are
you off to, anyway ?"

"I dunno," said Cecil, with a chuckling note in his
voice. "I guess I'11 know it when I find 1t, that's all."

He made a sudden move down a side-street, and kept
moving purposefully ahead until he came to the brilliantly=-
lit entrance to a small bar. "Now what the hell," said
Raven, and then as Cecil pushed open the door he caught his
arm and sald "You can't go in there,"

"Whyever not ," asked Ceclil coolly. "Our money's as
good as their's, isn't it 2"

He pushed open the door and walked in; Raven followed
nervously without knowing what to expect. The sudden
change in light bewildered him; it was subdued and welcoming,
withh the bottles behind the seemingly endless bar
glittering with a self-contained sparkle.

With an easy sway of his hips and shoulders, Cecil
strolled along gazing boldly into the faces of people

standing or sitting at the bar; puzzled, warm with

embarrassment, Raven followed until he came to 2 halt,
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easlly against the bar, staring with a kind of sly attention
at a couple standing a 1little apart from the others. The
girl, dark, slender, and rather tall, was talking earnestly
and with a certain amount of gesticulation to her companion,
who was & large man of a mature age, He held himself with
the arrogance of a conscious personage, and his heavy
sensual face held the fixed smile of an adult at a children!:
party.

"e.sthat's where you come up sgainst the lay-out
problems," the girl informed him, and he nodded in careless
agreement. His eyes, which hid in theilr pouches like
bandits in ambush, made a sudden guick foray; he gazed
at Raven, dismissed him, and then met the steady regard
which Cecil was directing upon him,

A strange fleeting expression crossed his face, as
though without warning he had received the password of a
secret society;vhis eyes retreated into their ambush again
as the bar-tender arrived and asked "What'll it be, boys 2"

"Oh - er - two half-pints of beer, if you please,”
said Cecil in a loud and exaggeratedly English accent,
and the barman stared at him. "We don't serve no half-pints
here, bud," he informed him. "You wanna bottle a! beer,
or a glass a' beer 2" |

Cecil made a curious helpless gesture, then turned upon
Raven. "Oh, I'm sure I don't know," he exclaimed pettishly.

"What do you say, Franky 2"
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Raven atared at him in disgust, with a four-letter word

trembling on his lips, when another volce broke in,

"Maybe I can hslp," 1t said in rich and easy tones. "You

got any of that imported beer, Loule ? Bass, or Worthingtont®
“Sure, Nr. Armentraut,” the barman answered in serf-like

tones, and the big man ordered "Well, dig 1t out for the

boys."

His eyes corept out from ambush to recomnoltre Cooil, and
he asked kindly "Unless you'd like something a 1little
strongsr, maybe * You look as though you've been having a
tough time,."

Cecll flushed, and his gsze darted away ard back again,
"Well, that's most frightfully kind of you," he said in
the ssme exagzerated accent, "To tell the truth, I've
always longoed to try thaet drink that you call 2 - ah =
highball." |

"Sure thing," gald ¥r. Armentraut. "Set 'em up for the
boys, Loule."

He paild for them berore Cecil could fumble for his money,
and raised his glass,"What'll we drink to ™ he asked
rhetorically. ™A gafe voyage, huh ?"

Raven sipped st hils drink ln time with the others, and
caught the girl's eyes on him, "Is that an officer's sult "
she asked, and the gtrange phrsse in the unfamllliar accent
left him without an answsr for a moment, "It's & -« er - an
officer's uniform, yes," he replied, and her gaze moved

slowly over him, After several saconds, her eyes met hls,
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and she became suddenly animated with confusion, "Gee,
I'm sorryl” she excleimed, "I d1dn't mean to stare that
way.”
Suddenly Raven beceme aware that the person facing him
w%eas an Incontrovertidble young femsle, Tho miassms of

embarrassment which had hung about him since they entered

:the bar was swopt away by s shargp elsctrifying sensation

which prickled over his skin and made his mgclaé feel
taut and alive. ' |
"That's quite all right," he said robustly, and took

another sip of his highball. "Do you often come here,
Mra. Armentraut ¢°

Her eyes widened, and her lips partéd in an expression
which was half-apusement, half-dismay, "I'm not Nrs,
Armentraut,” she ssid in a low glggling voice, and with a

cautious glance at the broad back which was now turned

‘towards her. "My neame's Stevenson -~ Kennet Stevenson,

Most people cell me Kenny."

She swirled the ice-cubes round in her glass, looking
speculatively at Raven., "Mr, Armentraut's my boas,™ she
sald., "We've been working late, so he told me that he'd
buy me a drink snd some dinner. Sure wish he'd hurry up
with 1%, too. I'm starved," |

"You're his secretary, I suppose ?" asked Raven, and

she shook her head, "Nope. I'm s copywriter in his agency,

and we''ve been working on a new cempaign,"

She went on telling him about her work in advertising,
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and he listened dreamily to her plangent Kansas-accent, full
of unfamiliar stresses and intonations. He felt as though
he were absorbing her through all his senses, and it was

& shock when Armentraut turned suddenly to interrupt them
with "Say, Kenny! You oughta hear what this young feller's
been telling me about their trip across! They were in that
convoy that was attacked - remember reading about it 2"

His manner was startlingly changed. He seemed to have
become eager and forthcoming; his eyes sparkled and his
heavy face was jovial. He looked at Kenny and Raven as
though he was their own age, and clapped his hand down on
Raven's shoulder. "Why, from what his buddy tells me,
this young man oughta be getting a medall™

"Oh, rubbishl" burst out Raven, and cast a malevolent
glance towards Cecil, Several bystanders had heard
Armentraut's remarks, and had turned to stare at the
quartet; an’elderly man with a long vulture's neck came
bobblng forward and saild "Par'n me, folks, but I couldn't
help overhearing., Sounds like these boys 've seen a little
action, huh 2"

"I'1ll sayl" boomed Armentraut, and waved towards Cecil,
"Go on, kid - you tell 'em, Everyone oughta hear this}]"

Cecll gazed modestly down into his glass, and then
raised his head with a convincing hesitation. In a low
voice, he began to speak, and after a few moments Raven

commenced to sweat with vicarious embarrassment, Cecil's

tale of the convoy action was a small masterpiece; it was
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all quite true, and yet without once mentioning himself he
somehow managed to convey that he had played a leading
part in it. With his back against the bar, in his costume
of leather jacket and sea-boots and with his scarred face
and golden curls, he was a poetic plcture of the triumph
of good over evil; when he had finlshed speaking there was
a long silence, until Vulture-neck stepped solemnly
forward and proclaimed "Son, I'm gonna shake you by the
handl And I want you to know that we're with you all the
wayl"

Raven became consclous that Kenny had slipped her arm
through his, and was looking about her with an air of
modestly possessive triumph., It was a pleasant feeling,
and yet at the same time he wanted to:wipe his moist faces;
he couldn't look at Cecil, and was barely conscious of
Armentraut announcing "And now, folks, you'll have to
excuse us., I'm going to give these boys a real good
dinner, and I guess you'll say they've earned it}"

He began to lead the way out of the bar; as the other
three turned to follow him, Raven caught Cecil's eye for a
moments It Held an expression of pure triumph; he looked
at Raven as much as to say "See ? I told you a dollar

would get us all we needl"




CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Love and Money
t .

Armentraut took them to his apartment, which was near
the summit of a colossal cliff-like building; two Filipino
servants scurried to carry out his orders for dinner, and
Raven perched uneasily beside Kenny on the edge of a sofa
four yards long. He held a long icy glass in his hand,
fronded with mint-leaves and trickling with moisture,
whilst Armentraut lay back in an armchair and explained how
America would shortly win the war., Cecil sat md watched
him with a kind of silent adoration, oceasionally. sipping
at his own glass, but a little later Armentraut stood up
and exclaimed "Hey, I just can't stand to see you sitting
there in those 0ld clothes., Come along with me for a
minute, and see if I can't find you something,."

He waved his hand at Raven and Kenny, saying "Enjoy
yourselves, kids," whilst Cecil padded meekly after him.
Kenny relaxed with a long admiring sigh, looking about her
at the opulent room, "Gee,..what a placel! 4nd I don't
Suppose I'd ever 've been invited up here if I hadn't met
you boys."

She transferred her admiration to Raven. "What you
mist've been through," she murmured. "I'd like to have
you tell me all about 1t yourself.”

Suddenly Raven's baptism of fire seemed to have become

& mockery. Up to that moment he had thought ‘about 1t with
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mingled pride, revulsion, and fﬁlief, content to know that
he had at last experienced war and had come through it no
worse than the others; now he could only move uneasily

on the couch and give a surly grunt into his drink,

Kenny let her hand stay lightly on his knee for a moment,
saying "I guess I know how you feél," and then after a
thoughtful sip at her drink murmuring "I'm not too happy
about your buddy, though..."

Raven glanced sharply at her, feeling that she must
somehow have guessed the truth; their eyes met and he
asked "What d'you mean 2"

Kenny flushed a little, saying awkwardly "Well, Mr,
Armentraut's got kind of a - a reputation, you know.,.of
course, I wouldn't say anything., Prob'ly it's only
hearsay, anyway...you know that kind of jealous gossip
that gets around ? He's & mighty successful man, But
what with your buddy being so good-looking and-all,,."

She peeped sideways at Raven as though to see how he
was taking it, burying her face in the fronded rim of her
glaés; he gave a coarsely laughing exclamation of "Don't
you worry about him!{ He can take care of himself,..when
he'!s ashore, anyway,"

Her eyebrows lifted, but before she could say anything-
the other two came back into the room. Cecil advanced
towards Raven with a beamlng smile, demonstrating the

pale blue pyjsmas and the heavy silk dressing gown in

which Armentraut had arrayed him., "Like them ?" he asked
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coquettishly. "Isn't it lucky that Mr. Armentraut had |
something my size ?"

"Now, son, I told you to call me Otto," said Armentraut
in injured tones, and then glanced towards the Filipino
who had '‘moved silently into thé room. "Dinner's ready,
huh ? All right, folks - let's eat,"

Cecil chatteréd gaily throughout the meal, comparing
the savour and richness of the food with their meals
aboard ship, but Armentraut seemed to become more and more
abstracted. His eyes had retreated once more into their
lairs, from which they peered calculatingly at Kenny and
Raven, and no sooner had the last cupsand glasses been
cleared away than he stood up with an artificial laugh.
"Say, I've just had an ideal" he said. "Franky, why don't
you take Miss Stevenson home and then come back and plck
up Arthur ? She's got a long day ahead of her to-morrow -
haven't you, Miss Stevenson 2"

He looked at Kenny in a way which did not allow any
answer, and then pulled out a bill-fold. "I know you guys
are short till you get paid, so here's a little for car-fare,*
he said, and tucked a folded note into Raven's breat-
pocket, "I'1l have the boy call you a cab, and it'll be
walting for you downstairs,"

Almost before they knew what was happening, the two of
them found themselves dropping swiftly downwards in the
1ift; Kenny glanced at Raven's angry face, and then

laughed merrily., "Don't take it to heart," she said, "We
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didn't want to stay with them, anyway."

"I don't want his dirty money," fumed Raven, and
plucked the bill out of his pocket., It was for twenty
dollars, and EKenny caught his hand as she thought that he
was going to toss 1t away, "Ah-ah," she cautioned., "I
never pay my own way home}"

He grinned reluctantly as they walked out into the
walting cab; the drinks he had taken emboldened him to
8lip an arm around her as it drove away, &She leaned back
against him without protest; they looked at each other, with
their faces strangely 1it by the myriad flicker of the
neons, and smiled with a kind of contented expectancy,

In a street of quiet 0ld buildings which stood in the
shadow of the skyscrapers like toadstools under trees, she
led him up two flights of stairs to her apartment. "I was
darned lucky to find this place,"she told him, turning on
lights to reveal the small snug rooms wlth their loaded
bookcases and well-used furniture. "It costs the mint to
live up to New York, and I sure couldn't stick a rooming-
house,"

She made brisk tidying-up movements, disappeared for a
moment and came back without her coat and hat, and said
"If1ll make us a drink - or maybe you'd sooner have coffee 2
And then I want to hear all about 1t over again, Gee, it
makes the war come real close, meeting someone like you,
What'll it be, huh ? A drink, or coffee 2"

"Coffee, please," he answered, and she said "Coming




right up." He dropped into an arm-chair, and began
glancing through a bulky volume entitled "How to Write
Advertising that Sells.”

i

"I bet you were glad to step on land again," she sang

out cheerfully from her little kiltchenette, and he
answered her with a grunt. By this time, he did not want
to talk about it; Cecll’s performance had dragged a snail-
like smear across the whole experience. When she returned
with the coffee, she perched on the arm of his chalr and
commenced a busy chatter on the details which she had
already heard, asking him questions to which he replied so
baldly that she finally dried up, and they sat on in
awkward silence, The ringing of the telephone bell made
them both start, and she took off to answer it like a
sprinter from his mark,

"Hallo," she said., "Oh, Mr. Armentraut...ye-es...
oh, he's fine,..I guess so...yeah...0kay, I'11l tell him...
yes, sir,..okay...g'night..."

She replaced the instrument and looked at him with
eyebrows ralsed. "That was the boss,” she said., "Says
he'll take care of taking your buddy back to the ship, and
you're to take a taxi back with what's left of his money,
Okay 2"

He nodded, standing up, and she gazed at him uncertainly.
"You want to go right now ?" she said, moving towards him,
and then "But I guess you must be tired."

She was near to him now, and he stood paralysed with
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embarrassed desire, To him, she was a woman of experience,
separated from him by far more than three or four years of
age; the way she looked at him invited something, but he
could not e sure what it was.

Suddenly he made an abrupt and elumsy movement towards
her, bumping into her and putting his arms around her at
the same time; she stiffened, and then relaxed with a
smiling exclamation. "Why, Franky," she said, as he
tried to push his lips against hers; she seemed half-amused
and half-uncertaln, but all at once she not only accepted
his kiss but returned it with a sudden thrusting
vehemence., For a long moment she pushed herself against
him, and then as suddenly pushed herself away; he looked
at her giddily and she gave a shaky laugh.

"It must be the uniform, I guess," she told him. "How
you really do have to go."

"Shall I - shall I ses you again ?" he asked, and they
exchanged a long seeking glance before she nodded gravely .
"Sure - why not ? Here - give me a ring at the office,"

She found a business card and handed it to him, and then
unlatched the door. "Now then, sailor, on your way," she
told him cheerily. "Before you get me a bad name with
the neighbours."

The door closed behind him, he stumbled down the stairs,
and after wandering around for a little vhile managed to
find a cab, He returned to the ship with his thoughts

as luridly confused as the neons which flashed by the
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taxl windows, and found that the metallic uproar of tha‘al
shipwrights was still going on; the ship appeared
incredibly littered and dirty, and a bunch of men brewing
tea In the galley halled him in to tell of his experiences,

Did you get yer end in, Sparky " leered the Third
Engineer, and guffawed as Raven flushed, "It's the
uniform as does it every time," he told the others, and
the Bo'syn poured a nahogany—gclourud streanm into his
cracked pint-pot. "We'll all need bloody uniforms if the
skipper doesn't come across with some cabbage,® he
grumbled. "We can't stick on this old hooker every night,”
- "The old bdazztard 'ud Better have ut to-morra,™ opined
Costello grimly. %Or there'll be one sallor less in the
bloody packet.”

"You won't get far in New York, sonny," the Third
Engineer told him wisely, and Costello's hard red face set
into a sneer, "Don't you bother your arse about that,™ he
replied. "There's plenty places I know where to go,"

He sipped from his mug, set it down on the fat-spettered
stove, and took helfl a clgarette from inside his cap,
"Matter o' that, there won't be any call for it," he
mittered after a moment's brooding contemplation, "If he
don't come scross with ut to-morrs, we'll find & way to
make *im," '

0ld Stanley, peering learnedly over a copy of the
*Herald-Tribune, ' chirped  "There's no justice for a saillor-
man, b'y. They can do anything to you but ﬁut you 1in the |

family way. "
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The semli-serious argument rémbled on, and Raven drifted
out of the galley, stood for a few moments yawning and
shivering out on the littered deck, and then went to his
cabin and turned in. He slept heavily, half-awakening at
gome time in the smsll hours when Cecil epeptinto the
cablin; when he opened his eyes at seven-thirty, the gunner
was already sitting up amongst a turmoil of grubby:
blankets. He looked as fresh and alert as though he had
slept for twélve hours, but his eyes slid guiltily away
from Raven's,

He had turned in dressed in nothing but his underpants;
he stretched out his arms with a voluptuous movement, and
looked at himself with appreciation. Still without looking
at Raven, he said with a kind of chuckling challenge "I
told you I'd see us right, didn't I ? New York's not so
very different from London, after all,"

Rubbing shaving cream into his face, Raven could see
the smooth white shoulder reflected in the mirror.

"Little ponce," he grunted, and Cecil chuckled again,
"Wrong word, honey," he commented. "Your education's been
neglected." |

He gave a simpering shrug, and then murmured "Gee, but
Otto's a wonderful man., He says he can do a lot for me,
too."

"Such as what ?" asked Raven. "Get you a2 medal for

saving the ship, I s'pose 2"

"Now, now, don't be sarky," answered Cecil gaily.
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"Just for example, he's going to give me a try-out as a
photographer's model., He says that all the advertising
agencies use a lot of photographer's models, and after the
war he'll - "

"The war's not over yet," Raven interrupted savagely.
"Neither's this voyage."

For an instant, & strange expression passed over Cecil's
face; like that of a man who sees a ghost but knows how it
may be exorcised. Raven took no more notice of him, but
huddled on his clothes and left the cabin; as the door
slammed, Cecil stuck out his tongué and made a horrible
grimace,

After breakfast, Flack told Raven off to service the
batterles; standing over him as he menipulated the hydrometer,
topped up the cells and greased the terminals, he cross-
examined his junior on what he termed his 'night's drift?,
Hating him flercely, Raven was walting for the time when he
could nip ashore and ring up Kenny at her office; when dinner-
time came he gulped down the Soggy food without tasting 1it,
hurried out of the saloon, barely noticed Captain Macnamara
as he passed him on the gangway, and ran through the
echoing warehouse in search of a telephone,

As the dialling tone burred in his ear, he gripped the
instrument in a sudden cold panic of apprehensioh. What if
last night had been only a dull stitch in the bright tapestry
of her days ? What if she had almost forgotten him already ¢?

The phone clicked in his ear, and her voice spoke in such a
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Kenny ?" he croaked, and she said at once "Why, hal-=lo! Gee,
I've been wondering all morning if you'd calll"

The sun came out and shone within his clouded mind; a
gentle sweat burst out all over him and a sort of poetry
qulvered along his tongue. But all he said was "H-have you ?
I've been busy, you know, and - "

"Oh, I guess you have," she said soothingly. "I'll
bet you've got a heck of a lot to do, getting that old ship
in order again," |

The single stripe on his arm assumed a new radiance, and
he sald confidently "I won't be on duty to-night, though.,
D'you think we could - er - well, sort of get together, so
to speak 2"

"Waal...that depends on what you mean by 'get together, "
she chuckled, and he grinned like an anxious dog. "Okay,"
she sald in a different tone, "Why don't you meet me
around six-thirty ? You know where Madison Avenue is 2"

She gave him the directions, and he walked hazily back
to the ship. He had mounted the gangway and taken several
steps towards his cabin before he realised that something
was amiss, and.he slowed his pace to tread hesitantly into
the mob of men which was hangling about amidships. All ‘the
crew seemed to be there, standing around with their arms
folded against the cutting breeze from the river, and with

a peculiar hang-dog defiance about their expressions.

The Bo'sun was sitting on the hatch a little apart
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from the others, watching them from under the brim of his
felt hat with the two brass grommets let in for air holes,
and Raven moved up beside him to ask what was going on.
"They want their dough," he said with a sardonic grin,
"They saw the 0le Man come aboard after dinner, and they

want to know where the cash is."




CEAPTER PHIRTEEN |y 26
Modes of Persuasion
&

At that nonsnt;.caaﬁ;llo was standing in the Chilef
Steward's doorway, telling him to go and summons the
Captain. The Chief Steward, who had been engaged upon
akﬁtchiné'in the pubic hairs on a photograph of a winsome
but depilated nude, atared ¢p at him with his tongus still
pro jecting from one side of his mouth. "But I carn' do
that,” he protested. "The ole bazztard's still having his
dinner,"”

"Are you going ?" Costello asked quietly, and the
Steward shrugged, tucked his mude under a stores-list, and
trudged up the stairs to the Captain's quarters. Oostello
wont back out on deck, staring at the others with the hard
contempt of & leader who distrusts his waterisl, aﬁd Wanker's
Doom giggled nervously. "Did you get it ?" he asked, and
Costello swung & half-playful punch past the lad's ear,

"In the bag," he growled,

Raven atood uncertainly beside the Bo'sun, feeling himself
out of place and yet unwilling to push his way through the
crowd %o go to his cabin, A voice amongst the shipwrights
working aft gave vent to a stream of curses, followed by a
resounding clang of metel, and at the same moment the figure
of the Captain loomed in the semi-darkness of the doorway
into the officers' accommodation. FHe cameinto the doorway,

standing Just behind the door-sill, snd gazed silently out
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at the walting crew.

For a long moment they gazed just as silently back at him,
and two or three of them cast sideways glances at Costello.
But the man who stepped forward was Big Cyril the fireman,
ralsing his hand towards his broken-peaked cap. "Afternoon,
Captain," he said pleasantly, and the Captain stared back
at him without response.

"We was just wondering what you was doing about our
money, essetra," continued Big Cyril in the same pleasant
tone, "We've been in port a two-three days mow, an! the
lads are wanting a run ashore."

The Captain said nothing; His eyes remained fixed upon
Big Cyril, surveying him like a stern father who 1s not
yet roused to wrath, and then glanced briefly at the
expectant crew. "Is that all ?" he said at last, and Big
Cyril shuffled his coal-dust clotted boots, "Why, no," he
said. "We're still wondering about our clo'es. We've only
got what we stand up in, and it's getting pretty cold, We
understood we'd get a specilal grant from the Gov'ment, or
the 1like o! that,"

The Captain tugged at his moustache, as though deciding
whether this statement deserved an answer., Finally he
replied "I've been fixing it up with the Ministry of War
Transport. There'll be a ship-chandler coming aboard, and
he'll take your orders up to a hundred and sixty dollars a
head. That's the maximum you're allowed in compensation.,

I'm not going to give it to you in money, or you'd piss 1t
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up ageinst a wall."

"And what about our money, Cap'm ?" enguired Big Cyril,
and the Captain answered "Anyone that's got it in the ship
can have five dollars, That's the most I'1l allow."

A passing tug-boat hooted tauntingly, and Big Cyril
shuffled his boots again. The Captain did not give him a
further chance to speak, Drawing a ponderous gold watch
from the walstcoat of his blue shore-going sult, he glanced
at 1t and grunted "Two minutes past one. Time you were all
turned to."

He raise his head and swept his stern far-seeing glance
over the crew, and they stared back at him with serf-like
resentment, None of them had the resolution to utter the
words which stumbled around in thelr minds, and he gave a

dismissing nod. "That's all," he said, and began to turn

back into the alleyway.

"That is NOT alll" shouted a voice, and he looked back
with narrowed eyes. "Oc¢h, it's you again, is it ?" he asked
wlth an almost humorous intonation, and Costello answered
ers, it's me again, and I've got a few things to say to yah.'

"And I'm not disposed to listen to 'em," snapped the
Captain, and turned his back completely. Costello hesitated
for a second, and then charged through the crew to the
doorway. His clutching hand just brushed the old man's
shoulder, and the Captain swung around with a sharp cry of
"That'll do now - I'm warning youl"

"What sort of a way's this to treat a crew ?" shouted
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Costello. "What sort of a cut will you be gettin' outa
them shipchandler's bills ? I demand to see the Consull"

"Get back aft where you belongl"

"There's no bloody aft to get back to, you 8illy old
squity"

"That's enough! I'm warning you for the lsst time!"

"Stuff yer warnings! Will yah listen to reason for a
change 2"

The two men .glared at each other, and Costello pushed
his face forward to shout "We'll not be having that
shipchandler's junk for the worth of our money! We know
the way it is! Sell us a one-dollar shirt for three:
dollars; one for you an' two for him! Be honest for once
in yer rotten life, ye belly-robber! Give us our money}"

"I'11l have you in court for this} Will ye stop yoﬁr - "

"No T will not! An! what's this about only five dollars
a man ? I've got six quid coming to me this minnut, an!
that's more'n twenty dollars in anyonse's language! We've
been on this rotten old bucket for - "

"I don't care if you've been on it for a year! It's
up to me to decide how much money_you're getting, an' that's
the lawl"

"Bad luck to the law! That was all right for them old
wind jemmer days you was dragged up in, but there's a war on
now! We've been through plenty to get across here, an' I'm
tellin' yah we mean to have our rights}™

For a bewlldered instant the Captain felt that he could
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hear the .sound of the sea; the rage and roar of it seemed
to be mounting in his ears as he stepped forward to push
Costello back onto the deck, He glimpsed the avid faces of
the crew watching the scene as Costello stood squarely
before him, and heard as though through a gale of wind the
words "Don't you lay yer hands on me, mister, or you'!ll be
getting more'n you bargained forl"

Captain Macnamara opened his mouth to reply, but found
that the words were blocked in his throat. Fora wild
dizzying moment it seemed to him that he had gone back
almost fifty years; that he was himself a young sailor
agaln, struggling for a hand-hold in the rigging of a ship
which swooped insanely down between the greybeards of Cape
Horn. The tumult of the sea roared ever louder in his
ears; the deck rose and fell beneath him and he raised both
hands wlth their fingers clawing and clutching for a non-
existent spar, "Hold...fast..." he croaked, and toppled
forward onto the deck.

Costello stepped backwards with an oddly graceful movement,
standing poised on the balls of his feét like a matador
staring down at the expiring bull, The Bo'sun, who up till
then had remalned sitting on the hatch and watching events
with the air of a critic at a first night, jumped up and
shouldered his way forward, reaching the Captain just as
Mr. Keadwell came bustling out of the accommodation.

"Now then, now then, what's going on here 2" he demsnded

fussily; the Captain gave a dreadful slobbering moan and
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flapped his hand against the grimy deck-plates. Mr.
Keadwell made a tutting noilse and knelt down beside him,
and then glanced up at the faces which were pressing
themselves gapingly closer., "Here, you, Bo'sun, and you
two - give me a hand to get him in his bunk," he ordered,
and then saw the Chief Steward peering out of the pantry
door. "Steward, get hold of a doctor - quick," he said.
"The 01d Man's taken bad. Stroke, I shouldn't wonder; my
0ld auntle looked just like this when she went down., All
right, lads - get a hold of him, Steady does it - that's
the wayee."

They - wrangled the sagging bulky body up into the
Captain's quarters, and after a while a sour-faced doctor
with rimless eyeglasses and a little black moustache-
came picking his way up the gangway. His examination was
brief, and as the grey chill of the afternoon turnsed into
snow the crew watched the Captain being carried down into
an ambulance. "That's the last we'll see of him," grunted
the Bo'sun to the Carpenter, an elderly flat-faced Finn,
and the latter answered "Ya - you never get no good out
o! dem hospiddles. What yeou reckon now ? 0l1ld Keadie be
Captain, maybe 2"

"Maybe," saild the Bo'sun, and a sailor beside him asked
"What about our money, Bose ? You reckon the Chief Officer'l]
dish out anything ¢"

The Bo'sun wiped a snowflake off his hand. "I dunno,"

he said thoughtfully, and then "No harm in asking, is there ?'
He tramped ruminatively amidships, finding as he had
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expected that the Chief Officer and Chief Steward had
returned to the Captain's quarters. He stood in the open
doorway, pulling off his hat and staring at them without
speaking, until Mr., Keadwell glanced up over his glasses
and asked "What is it, Bo'sun 2"

Then, with a cautious smile, he nodded towards the
tarnished stripes on the Chief Officer's sleeves., "I
reckon you'll have to be putting up another one soon," he
said slyly.

. "Eh ? Another one ? What d'you mean ?" asked ir,
Keadwell, and then gave an embarrassed grin. "Oh no," he
sald. "It's a bit too soon to be thinking of that yet,"

The Chief Steward looked at the Bo'sun , and then said
with hoarse eagerness "Don't you worry about that, Mister,
They won't be bringin' that 0ld - o0ld gentleman back agin,"

Mr. Keadwell stared at them, and then cast a long
appralising glance around the cabin, It was twice the size
of his own cluttered little box, and had a sleeping-cabin
and private bathroom attached., "H'm," he said, and then
with a half-wistful intonation "Never been in command yet,
I was in line for it once just before the Depression, but
then...."

He shrugged, and the Chief Steward drew in his breath
sympathetically. "You need a tot, I reckon," he said.
"You'll have plenty of worries now, and this is only the

start of 'em."

He bustled about finding & bottle and glass, and the
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Bo'sun's nostrils quivered slightly at the aroma of good
Scotch. "Go on - get that down yer," the Chief Steward urged
Mr. Keadwell. "Do you a power o! good,"

The Chief Officer pushed back the spectacles which were
8lipping down his nose, and looked doubtfully at the glass.
Pleasant visions were shimmering in the background of his
mind; of an increased allotment for his family back in
Bootle, and a ship run as he wanted it; of all night in hils
bunk, and other perquisites galore.,,

He sipped cautlously, took off his cap, and laild it on
the green baize table-cloth., "Excuse me bothering you just
yet, Captain,"” said the Bo'sun in woolng tones, and he
glanced up sharply. But both men were looking at him
seriously, and he inclined his head in z manner which said?
that he was meking a tentative acceptance of the title.

"es.but the men are wondering if they could have a few
bob to go on with,” the Bo'sun continued. "Captain Macnamara
was going to give them something, bubte.."

Mr., Keadwell sipped again, gnd frowned, The advance of
money to crews 1ln port was a perpetual bone of contention.
According to the Merchant Shipping Act, the Captain was not
obliged to advance them anything against their pay-off, but
no crew-member could ever see why he shouldn't have every
penny which was due to him,

"Well..." he said warily, and the Bo'sun eyed him like a
burglar faced with an unusual lock. "The lads have had a
rough time, Cap'm," he offered. "Pretty hard luck oh 'em

if they have to wait till things are straightened out again,"
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"Aye, an' it's Friday night, too," said the Steward
portentously, as though that made a powerful difference.
But Mr. Keadwell salid nothing; only sipped and sipped again,
with a deep frown curdling on his broad honest face. The
pleasant visions had vanished 1like a mirage; instead, he
was seeing the uncharted reefs which could wreck any
Master's career.

The silence lengthened, until at last the Bo'sun eased his
hat back onto his head and muttered "Oh well...s'pose it
can't be helped."

He turned to go, but Mr., Keadwell said "Wait a minute.

I s'pose they'd all have ten dollars coming to fem 2"

"Oh surel" exclaimed the Chief Steward with a loud
false heartiness, "There'd be .no trouble about thati"

"All right then. I'll give 'em ten dollars each, and
they can have more later 1f they've got it coming to them."
He dralned hils glass, and sald in a hunted way "Can't
do better than that, can I ¢ I've got to have a chance to

look at the accounts."

The Chief Steward raised his hand as though he was about
to slap Mr. Keadwell on the back, but decided to scratch
his ear instead, "I'1ll give you an 'and to sort it out,"
he said warmly, " 've you got the keys to the safe, mister 2V

The Bo'sun dismissed himself, hurried down the stairs and
out onto the deck, and grabbed hold of the first man he

encountered. "Ten dollars each," he snapped. "Pass the word

to hurry along, before the old bleeder changes his mindl"
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N CHAPTER FOURTEEN (LE:)

A Nightts Drift
b

"e.sand so I suppose old Keadwell's the Captain now, "
concluded Raven, and Kenny looked at him over her coffee-cup.
"You sure have fun on that old ship of yours," she commented.
"All -that fuss over a measly five dollars, I guess we'd
better take care of your pocket while you're in port,"

"I've got enough," he said indignantly, and she reached
her hand across to him with a smile. "I know, honey," she
said, "I just mean that you can have a good time_in N'York
without spending a heap of money."

She noticed his sudden change of expression, and followed
his gaze down towards her h;nd. "Why," he said slowly, "I
never noticed that before, I didn't know you were married."

Her smile twisted, and she said with forced insouclance
"Gee, but men are slow to catch ons That's about the first
thing any woman notices about another one., But marriéd's
not thé word, honey., It just didn't take,"

"You mean - "

"Yep. T guess he found that someone else's bed was
softer than mine,"

The cynical expression caused him to flush awkwardly, and
her smile softened again, Collecting her bag and gloves, she
glanced around the restaurant and said "Anyway, let's start
saving your money., We've got a party to go to to-night, and

1t won't cost us a cent. Two of our people 've got themselves
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engaged, and it's open house."

He followed her out of the restsurant and along the snow-
drifting street to a subway station, since she refused to
allow him a taxi., The clattering ride, and another walk,
brought them to a street of apartment houses; Kenny rapped
on a door which was flung open by a bulbous man with a beard.
"Come in, folks, come right in," he bawled, "And what's this
you'!ve brought with you ?2 A sailor ? Just what we needed
to give us some local colour}"

Raven walked beside Kenny into a room full of highly-
articulate men and women, standing, sitting, or lying on the
floors and furniture, As far as he knew, Raven never met
the people for whom the party was being glven; someone
pushed a drink into his hand, someone else sat down beslde
him, and Kenny seemed to disappear amongst the whirls and
eddles of people. "British, aincher 2" said a twanging
voice in his ear, and he glanced round to see a man with a
remarkably sharp face peering into his own, It was something
.like a paper dart; all point and profile,

Raven nodded, and Dart-Face twanged: "I've gotta theory
about this war that you fellers are fighting over there,
You're still fighting the Napoleonic Wars, see 2"

He sighted at Raven along the point of the dart, as though
preparing to launch it at any signs of disagreement, but when
Raven only looked back at him over the rim of his glass he
continued "Yes, sir, I've given it a lotta thought. Ever hear

what Bismarck sald in 1854 ? Well, sir, he said - "
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The twanging voice plucked on, and Raven sipped his drink
and looked for Kenny. Once he caught sight of her with her
head thrown back, laughing at something to her by a sly -
little dwarf of a man, and he felt a fierce twinge of
jealousy. But his attention was distracted by the problems
of a young woman who was attempting to keep her bosom within
her peasant blouse with oné hand, hold a drink in the other,
and simultaneously ward off the approaches of a dignified
gentleman with a moist and earnest eye. When he looked

agaln, Kenny had gone, and he let his gaze drift aimlessly

over the grimacing faces and gestlculating hands. Someone

filled his glass again, and as he drank he felt a brier
wonder that this could be going on whilst the great frenzied
ocean lay at the river's mouth,

" -.and so a'course they came to 1914," twanged the
remorseless voice in his ear, and then it and all the other
volces came to a slurring halt., "Judas," said Dart-Face,
"It's the Great White Father himself,"

The crowd parted like waves before a liner, and Raven
saw Armentraut pacing slowly forward with Cecil a step or so
behind, He moved with downcast oéyes and a kind of grave-
simper fixed upon his face, like the sultan's favourite
appéaring before the court; Armentraut led the way to a
couch standing against the wall, and the four people upon it
scattered like chickens before a fox,

"Who th' hell is that piece of velvet-tail that he's got

with him ?" muttered Dart-Face, and Raven held out his glass
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for a refill, "Some little ponce, I s'pose," he said with
deep satisfaction, and swigged at the musty-tasting Bourbon.

"Waal, as I was saying," recommenced Dart-Face, and Raven
pleasantly "Stop talking crap. This is supposed to be a
party."

Dart-Face shot him a startled look, and then said "Gee,
you talk real American, Let's whoop it up, kid."

He promptly grasped a bottle from a wandering guest, topped
up their glasses, and in a few minutes raised his voice in
8 Jews-harp rendition of "Maisie was Queen of the Gat-House,
but ske wouldn't Wear Lace on her Drawers.,"

"Séy, that was all right," said Raven experimentally, and
Dart-Face said "You're okay too, kiddo., First time I knew
the English were human,"

Someone began tlckling Raven's neck, and he peered around
to see Kenny, "See your buddy over there 2" she enquired,
and he answered "Don't call him my - hic - buddy. Thish my
buddy."

"Darn tootin'," said Dart~Face. "Let's try a couple
choruses of 'My Ole Baby'suBeliy's Gettin! Bigger Every Day,.!'"
"Why, Mr. Krag," said Kenny in shocked tones, and Dart-
Face sald "Hi there, Mrs. Whosit., Why don't you loosen up

a 1little ? Haven't you met my British buddy here 2"

He raised his voice again, and Kenny slid down onto the
couch beslide Raven, "Sure you're okay on that stuff 2" she
asked as he clipped his arm around her, and he answered

"Sure I'm sure. Why don't you looshen up a 11'l, baby 2"

s S S
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The lights seemed to fuse together in a2 myriad flashing
rainbows, and then to drift slowly apart again. With a
strange cold corner of his mind, he saw the rolling clouds
of smoke which billowed over the sea,....the staggering lurch
of a stricken shilp as 1t poised for the last plunge.

The vision passed, snd he clutched tightly at the
reassuring warmth of Kenny as she half-lay agsinst him.
Soms great philosophical revelation seemed to be trembling
just: beyond his grasp; a key to the whole mystery of 1life
which could hold such torments and such ecstasies, With
inward-looking eyes, he held out his glass again,

‘Meanwhile, the officers and crew of the Austrian Duke

were having their first run ashore, and around midnight
they began to return aboard. First came the Carpenter,
who came shuffling up the gangway laden with two heavy
shoppling baskets, like a falthful suburban husband
returning home., The only difference was that the baskets
were full of cold canned beer,

Next came the Donkeyman, a tiny wizened fellow like a
worn-out old jockey, who wavered in and out of the dockside
lights carrying on a venomous whispered argument with
himself. He was overtaken and passed by a bellow of
roistering voices emanating from the Third Mate, Chief
Steward, and Third Englneer, who lurched, stumbled, and
cursed an erratic path towards the foot of the gangway.

When all was quiet again, the Fourth Engineer came strolling

aiong with one hand caressing his moustache, as he pondered
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his chances wlth the waitress who had served him in an
all-night restaurant. Before he reached his cabin, a long
straggling group of sailors and firemen commenced tacking
towards the ship, one or two of them pausing to vomlt up the
despised Yankee beer before they faced the long climb sboard.

One by one they returned, to be met with envious and
ironlical remarks from those who kept the watch aboard, Mr.
Keadwell peered out of his cabin at the sound of crashing
utensils from the galley, and the yell of "Who called the
Cook a bastard 2" answered by a chorus of "Who called the
bastard a cook 2"

He stood there for a few cdntemplative moments in his old
flennel dressing-gown, wondering whether to interfere, There
was another crash, and he shrugged, turning back into his
cabin. They've had a hard time, he thought, and then as he
was drifting off to sleep he heard measured steps pacing
down the alleyway, a fumbling at the Second Matet's door, and
a few seconds later the protesting squawk of bunk-springs as
Mungo Maclaren collapsed fully-dressed onto his bed. Funny
chap, ruminated Mr. Keadwell as sleep swirled sround him like
a Grand Banks fog; same in every port, goes ashore by himself,
comes marching back as solemn as a parson...you'd never think
he'd taken a drop and yet he's,..wonder what there is behind
hime..prob?tly just lilke me exceﬁt...

In the Chief Engineer's cabin, the Second Engineer tipped
up the remeins of a bottle of whisky for which they had

sent ashore, votlng it too cold to be worth the bother of



141,
dressing up. So they had enjoyed an interesting technical
discusslon on the demerits of motor-ships, the idiocy of
deck-officers, and thg superiority of Liverpool over Glasgow
as a ship-building community. "Awwrww," yawned the Second.
"Wonder how much longer these flamin'! Yanks 'll be fixing
us up ?"

"Not more'n a few days at this rate," said the Chief
Engineer round his pipe. "And then I s'pose they'!ll start
pushing cargo into us,."

"Any ldea where we're going ?"

"Not a clue. Wouldn't be home for Christmas, anyway,
Here it is December the fifth already."

The Chief poked a match-stick round in the charred bowl of
his pipe, and continued philosophically "Soon be another
year, Nineteen forty-two, eh ? Wonder what that!ll bring
us 2"

"One thing you can be bloody certain of, it won't bring
the Yanks into the war," saild Peterson., "I'll just have a

look down below before I turn in."
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CHAPTER g;E?EEN
Al]l Hatches Working
%

Raven awoke with a start, his eyes seeking for a reference
point amongst the dimly 1it details of the little room, A
soft hand laid upon his side brought recollection surging
back, and he turned over to draw Kenny tightly agalnst him,
"Oh God, I do Jove you," he said in a protesting moan, and
she snuggled against him with a sleepy giggle., "Not love,
just imagination," she told him, and then shivered deliciously
as he passed his hand along her smooth flanks. "Is that
imaglnation 2" he enquired, and she crooned "No, expectation...

A 1ittle later she pressed her tousled head into the warm
curve of hls shoulder, and mumbled "How much longer 're you
going to stay off that old ship of yours ? Won't they be
looking for you 2" |

"I've only been adrift one day," he told her. "Or one
day and two nights. And 1t was Saturday yesterday, anyway.

I don't suppose that they even missed me,"

She yawned, saying "I reckon you'd better go back to-day,
anyway. I've got to do my laundry."

"I'1l help you," he said hopefully, and she answered
"Give yourself a break, honey. We'!ll have plenty more time,
How's about putting the coffee on 2"

Unwillingly, he crept out of bed, and then began to enjoy
the domesticity of making coffee and toast, and taking it
back to the bedroom to share with her, He still hoped that
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she might relent, snd managed to stall off his expulsion until
lunch-time, but after that she shooed him out of the
apartment. Once out in the cold world, his confldence began
to evaporate, but in the event his return was met wlith far
less surprise, recrimination, and raillery than he had
expected. That was because the day was Sunday, the date
was December 7th, and the ship had just heard of the
Japanese attack on Pearl Harbour. Roused out of theilr
Sunday afternoon sleep, groups of tousled men stood hugging
themselves against the cold and predicting lnnumerable
disasters; they had no eyes for Raven, who listened briefly
to the news and then slipped into his cabin,

A few minutes later he came out again, feellng that he
ought.to report himself to Flack, He climbed the bridge
ladders and walked softly along to his senlor's door,
hesitating as he heard voices through the black-out curtains

and then knocking softly.

There was no answer and no break in the voices, and so
he parted the curtains and stepped inside. Flack's eyes
goggled at him over a tilted tumbler, Mungo Maclaren paused
in the act of pouring himself another shot of 0ld Grand-Dad,
and the third man gave him a sldeways wag of the head,

"So you finally condescended to come back, did you ?"
spluttered Flack, and gestured with hls emptied glass.
"Whadda you think of him, hey ?" he demanded of the others.
"Goes ashore for two days without so much as & kiss-me-arse,

and then walks in on us grinning like the Prodigy Soni"
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"Good luck to um," grunted Maclaren, and squinted
carefully at the water which he was trickling into his glass,
Raven heard the batteries cluck and gurgle in the wireless
room next door, and remembered gulltily that he had been
supposed to wateh their charging. He hoped that they had not
been on charge ever since he went ashore.

"Well, y' might as well siddown an' have a drink, now
that you did get back," said Flack unwillingly, and rummaged
about on top of his wash-stand until he found a crusted
tooth-glass, After a cursory rinse, he slopped an inch of
whisky into it and handed it to Raven. "You prob!ly need
a heart-starter," he sald kindly, and then introduced the
third man. "Chief Sparks off the Russian Duke," he sald.

"Just got in yesterday."

Raven nodded a nervous acknowledgement, and sipped
cautiously at his whisky. "And she's even worse than this
0ld waggon, if possible," said the newcomer. "Crowd's not
so bad, though - all excepting the Chief Officer."

"Boozer, 1s he ?" enquired Flack virtuously, and the
‘other man said "Christ, no. Might be & bit better if he did
take a drink. He's one o' these high-powered efficiency
merchants .-~ ¢hases the crew from hell to breakrfast. Tempest,
his name is, and by crikey he lives up to it."

"I know um," rumbled the Second Mate unexpectedly. "He
was on this ship. Third Mate then. Had the cheek to tell
me I didn't keep the charts in order."

He took a long swallow, and stared at the bulkhead

through eyes cobwebbed with red veins, "Owner's nephew or
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something," he commented, and Flack sald gloomily "Ah - it's
not what you know, but who you know, heck-heck-heck."

The three of them rambled on about men who held down jobs
to which they weren't entitled, whilst Raven pecked at his
unwanted drink and finally muttered " 'scuse me...potta
write some letters..."

They hardly looked at him as he made his escape, and he
stood outside for a moment taking a long breath of the lcy
air. The darkening clouds of the winter afternoon hung
overhead as sogglly self=-pitying:as his own sudden gloom; he
looked out over dirty grey ship, dirty grey river, dirty
grey corrugated lron of the warehouse roof, but pictured only
the polished creamy gloss upon taut-fashioned skin, "Kenny,"
he muttered to himself, and then with an abrupt laugh at
his own dramatisation he ran whistling down the ladders to
his cabin.,

Time passed quickly in port. Within a few more days, the
work on the crew's quarters was completed; the ship moved to
a loading berth at the Brooklyn Terminal, and the hatch-boards
tmandered onto the decks as the holds were opened upe. The
new berth meant that Raven had to travel further to reach
Kenny's apartment, but he soon became familiar with the
subway system which led him towards her. Hig life settled
into a routine which he knew must comé to an end, but which
hed too strong a sweetness to allow him to picture that end.
-Days, nights, dreams, day-dreams;.webe all filled with
Kenny; he wove her so intensely into the pictured fabric of

his future that he was unable to foresee a 1ife without her.
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"When shall we be married ?" he asked her one night as
he lay half beside her and half over her, engrossed in the f
yet uncloyed sweetness of love-talk and love-play; she turned
her head asgside -with a taunting smile, and rmurmuired "Too
many complications, Where'd we live ? In England ? Or are
you going to skip that old ship of yours altogether ? Might
as well, for all the time you spend aboard her., Doesn't that
boss of yours ever make you work 2V

"I'm serious,"” he protested, and she reached her arms
up with a languorous movement, drawing his head down and
yielding her lips to his,:kissihg him with skilfully
thrusting tongue. "Take advice from a fool," she told him
half-earnest;y. "Make the most of what you've got while
you've got it, and to hell with the future."

He was pondering this scene as he stood with one foot on
the hatch-coamlng, watching another tray of cargo drop down
into the hold. It consisted of cases of tinned milk, another
of the myrlad items which they were loading:; their manifest
of cargo was like a shopping list for modern war,

The winches clattered, checked in obedience to a whistled
signal, clattered and checked again. The wire rope which
hung taut from the derrick suddenly slackened as the tray
reached the bottom, and the walting stevedores grabbed the
cases to pile onto the great symmetrical mass of cargo
which they were building up from the bottom of the hold.

Minute by minute, hour by hour, day and night, the work
continued. To Raven, the slow settling of the ship in the
water was like an hour-plass which silently bled away the
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moments of his ecstasy. Each time he returned to the sﬁip,
the cargo would be piled a 1little higher in the holds, the
winches would still be pounding out their brutal thunder%ng
rhythm, the stevedores and winchmen would be working with
that disclplined frenzy which 1s unliquely American. One day,
and one day soon, that cargo would resch the top of the
hatch, and then there would be nothing ahead but the sea.

Standing watching the men at work, he was unconscious
of Cecil'!s approach until the young gunner spoke to him.

Since the words were the same gquestion which he was asking

himself, they were doubly unwelcome; he turned his head
briefly, glanced at the smooth face which was pushed
anxiously and enquiringly close to his own, and looked away
again.

"I said: How much longer do you think they'll be 2"
called Cecil above the tumult of the winches, and Raven
grunted "How the hell should I know 2"

"Oh, all right, no need to be narky about it," said
Cecil petulantly, and offered a pack of Lucky Strike,

"Smoke ? Go ahead - I've got plenty."

Raven shook his'head; Ceclil shrugged and stuck a cigarette
in his mouth, They were silent for a moment, and then the
gunner asked "How are you getting on with the girl-friend 2"

"None of your business," grunted Raven, and Cecil
smirked "Maybe it is,"

"What d'you.mean by that ?" demanded Raven, swinging

around to face him, and Cecil blew out a cloud of smoke.
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"Oh, nothing," he said airily. "I might be able to do her
a bit of good, that's all,"

"What the hell kind of good can a little rat like you do
for her oM

"Nasty," reproved Cecil., "After all, if it hadn't been
for me you wouldn't even 've met her, Would you, now 2"

Reven didn't care to answer that, and affected to r esume
his study of the loading operations. "I've only got to say
the word to Mr. Armentraut, and he'll take good care of her, "
the smirking voice continued, "He thinks the world of me
now. I can't put a foot wrong."

Raven answered with intent to wound. "When's the new
gun's crew coming along ? 'bout time they got here, isn't
1t 2 I can just imagine some big hairy-arsed petty-6ffiger
shaking you up. Make the best of i%t, sonny. Your honeymoon's
nearly over,"

"Ah, but perhaps I won't even be hers," replied Cecil,
but when Raven turned to look at him agaln he put a hand over
his mouth with an affected geSture. "What d'you mean by
that ?" asked Raven, but Cecil only shook his head with his
big eyes showing above his hand., "Ah, that's telling," he
mimbled,

"Out of the way, ratbags!" shouted a loud coarse volice,
and the Third Mate shouldered past carrying a cargo-cluster
in each hand. The battered metal hoods of the lights
clanked against the hatch coaming as he fired a parting shot

about bloody useless passengers, and Cecil flounced away,.
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"At least I might be somewhere where I don't have to put up
with that sort of thing," he called over his shoulder to
Raven,

The assistant steward came out of the pantry and added
to the din by swinging the dinner bell; after a moment Raven
went In to eat a meal which their stay in port had not
improved. The Third Engineer was 1ln good form that day,

telling of his adventures with a Second Avenue hooker, ;and
Raven sat on listening to him until the Third Mate came in,
",.e80 I give 'er the money, see, an'! she stuck it away in
'er bag. But she weren't too clever about where she put

'er bag down., First time she turned 'er back, I were 1n an!
out of it like a prize cockerel, Cheapest little bit I

ever 'ad,"

He gazed around triumphantly at the half-believing smiles,
and the Third Mate packed beef, parsnip, and potato onto hisa
fork. Carefully topping it off with a dab of gravy, he
shoved this load into his mouth and mumbled "Not as. cheap
as Sparky gots his, I'1l bet."

The Third Englneer gave him a questioning leer, and the
other man swallowed noisily and gestured with his fork,
"What about it, Sparky ? Does it cost you anything, or do
you get pald for it oM

Raven smiled tightly, without answering, and the Third
Mate commenced to assemble another load on his fork. His
flat round face assumed a thoughtful mdlice,; and he

conbtinued "Where's she live, Sparky ¢
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"Who 're you talking about ?" enquired Raven, and the
other looked at him in pretended surprise. "Why, who 'd
yer think ? That little bit o' stuff that cyou go nipping off
to see every night."

"Aye, that's reet," interjected the Third Engineer,

He antlclpated a little sexual innuendo, and his mind slipped
Into a well-worn groove. "I saw you slipping aboard at two
o'clock yes'dy morning. That sort of thing's no good for a
growing lad, y' know. Must get yer sleep, or you'll be
getting dark rings under yer eyes."

"That isn't what's glving 'im dark rings under his eyes,"
said the Third Mate wittily. "He's got one o' them real
long-bodied New York girls. You know - suck 'em in and blow
tem out in bobbles."

The Third Engineer emitted a loud guffaw, which was
checked abruptly when Raven reached across the table, took
the Third Mate's plate by the edge, and flipped the contents
up into that officer's face, "Hey, that's no way to do,"
he protested, as the Third Mate jumped up with his face a
dripping mask of gravy. "Now just calm down, you boysi"

"Calm down be beggaredl" roared the Third Mate., "You -
you - hey, come on, we'll settle this on deck! . I've been
just walting for a chance to have a crack at youl"

Raven Jumped up to follow him out of the saloon, but they
collided in the doorway., The lThird Mate caught him a short

painful punch in the belly, and he responded by jerking up

his elbow and catching the other sharply under the nose,
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which promptly began to bleed. "Not bloody fairy" howled
the Third Mate. "I'11 kill you for that, you 1little
bleeder}"

He attempted to lock his arm around Raven'!s neck, and they
wrestled their way down the passage to the outer doorway,

The weather-sill and the black-out curtains presented
complications here, and they grunted and panted against each
other whilst the Third Engineer shouted "Nah then, Queensberry
rules! You'll do yerselves a mis-cheef if you fight like
that"

"You bet I'll do 'im a mischief," grunted the Third Mate,
but Raven had now got behind him and was pinioning his arms,
Half-laughing and half-crying, he impelled the Yhird Mate
forward with a resounding slam against the bulkhead, and the
Chief Steward poked an astonished head out of the pantry
to shout "Jesus! Bloody Sparky's bloody killing the bloody
Third Matel"

However, 1t was Raven's turn to suffer as the Third Mate
propelled himself backwards with equal force, crushing Raven
between himself and the opposite bulkhead. Raven decided
that more space was desirable, and at the cost of a rcouple of
savage klcks on the shins he manage to turn the Third Mate
round and shove him through the doorway. They tripped on
the high weather-sill and toppled fofwards, but their fall
was somewhat broken by another man who was making purposefully

into the doorway at that moment.

"What the flaming hell are you up to, silly idiots 2"
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The Leading Seaman raised a ginger eyebrow. "One o' them,
is -he ?" he engquired, and Raven gave him a brief account of
affajrs. "Oh well, suits me,” said the naval man, "I was
afraid I'd got aboard one o' them dirty old tramps, but it
looks as though he's going to clean 'er up a bit."

“Thy - haven't you sailed on a ship like this before 9"
agsked Raven, and he made a great contemptuous sound of
"Nahhhht"

‘hipping off his cap, discovering a fag-end tucked away
within it, lighting it, replacing his cap, and blowing out a
cloud of smoke, all as it seemed in one well-trained
movement, he commented "I been most o° my time on good ships
since I been attached to the Merchant Navy. Good 'igh—ciass
cargo ships, clean an' fast an' comforitable.?

He drew a final whiff on his tab-end and dropped it
overside, looking about him with a cheerful disdain. "These
old waggons are the slums of the sea," he said. "Proper
torpedo-meat, they are. Makes you feel ashamamed of yerself
when you see 'em flying the Red Ensign.”

"There seem to be plenty of them about, anyway," answered
Raven., He felt a strange loyalty arising for the despised
wvessel, and for the moment overlooked all her defects. “"They
do as good & job as the next one, I s'pose."

"Do a good job for the flippin' shipowners, you mean, "
daid the ginger gunner. "Never mind the poor sods that 've
got to sail in 'em. 'couse, it doesn't worry me anyway. I'm

a long-service man -~ been in the Navy since before the war.
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I'm laughing now that I'm in this job, so it doesn't worry me
what I have to sail in."

He waved a casual salute and swaggered off to find the
Captain, saying "Ta-ta for now.” Raven didn't seem him again
until a couple of days later, when he was marching along the
deck very closely behimd Cecil, grinning ferociously and
talking in a rapid underione. The new gun's crew was being
kept busy, since the day afier they arrived a floating crane
had hoisted aboard a new 4-inch high and low angie gun and
four new 20 mm, automatic cannon.

Raven found that his melancholy at the thought of leaving
Kenny was becoming tinged with & strange eagerness to go.

In fact, the whole crew had become suddenly sick of the
shore. They had spent all their money, and Captain Tempest
had resolutely refused to allow them any more, but that was
only the most obvious reason for this feeling. They had been
gripped by the seaman's odd hunger to be on the move, if
onlly because it would bring them closer to the end of the
voyage.

The stevedores seemed to work at an ever-increasing tempo,
and when Raven returned aboard one early morning he was at
once shocked and guiltily exhilarated to see that one of the
hatches was completed and battened down, with the tarpaulins
already stfetched smoothly across the hatch-boards. It was as

though a coffin-lid had been closed upon a portion of his life
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then he walked with Kenny these days, it was through
streets that were gay and flashing with the immediate promise
of Christmas, with all the extra glitter of impending festival
in a country which has the natural decoration of snow. But
this year, there was a strangely doomed feeling about the
celebratiéns. The crowds in the streets and bars and
department stores all Eknew that this Christmas was the last
this side of bloody sacrifice, and the news from every front
was bad.

The shadow of parting densened between them, and she still
refused to answer the question which he asked with such
urgent monotony. He asked her again on one of those last
evenings, and she gave him a veiled look over the rim of
her glass. They were sitting in a quiet little bar which trey
ravoured; one of .ew .ork's myriad bars which with their
subdued lights and cosy booths and dreamy recorded music make
a pertect setting for city lovers.

Jith sudden resolution, she said,;%ranky, i don't want you
to talk about marrying me any more. nNot this sime. If you
come back to N'York again, and I - well, if we both feel the
same - then maybe we can talk-about it. Ukay %"

The strangely metallic tone of her voice seemed 10
penetrate to him with more decision than anything which she
had said betore. with a swirtiy-quenched flare of realisation,

he knew that she was past her first delight in him; it was

an ettfort to smile as he nodded and said “But you won't mind
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me writing about it, wiil you 7?*

Sne ndsitated, and a brief briiliant picture went across
her mind of nis race rloating just beneath the surface of
the sea; of his arms and legs which had cilutched her against
his smooth body wavering t0 the wash and surge of the wxaves,.
"It you waht t0," she sald quietiy, and then puvLidg LSl walid
on his and smiling into his eyes she murmuréd "But don't
waste 00 much time on mé, Frahky. iite's too short to

spend on too much remembertig..."
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
A Pler-Eead Jump
i

Yet memories were perhaps the best thing that she gave him
If it had not been for her, he would probably have seen no mo
of New York than the average seafarer, DBecause of her, he
could look back upon countless aspects of the soaring
triumphant clty, as well as on a myrlad poignant recollection
of his first love affair,

When through his memory the traffic streamed along Fifth
Avenue, and the exquisite women groomed like racehorses and
arrogant as boyars stepped along the pavements outside Tiffam:
he saw with most clarity the swift swing of her walk as she
hurried towards him out of the five.o'clock crowds, The songs
of those days all evoked the plcture of her face as they sat
endlessly talking; across restaurant tables, upon the couch
in her little apaftment, in subways and on ferries, When his
shipmatesj conversation returned to its endless tallk of
women, he could see.one woman alone; the curved white
Ssupple limbs, the close breathing warmth of the sleeper beside
him in the humming light-and-shadow of a clty night, the
constant new discoveries when passion itself is new, the
tear which slid through closed reluctant 1lids when the parting
came at last,

4s the last slings of cargo came aboard, and the Bo'sun

chivvied his crew around on clearing up the decks, he was

far from the time when he would be able to look back with
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a smile. He hung wretchedly about the gangway, without even
any work to do which might divert his mind, and exchanged
banalities with the U.S. Coast Guard who was posted on watch.,
"Phey tell me youse guys are going out East - Singapore or
somewheres," the Coast Guard said, and Raven shrugged
despondently. "God knows," he said dully. He had heard so
many rumours about their destination that he now disbelieved
them all,

"Yeah, the boss stevedore told me in confidence," the
Coast Guard continued, feeding himself a strip of chewing
gum, He chomped upon it until he had obtained a satisfactory
consistency, and remarked complacently "Youse can have it for
me. I don't wanna be shot up by no Japs."

"Hey, Sparky, you seen young Boyle ?"asked a voice in
Raven's ear, and he turned to see Ginger the gunner gazing at
him anxiously. "Young who ?" he asked, and the gunner
answered "You know - the little twerp that was aboasrd here
when we came."

"0h - you mean Cecil ¢V

"Dunno about that, but where is he ? He's been adrift
for two nights now, and I been mug enough to keep it dark,
They reckon we're sailing in a couple of hours, an' I'11l hatt
tell the 01d Man. I might do me hook if he cuts up nasty."

"How d'you mean = 'do your hook ?'" asked Raven, and
Ginger held out hls sleeve wilth the Leadlng Seaman's badge
embroidered upon it. "You know - loss me killick," he

explained. "If the 0ld Man reports me for letting a man
overstay his leave, they'll bash me down to A.B. again.”
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A worried frown added yet another complication to Ginger's
untidy features. "The Bo'sun reckoned you went ashors with
him wunst, so I thought you might have a clue. Has he got a
bit o! stuff or somethink ?"

"Not exactly," said Raven slowly, and Gilnger looked at
him with a kind of threatening appeal. "Don't hold out on
me," he saild. "I'1l go an' get him 1f 1t's not too far.

The coppers'll have 'im, else,"

Rave hesltated, thinking what the gunner might do and say
1f he knew the truth. There would be no subtlety about
Ginger's reaction; Cecil would be spared nothing.

"I'll go and get him myself," he said. "Just wait t111
I get my coat and scarf."

Ginger watched him anxiously as he returned to the
gangway. "Don't take too long," he said. "They've éot a tug
alongside already."

He pushed two or three crumpled notes into Raven's hand,
and gave him a clumsy pat on the shoulder. "Get a taxi back,
i1f you have to," he told him. "I'll see that we don't go
without you."

Raven hurried down the gangway, and scampered amongst the
fork-1ift trucks which were still wheeling and grinding about
the almost empty warehouse. As he hurried through the gate
he remembered with brief astonishment the enormous mounds
of cargo which were there when they arrived, and which had

already been stowed into their holds, A good prize for a

U-boat.
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The icy air of the streets crept up his sleeves and
trouser-legs as he stood looking about for a taxi, but it was
several minutes before one appeared. "Can't take you, buddy,
saild the driver when he gave the address. 'We got gas an!
rubber rationing now., Don't ya know there's a war on ? Ya'd
best take the subway."

He was luckier at the other end, but even then he had to
guide the driver from his recollection of where Armentraut's
apartment building was situated. He made several frustrating
false moves, and the driver was becoming Impatlent before he
finally recognised the imposiné facade, Forty-five minutes
had gone before he went up in the 1lift, but at last he found
himself standlng before the smug, sleek door which was
opened to him by the Filipino servant, "Nobody home," he
said., "You come back later, hey 2"

Raven pushed past him and stared about the great living-
room; ornate, spacious, and unreal as a plcture in a glossy
magazine, it offered no clues for his questing eyes.
Twittering with fury, the Filipino clawed at him with monkey
hands and then scampered for the telephone; Raven opened one
door after asnother, hurried down a corridor, looked into a
bathroom all black tiles and pink marble, and then found
Cecil cowering beside the bed in the huge master bedroom.,

"Clothes on, quick!" snapped Raven. "Up and out of it}
We're sailing in an hour!"

"Not me, not me, not me!" wailed Cecil insanely, "What's

1t got to do with you ¢ None of your business,...I'm all
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right here...you leave me alone..."

Raven gtrode towards him and caught him by one smooth
arm, trying to drag him to his feet, but he sagged back to th
carpet with a whimpering protest. "Get up, you bloody little
fooll" hissed Raven. "You can't get out of it now. They'll
only cateh you if you stay here, and then you'll spend the

rest of the war in jail.,"

"Don't care, don't care, sooner do that than go back to
sea," blubbered Cecil. "It's nothing to do with you...you're
not my boss..."

"Come on...where's your uniform 2" snarled Raven, and the
gunner screamed deflantly "Burnt it - and I'd like to burn
you up too! I'm not going back and you can't make mel"

Raven glanced at his watch, and then hefted Cecil to his
feet by hooking his hands under his armpits. "You're -
coming - back - with me - now!" he panted. "I don't give a
damn about you, but you'll be getting other people into
trouble. Get some bloody clothes on! Here - this'll do -
and this - "

Cecll jumped up and clawed at him; with a feeling of
savage pleasure, Raven slapped him brutally across the face.,
"There, that'll teach you not to tell a lot of bloody lies
about what a great big hero you are," he snapped, "I covered
up for you once, but not again."

He pushed and dragged Cecil's shaking body into the flimsy

clothes which Armentraut had bought for him, and then

shouldered him towards the door just as the Filipino rushed
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in shrieking "Mr. Armentraut coming...wait one minute,..
Mr. Armentraut coming..."

Cecil baulked at that, but Raven shoved him along and out
of the apartment. The 1lift attendant watched with mouth open
as he took them down, and Raven was poiséd for another:
battle getting him out of the 1ift, but the youngster shamble
ahead like a zombie.

He was galvanised back to life by the sight of Armentraut
hurrylng into the foyer, and flew forward to grasp at his
protector, -"Otto," he sobbed. "Otto..."

Armentraut took in the situation with a single glance at
Raven and at the lift-man standing in his open door, and his
face closed like a.-.safe. "What seems to be the trouble 2"
he asked without expression, and Raven burst out in a high
jerky volce "You'll be in trouble if you keep this kid away
from his ship, you dirty big..."

He could not think of the appropriate word, but glared
iInartlculately at Armentraut; the big man answered "
smoothly "You've got it all wrong, sonny. I've never kept
him from going back. He must 've got the wrong ldea, that's
all. Maybe he diant know that his leave was over, hgh 2"

He disengaged himself, ungently, from Cecil's clutching
grasp, and with a sideways look at the lift-man said with
horrid amiability "Been hitting the hooch again, have you ¢
C'm on, stand up straight. Get back aboard and Sleep it off,

why don't you ? Drop in and see me next time you hit New

York. I'm always glad to put one of you guys up for a night
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or two.”

He was grféping for his blll=rold, end with this familiar
wezpon in his hand he took complete command, Jerking his head
at ihe 1if% men, he pushel several notes lntc his hand sa he
ran forward, "Gobt & cab for these boys,” he ordered, "I'll
run nyself up to the apartment., Anyone wants to be {aken up,
b¢ll Tem that I'm engaged.”

He looked at the money which the lift-sttendant held, and
the man said "Yes sir, Mr, Armentraut. C'm on, kids, let's
hit the street,”™

Armontraut pecod smoothly aeross the foyer and into the
11ft, and in & second or two the door moved silently shut.
Cceil gaped st its dDlank surface as Reven urged him forward,
and the lift-man mede asz though to offer him one of the notes
which he held, "I guess you'll meed this for the taxi," he
sald hesitantly, and Roven answored “Get stuffed.”

Thoy found e cad outside, #nd Cecil slumped into one corner
with his eyes closed., He saild in a bewlldered volce "I'11
never forgive Otto for this,” and Raven anawered kindly
*It1's better this wey, You'd only 've get yoursel! into a
lot of trouble,"

He looked at his watch again, silently urging the taxi
driver to make better time through the slotted traffle, and
continued in a voice whieh was an unconsclous imitation of
higomwri ‘Tather bYeing kind bub ﬁrﬁ: "Bagides, think of
your parents, They wouldn't like it 1f you went %o 3jail."”

"Ne porontsl® sald Cecil in & scalding tone, 2nd slid
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back fmto the sullen quicksands of his thoughts. ZThey
travelled the rest of the wey in silence, and when they
reached the ioeuding pler Reven crammed the fare into the
driver's herds and mstled Cesll through teesrds the
g&ng'myu. With 8 sinking heart he saw a group of men
standing at the head of it; the Bo'sun and a couple of men
waltinz to heul 1% in, Ginger the gunner, ¥Mr, Eesdwell, and
the Captailn.

"Whet sort of gnd-dammed caper is this ?¥ the rasping
volce demanded before he had set foot upon the planks, and
Cectl checked abruptly. Raven dug him in the back,
mtterinz "Go on - he can't est you," and the young gunner
faltered the remaining few yards ss though they were the
steps to the gallows.

The ship wes loeded so deeply that the gangway was algont
horizontel, and the Captain stood barring the way sboard.
"mhat's the god-damned idea of holding up MY ship t¥ he yelled
at them, and as he made 2 drematic gesture Raven noticed the
bright new gold of the fourth ring sewn on his sleeve, “Tugs
walting - pllot sboard - and I've got to hang about waiting
for two snotty-nosed apitle spit-bags thst should fve been
drowned st birthi® '

The 1ittle man bounced on his toes, glaring at them as they
stood awkwardly polsed on the narrow plsnis. The Bo'sun
winked a% Raven over his shoulder, and lir. Keadwell made &
norvous sdjustment to his battered old cap. "All right,*
barked the Captein, %If you want to play silly buggers, 1
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can play silly bugzers o0, But remombeor thls -~ THR
CAPTAIN ATLWAYS WINS)"

‘He bounced on his toss again, opening hia syes very wide,
™hare 1l be no shore lsave and no money for the palr ot'ycm
for the rest of the trip, not if wetre out ten bloody yearsi®
he yapped. "And furthermore I™m reporting the pair of you to
your respective establishments ashors, All-right-carry-oneir,
=Eaadwell."

He swung around and pattered off towsrds tha bridge, and
Ceoll ahrank back from the lunging approach of Ginger,

"Gome on, bastard-face," grunted the leading Seamsn, "You 'nt
me's got things to talk about,"

Raven walked aboard past the Bo'sun, who asked "How?s your .
respective establishment ¥" as he bent to loose the gangway . |
lashings. MNr. KEeadwell nodded and sighed, and muttered "We'll |
be dbetter off when we get out to mea. Never get anything !
but troubls in port," |
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CEAPTER EIGHTERN
The Blg Shakee-up
-

Costellors normally red face was almost purple with eold,
and Lis blg chepped fingers looked 11ke bsd bansnas es he
cluwsily smscked his yéintbruah sgeinet the bulkhesd,
"Peinting shlp at sea in this weather,” he anarled-i§ 61d
Stanley. "Ee must be bloody mad,"® -

014 Stanley cenbimied his chirpy whistling, wielding his
brush with the same tewmpo, ¥It's bhis akip $111 the owners
gots 1t back ageln,” he commented., "Fe csn peint 1t
sky-blue pink If he's a feney thet wey,"

Wenker's Doom punctusted this statement with his wsual
eretinous cackle, and the three of them cortirived slapping
grey paint onto the portion which they'had elresdy scraped
and ref-lesded, Chips of old paint 1ying ebout their feet
were like minieature strata telling the history of the ship;
the white of peacetime overleid with grey sandwiched in
between red leesd,

The grey peint which they were now aprlying, as executants
of the Cspteinta order transmitted through Wr, Kesdwsll and
the Bo'aun thet ™he gode-dermed ship wents smRrtening up;
ahe looks 1like a flosting brothel,™ war almost exectly ﬁhe
some shade es4the-aelm.grey sees through which they were

steamings On their starbeard hsnd wes +the flst ccaptline of

Yow Jaruoj, looking stark and sbandoned urder the Irigid
winter sly; they were sailing down to their conbioy rendesvous



- 1z
at Hampton Roads, off the U.,S. Naval Base at Norfolk,
Virginia.

Costello had just stuck his paint-brush back into the pot,
and begun to fumble for a cigarette with his half-frozen
fingers, when the three seamen were shocked into activity by
the clangorous command of the alarm bells, . Spouting curses
like a broken sewsr, they grabbed ﬁp their life-jackets and
tin hats and ran to thelr action stationg, conscious that
Captain Tempest was only too anxious to catch any stragglers.

That officer stood on the bridge with his thumb pressed
agalnst the alarm button, listening to the pounding of fest
along iron decks. Releasing the button, he studied his watch
for exactly thirty seconds, and the moment he dropped his arm
the gun-platform telephone rang. "Bridgel" he snapped into
1t, and the telephone rating's volce said nervously "Four-inch
gun's crew closed up, sir."

"Right," he said, and turned to hurry out of the wheel-
house, He collided with the Third:-Mate coming up the ladder,
blinking his afternoon's sleep out of his eyes and fumbling
with the tapes of his life-jacket, barked "You're five
seconds late - get to your station!" and bounded down the
ladders to the main deck.

Within the next two minutés, he had made a complete rourd
of ‘everya ction station on the ship. On the boat~deck, he
reprimanded two men who had left their neatly-packaged

survival-suits in their buniks. In one of the gun pits, he

tore into the gunners for not having taken off the rubber




162
"French letter" which protected the gun's rifling from spray.
On the gun-platform aft, he made a céreful survey of the
gun's crew as they posed like a waxworks group at their
positions; the loading mumber with a shell ready for the
breech, the gunlayer with his eye pressed against the
telescope, and so on. Unable to find any fault, he ssampered
back to the bridge and rang the "All Clear,"

The crew dlspersed with mutinous threats and whines, some
back to work and others to thelr off-duty relaxations.
"Getting so a man needn't bother to take his friggin' boots
off," whimpered the Cook to the Chief Steward. "Four
friggin' action station drills since we left New York, and
never when you're expectin! of 'em., WNe nerves won'!t stand 1it,
I tell ya."

These unexpected drills were regarded as a totally
unwarranted intrusion into the rights of seamen, but after
the first two drills no one was game to make any protest. On
those occasions, Captain Tempest had made 1% clear thet he
was In earnest. "You won't get sny warning when you're
attacked, and you won't get any warning from me," he had
yelled at the group of shivering sleepy seamen who had
protested at being startled out of their watch below. "What's
the use of these Saturday afternoon drills when you're all
expecting 'em ? I'm going to keep you busy as whores when
the fleet's in, t1ll I'm satisfied with you."

When they steamed up the Chesapeake a day and a half

later, and dropped anchor amongst the fleet of .cargo ships

A
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which was already assembled and waiting for convoy, he ordered
a full-scale boat drill. The boats were to be actually
lowered into the water, fully manned, loaded with all

survival eguipment, cast off, snd rowed once around the ship.

Raven's part in this was to load the lifeboat radlos into
the boats, and when the bell went he staggered down the ladders
from the bridge, lugged the radios up onto the boat-deck,
and stood wailting his chance.

The port boat was already being lowered, with the davits
springing and bobbing under its wéight and the taut ropes
creaking like wood as they were slowly pald off round the
bollards. A line of men from all departments of the ship was
straining back upon each rope as though they were fighting
a tug-o'-war with invisible opponents; as anchor-man on one
of the ropes, the Bo'sun uttered the strange cries which have
replaced sea-chanties, "See-hol! See-hil Down a blt aftl:
sh-ha! Ee-hum! Easy forrardl] Ah-hum! Ah-ho! So she goesl!
See-hum! See-hi...l"

Jerking and groaning as the bar-tlight ropes crept through
the blodks, the boat slowly disappeared below the level of the
boat-deck. Glancing over the grey waters of the anchorage
to the other grey ships which were anchored there, Raven saw
that the nearest of them was lined with interested spectators,
"Is she sinking under yer, mates ?" came a faint mocking
hail across the water, and the Bo'sun bellowed back "We're
get'n out an'! letting the rats take overil"

The boat took the water with a squattering splash, the rope

ladders were tipped over and unrolled themselves with a
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clattering of rungs, and the crew began to swarm down them
towards the boat, With the heavy lifeboat sets to lower down,
Raven was the last to take to the ladder; he had just lowered
himself over the side when a wild chorus of yells, curses and
contradictory orders made him bob his head up agaln. He
could see the crew of the other boat milling about the deck,
but a sharp hall from his own boat made him keep on going
down. "Something wrong with the starboard boat, I think,"
he panted when he had gingerly squeezed himself into the packed
mass of men, and the Bo'sun grunted "Left the bloody plug
out, for a dollar,"

"Leggo the falls - cast off the painter," ordered Mr.
bLeadwell from the tiller, "Fend her off, you men on the
starb'd side! Unship the oars! Look slippy now - this tide!ll
have us down to Cape Henry if we let 'er drift." .

The clumsy oars were disentangled from the legs and torsos
which were resting upon them, and 1oud1y compared tO'various
orifices and organs of the human body as they were fitted
into the rowlocks. 4 few flakes of snow drifted down upon the
boat's crew as they made an awkward attempt at rowing, some -
dabbing the blades into the water, others plunging them deep,
others céckling with furious mirth as they missed their stroke
altogether and toppled back on the thwarts. "Give way togethexy
now," sald Mr. Keadwell patiently., "Dear me, how'd you ever
do in a seaway ? TYou've got to keep time. Now - in. Outb.
In. Out, That's the idea. Take your time from stroke. In.

Out. Keep it up, lads; nicely, now,"
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"Mind my muckin' neck!" yowled one of the rowers as a

clumsily-wielded oar caught him in the back; perched on one
of the thwarts, Raven also wondered how the boat's crew would
do in a tumultuous Atlantic seaway., Only ebout half the
crew had room to row, and most of them were obviously making
their filrst attempt; they were hampered by the other bodles
pressed closely about them and by the gear which was stowed
in the boat, and there was no feeling that anyone except Mr.
Keadwell and the Bo'sun knew what they were doing. "Dis
sailor's yob, not fireman's yobl" squealed Paderooski as he
tugged at his oar, and the Cook panted "The man's a bleedun'
maniac, that's what 'e is - a bleediéin! maniac. I'll see the
Union when we get back, see if I don't,"

Laden with almost thirty men, with iron tanks containing
blsculits and other provisions, water breakers, sea anchor,
mast, salls, rigging, the radio sets, bundles of ollskin-wrapped|
clothlng, and a miscellany of small tools and other items
degsligned to sustaln the shipwrecked mariner, the boat crawled
along like some obese sea-monster which propelled itself by
frall and uncertain legs, "I did two weeks in one of these

' remarked the Chief Engineer. "And every

bloody things,'
minute of 1t sitting on a bolt-head., Most of the crew wére
in one boat, and I couldn't get anyone to change places., I've
st1ll got the mark on my tail."

Raven gave him a respectful glance, and then looked

upwards as they passed round the bows., He could just make out

the embossed words Austirian Duke - Cardiff, under their
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wartime grey, before the tide caught them and they were swept
down the starboard side. Above their heads they heard the
Captain squawking "Get the bloody falls onto theim winches, I
tell you, or I!'ll log every god-damned man that's here;" and
then had a fleeting sight of what had happened to the gtg;board
boat. One of the falls had jammed in the blocks, and the
other had been let go too qulekly, so that the bvoat was
hanglng suspended at an acute angle with its stern submerged,
"Sounds 1like a prostitﬁte's piénic - everyone getting rooted,"
guffawed the Bo'sun as they were carrled past.

The snow was beglinning to fall more heavily now, and Mr.
Keadwell saild "Put your backs into it, lads - get her round
the stern and back to the falls, or we!ll be here all night."

As they strained thelr cumbersome craft back to the empty
falls, a motor-launch came pushing its moustache towards
them across the darkening tide. They had just menaged %o
hook on the blocks, and the first men were swarming up the
ladders, when it %took a sweep alongside them and a voice yelled
"Tell your skipper there's a convoy conference to-morrah morning
We'll pick up him and the radio-man at oh-nine-hundred."

"Aye-aye," acknowledged Mr. Keadwell, and the Third Englneer

exclaimed "Hey, it's Christmas Eve tomorrow! That means we'll

be sailing on Yhristmas Dayl"
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CHAPTER NINETEEN
Orders and Errors
"

Carrylng a brand-new briefecase, Captain Tempest was duly
taken ashore to the Naval Base, wlth Flack shivering beside
him inside his old raincoat. They returned at noon, and the
Captain sent down word to Mr. Keadwell that he wanted all the
crew mustered amidships at one o'clock. He had continued
Captaln Macnamara's habit of eating his meals in his cabin, so
that the saloon was free to discuss this order with many
gloomy, ribald, or fantastic interpretations, "That means
Russia, see if it don't," predicted the Third Englneer, and
Mungo Maclaren glanced up from his plate long enough to grumble
"Ach, the wee man was always over-fond of the sound o' his
own volce. Likely he'll jist tell us we're no'! to drink
anything on Christmas Day,"

"You're all wrong," said Flack with satisfaction, but would

not say any more than that he was not authorised to impart
any information. "Always supposing that you have any to
impart, of course," said the Chief Engineer with heavy irony,
and Flack bucked 1n his chin with a look of spinterish
outrage.

When Mr. Keadwell reported to the Captain that the crew
was mustered, he came bouncing out of his accommodation onto
the lower bridge, and stood for a moment with his hands on
his hips and staring down at them,

"I know that you all think I'm a bastard," he barked, and
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a sudden med squall of laughter rose from the men who were
looking up at him. "Oh no, Captin,” protested a sarcastic
voice, and another one cried "You must 'a' been reading our
letters ™

Captain Tempest walted until it diled down, frowning at them
until they were shuffling uneasily., "But I don't carel" he
continued, "I don't like this ship nor anything about it,
and I'm going to change everything. I've made a start already,
but it is only a start."”

He wagged hils finger at them, saying "We're saillng at
four a.m. to-morrow morning, Chiistmas Day, for Singapore.
Things are tough out there, and they're going to get tougher.
For your sakes, and my sake, and the sake of the ship, and
most Important of all for the sake of the CARGO, you're going
to be kept on your toes."

Pausing dramatically, he swept his gaze over them as
though in search of one particular face, and then barked
"Gunner!"

$irg"

Ginger jumped forward, delivering what he afterwards
described as a 'very tiddley salute.! Captain Tempest sald”
"You'll exercise your full gun's crews every day, both arméd,
service and merchant service ratings. 411 gun's crews will
stand-to at dawn and dusk. If I catch any man who's not
keeping a good look-out at any time on any wateh, he's for the

high jump. TUnderstood 2"

3
"Sir}




Ginger saluted again, and the Captain shouted "Third
Officeri"

The *hird Mate gave a startled look around, and then ralsed
a hand 1like a shy schoolboy who wants to leave the room,
"You'!ll see that all boats are in tip-top condition., You
have my authorlty to use any ratings you need to help you,
whether they're from the deck, engine-room, catering
department, or gun's crew, Understood ?"

The Third Mate gave an embarrassed grin, and Captain
Tempest continued "As for the rest of you, I can warn you now
that we'll have a fullaction-sbatlions drill at least once a
day, without notice., I don't care what you think about it,
I'p doing 1t to keep you on your toes all the time. Maybe
you'll be inconvenienced, but it's a lot more inconvenient
when you're dead. Thatt's all,"

He swung around and disappeared back into hls accommodation,
leaving everyone gaping up at the spot where he had been,
There was a moment's silence, and then an incredulous voice
sald "He carn do all that. What's 'e think we are - a shower
o! cattle or somethink 2"

"The Union, boys, the Union," bellowed the Cook, "They'll
sort 'Im out. Just wait till pay-off day, that's all, We!ll
put 'im through the mincer, Mske a note of it, Keep it all
in your teads,"

He rubbed his meaty hands together, and the Bo'sun looked

at him as though he was an unpleasant morsel in one of his

own stews., "Save yer time, Doctor," he drawled., "Safety of
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the ship, see ? The skipper's entitled to do anything he
likes for that. Look at yer Articles, an'! you'll see it all
down in black an' white.”

The whipping wind prevented the argument from continuing
mach longer, and as the crowd broke up Flack beckoned Raven
to follow him up to the wireless room, In hls usual
disgusted manner, he explained that of the fifty-four ships
agsembled for convoy, by far the greater number were bound for

the U.K. Only elght of them, including the Austrian Duke,

were destined for other ports, and these were to be diverted
towards Gibraltar when the convoy reached Longltude 40°.
These were to link up with a convoy bound from England to
Singapore via Cape Town.

The executlve order for the convoy's departure was to be
given by radio. If the Naval Staff decided that conditions
were satisfactory, the code-word BRIGHT would be transmitted
on 500 kilocycles. If there was any reason for the convoy
to be delayed, the code-word BLIND would be used instead,

"So you'll have to be called at three forty-five," said
Flack. "Hop up here an' set watch on 500 kc¢/s, and if you
hear the word BRIGHT then tell the mate on wateh, He'!ll
pass 1t on to the skipper, and bob's yer uncle."

"Taking us out in the dark, are they 2" asked Raven, and
Flack sald "Aye., Looks like being a nice dirty 0ld morning
for 1it, too, the way 1t's blowing up. But that's none of our

worry. Just see that you've got those 'phones on before

four o'eleock, an'! don't wake me up while yer doing it."
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The Chief Engineer and the deck officers having been likewise

instructed that the actual sailing of the convoy depended upon

orders from ashore, it was not long before the whole ship

knew of 1t. With an eye on the weather, which was now

gending snow-squalls whirling out of the darkening northern

sky, %the crew felt that they had a sporting chance of

Christmas at anchor after all, "It'1ll still be black dark at

four in the morning," argued Costello with the Chief Steward.

He had just brought back the sallor's mess-traps to the

galley after tea, and stood warming his bottom agalnst the

banked-up fire. "Stands to reason they won't take us out if

it's like this."

The Chief Steward, who had been discussing the crew's
Christmas dinner with the Cook, gave a knowing sniff, "The
bloody Yanks 'll do anything," he replied. "Be just like them
to push the convoy out anyway, just to show how good they are."

"Ah, and on a Christmas Day an' all," broke in the Cook.
Proper lot of 'eathens, they are. All they think about's
their gah~-dam Thanksgiving."

"Fat lot we got to give thanks for anyroad," mourned the
Chief Steward. "Proper hell-ship this one's going to be."

Costello yawned, seeing that he was not going to provoke
anything interesting in the way of an altercation. "Oh well,
I'm for me bunk," he said. "I've got the twelve-to-four this
passage. That's gonna ¥e fun, too = up there with old
Maclaren."

And at midnight, he fumbled his way up onto the bridge.
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There was no blackout In port on this side of the Atlantic,
but there were no lights on except the ship's riding-lights
and a faint blue light in the chart-rooms The rest of the ship,
except for the engine-room watch, was asleep, and the Third
Mate brushed by Costello with a grunted "Stand-by man's
already gone down., Mr, HMaclaren 'll be up in a minute.
G'nighte. "

His sea-boots thumped softly away down the ladders, and
Costello was alone, Anchor-watches were technically kent

the gatlors
by one officer and three seamen, but == took in turns %o
stand by on the bridge and spent the rest of the watch dozing
in the galley or on the englne-room gratlngs.

Costello paced up and down for a few minutes, huddling
himself up against the sesking wind and looking morosely out
at the riding-lights of the other ships, After a while he-
began to wonder what was holding up the Second Mate, stepped
Into the chart-room to see that 1t was half-past twelve, and
muttered to himself "8illy bastards couldn't 've woken 'im up
properly. Just like that Third Mate to go down before his
relief was up here, I'd better - ™

He checked, listening to a confused sound from the lower
bridge. Hurrying outside again, He was just in time to meet
the Second Mate as he heaved himself up onto the bridge,
stumbling over the last step and almost going to his knees,
"Don't wake the skipper!" hissed Costello urgently, and

lMaclaren gave a cracked laugh., "It's you, me boyo, is ut ¢"

he demanded. "I dldn't think you'd be scared of a wee
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fella of his stamp."

"Not a matter of being scared," murmured Costello with a
grin to himself, "But what's the use of 'im breaking up the
party 2"

Wonder where he keeps it ? he was thinking; I could just
do with a good slug on a night like this. "Why 'n't you come
in the chart-room - have a lay-down on the settee 2" he asked
kindly. "No sense 1n you standing around out here., I'll give
you a shake if I see anything."

Maclaren placed a hand on hls shoulder, leaning on him
heavily. "D'you know, I believe ye're right," he said
portentously. "I'm feeling a wee thing under the weather,,."

He moved forward like a blind man, and shuffled through into
the chart-room. Costello's brain teemed like a wasp's nest
with mallcious thoughts as he moved in beside the Second Mate,
and watched him first sit and then stretch himself out on the

settes,

"Call me an old has-been, would he ?" rumbled the Seéond
Mate with hls eyes closed. "I was a shipmaster before he
could feed himself...aye, and real ships, t00..."

He gave a gargling snore, said loudly and clearly "Call me
when you see the pilot-boat, Nr. Methuen;'and then his head
flopped over onto his shoulder as though he had been cut
down from a gallows.

Out for the count, ruminated Costello, and after watching

Him for a few minutes just to make sure he crept down the

1adders and into the officers' alleyway. The Second Mate's
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door was éjar, and. the cabin was softly 1lit by the shaded
bunk-light; Costello went stralght to the bunk, looked under
the pillow, and found one empty bottle and one three-quarters
full. "Can he stow it awayl!" he whispered, and then glanded
round as though someone might have heard him.

He hesitated for some time after this, stafing at the
bottle in his hand as though hypnotised by 1ts.amber glow.,

A gentle noise made him start, but it was only the door-curtain
moving in a draught, and he muttered "Ach - to hell with uti"

Jerking out the cork, he took the first long swallow. The
amber glow transferred itself to hils Insides, and he sat down
on the settee and gazed calculatingly at what remained. I- .-
haven't got the old man's stomach, he reckoned; there's just".
about enough.

As he took the second swallow, he thought: ©One of the
other lads '11 be around before long. They'll cover up for
me, especlally 1f there's a sup left in the bottle, Might as
well make myself comfortable,..

Lying stretched on the galley bench, Wanker's Doom shifted
uncomfortably, opened one eye and looked at the clock, Seven
bells, he thought blearily. Wonder why no one called me for
stand~by *? _

But the galley was warm, and the folded life-jacket under
his head gave a modicum of comfort, His eyes closed again}

In the fo:c'sle, the other stand-by man. had his head on

the table, near the now cold mug of tea which he had poured out

for Costello at one o'clock, His gentle snore was repeated bj
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one of the sleepers in the bunks around him,

At four o'clock, the Second Engineer descended to the engine-
room. Normally, one of the firemen would have gone up to the
galley to make his tea, but Big Cyril decided that the deck was
too cold at this hour of & winter's morning. He took a
shovelful of red-hot coals out of one of the fires, and bolled
his hook-pot on that. Taking the hot water Into the engine
room to pour on the condensed milk and tea-~leaves in the bottom
of the engineer's mug, he asked "Are we off then, Second 2"

"Doesn't look like 1t," the Second Engineer replied, He
took the tattered beret off his naked skull, and wiped.it
contemplatively over his face., "Merry Christmas," -he said
grudgingly, and Big Cyril chuckled. "It might be yet," he
gaid, and dodged back into the stoke-hold,

The Second replaced his beret, blew into his mug %o
disperse the floating tea-leaves, and sucked up a mouthful,
Bloody fools, he thought about ne one in particular, and
then glanced at the telephone to the bridge. No, let them
call me if they've anything to say...

Silent except for the occasional clank of & shovel drifting

up from the stoke-hold, snd the ateady pulsing of the dynamo

in the engine room, the Austrian Duke lay dark and still at

her anchorage as the other ships of the convoy came to life.
Thelr anchor chalns rumbled up throush tie hawse-pipes, engine-
telegraphs clanged, steam hissed and engines started their

long stéédy beat, Some of them psssed gquite near the Austrian

Duke, so that their wakes lapped and rippled along her sea-
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bitten sides, but none of the sounds they made were ercugh to
waken the sleypers sboard, or to penetrate to the watch in the
engine-roonm,

The Second Engineer idled around his silent machinery,
dwarfed by the huge derk-gleaming structures which stood all
around him, end at last began upon & asmall project of his owm;

& table~-lamp mede out of msolid brsss which was destined to grace
his ¥ellasey vills, He wes so éngrbaaed in this that he didn't
notice the sssistent steward's feilure to bring him tsa and toast
at six-thirty, snd his file grizsled away st the braas until
slmost seven.

He bent to blow away some Pilings, =nd then straightened
with & puzzled frown, Through the great white-painted steel
vwalls which ecurved up into the shadows on sither side, dowmn
the ventilators and through the cloaed skylights and doors,

a sirange sound wmas penstrating; s nolsao 1like the distent
helléwing of a mechenical gilent,

YAROY, AUSTRIAN DUKEI" poared ths loud-hailer on the
gpproaching patrol-bort, "WHY ARRK'T YOU FOLIOWING ‘IH.! CONVOY ¢
REPORT YOUR DELAY, PLEASK]®

The Second heard the mmffled thunder of the patrol-boat's
screws approaching, beating t.hrough the water whish reached
far above his head, snd then heard the snormous volce again,
St111 frowning, he paced towards the telsphone end rang. the
bridge.
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CHAPTER TWENTY
No Rum for Chrlstmas
. -4

Captain Tempest, stretched rigidly out in his bunk and
sleeping with short vigorous snores, opened one eye. " - YOUR
DELAY, PLEASE!" he heard ovérwhelmingly; and the glasses in
his bathroom tingled with the vibration., He jerked upright,
snapping on his bunk light and staring unbelievingly at his
watch. Is it night, or morning ? he demsnded of himself, and
then the great voice sent him out of his bunk in a single leap.

Barefooted and in orange pyjamas, he bounded out onto the
lower bridge; through the dim icy Light of dawn he saw the stark
ocutline of the patrol-boat bearing down on his ship, and seemed
to shrivel before the slmultaneous blast of the northerly wind
and the huge shock of sound. "Holy Suffering Jeeeeeesus|" he
screamed, and took the bridge ladder in two great skips;la
glance into the chart-room showed him the Second Mate corpse-
like upon the settee, and then the engine-room telephone rang.
"Get those god-damned engines turning over!" he shrieked into
it without walting to hear who was calling; slamming it back
on the hook he péttered to the alarm button and leaned his
thumb against 1t.

Anyone who had not been wakened by the loud-hailer was sent
pelting out on deck by the clamouring alarm-bells; taking
advantage of their last night in a safe haven, most men had

taken thelr clothes off to turn in, and they came scurrying

along the decks still hopping into their trousers, dragging
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on jerseys, and shrugging on life~jackets, Most of them were
uncertain whether the'ship was sinking at her moorings or
whether this was just another action drill; fearful of the sea
on the one hand and Captain Tempest's wrath on the other, they
tumbled up to their actlon stations.

The bzidge telephone rang again, and when Captain Tempest
snatched 1t to his ear a feeble voice gasped "Four-inch gun's
crew closed up, sir." It paused, and then asked "How many
seconds this time, please szir 2"

Cep taln Tempest threw the lnstrument against the bulkhead
and leapt out onto the btridge, hugging his pyjams jacket
around him with arms that were almost paralysed with cold,

The bltter wind thrashed tears out of his eyes, and he pawed
them away like an infurlated child to see the groups of men
agssembled on the boat-deck. ¥Oh you silly goddamned useless
lot of bastards!™ he i&gééééaa at them through chattering -
teeth. "Get forrard! Get the anchor up! A man to the wheell
Why in the name of the great harlot of Jerusalem do I have to
suffer this 2"

Horrified, the crew stared across at the little figure in
its orange pyjamas dancing a frenzied jig on the bridge, and
then saw it in an access of fury pick up a fire-bucket from
the rack and cast it over onto the deck below, It struck
with a satisfying crash, and he followed it with several more
"STEWARD!" came a shrieking bellow then. "Bring my clothes
up onto the bridge! MNR. KEADWELL! Get that christly anchor
upi"

A familiar vibration pulsing up through his bare toes madé
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him cast a look overside. With incredulous eyes he realised
that the ship was moving with the anchor sti1l down, and that
the engines were going ahead; rushing back into the wheel-house
he seized 'the engine-rcoom telegraph and whirled it backwards
and forwards a number of times, returning the indicator to
Stop. From that he leapt to the telephone again, whizzed the
call~handle round, and as soon as he got an answer yelled
"Who the hell told you to start the engines "

"You didl" shouted the Second Bngineer. "You said 'Get
those engines turning overi'"

"Well don't get those god-damned engines turning over tii11l
you hear the telegraph next time"

"Well meke up your bloody mind theny"

"Don't talk like that! This is the Captaln speaking{"

"Merry Chrfistmas!" bawled the Second Engineer, and both
telephones clashed back onto their hooés. When the Captain
turned round again he saw Wanker's Doom cringing behind the
wheel and the Third Mate standing as far out on the wing of
the bridge as he could get, but by this time he was too
cold to say anything. "Tea," he chattered to the Chief
Steward, who came up with his clothes; by the time he hag
dragged them on over his pyjamas, and taken a few gulps at a
mug of tea made as he liked 1t, with plenty of condensed milk
and sugar, he was beginning to sort out the calamity in his

mind,

The slow grumbling of the windlass had been golng on as a

background to this thoughts, and when the Thirg Mate timorously
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drew his attention to the fact,tﬁépwghe anchor was aweigh he
snapped "Slow Ahead|"

As the telegraphs gave their whirling clangour he cast a
surreptitious glance at the patrol boat which was still
standing by. She steamed along beslde them as they gathered
way, and the light was strong enough now for him to make out
the white caps of the Coastguard officers on her bridge.
Imag;ping the comments which they might be making, he clenched
his fists in his pockets, then s trode to the telegraph and
tang Full Ahead. "Keep her as she goes for a moment," he
sald to Wanker's Doom, and ta the Third Mate he shouted
"Here - glve us a hand,™

The Third Mate scurried to obey, following the Captain
into the chart-room where Mungo Maclaren still lay upon the
settee. "Grab his other leg," grunted the Gaptain, taking hoid
of one of them, and commenced to pull.

"But - n
"Do as you're bloody toldil"

The Second Mate came off the settee with a sodden t hump, and
his eyes 'slltted open for an instant. As the two men dragged
him through the wheelhouse his head gave a single protesting
turn, and then his face was obscured as the skirts of his
coat were pulled up over it,

"Sir, you can'tl" protested the Third Mate as he saw what
the Captain intended to do., "You'll kill 'im}"
"That's the last thing I'm bloody worried about, " panted

the Captaln as he strove to drag the body nearer to the top
of the ladder., "I'd like to kill the whole god-damned lot




sz
of you."
"Not me," replied the Third Mate in a shuddering tone,
"T won't be mixed up in it."

Without his help, Captain Tempest couldn't shove the body
down the ladder as he had intended; if the Second Mate had
landéd head first, he would doubtless have broken his neck,
The Third Mate recelved a single venomous look, and then the
Captain turned away. "Get some men and take him somewhere,"
he snarled. "Make sure that I don't see him again."

No one slept during the watch below that morning. After
lengthy discussion of the circumstances, in which Céstello
took no part, a wary cheerfulness began to show like a gleam
of light through the c¢louds. Before midday, cackles of
laughter commenced to be heard; the whole affair was passing
into the traditions of the voyage, and would be gossiped over,
mimicked, boasted about, and finally stowed away into
individvual collectlons of yarns, with which to entertaln
shipmates on vessels and voyages yet far in the future.

In the smoke-fogged warmth of the fo'ec'sle and the gunners'
quarters, which were already beginning to heave and roll, a
certaln amount of Christmas spirit was beginning to show
itself. This lasted until eleven-thirty, when the men who
would go on watch at noon went to collect their Christmas
dinners. They departed whistling, and returned subdued,
showing their mates the kits in which reposed several slices

of cold corned beef and a handful of ship's biscuits, On-

the galley door, a typewritten notice had been attached which
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read as follows:
In order to bring home my disapproval of this
morning's lack of seamanship and good order, the
following measures are to be taken:
1. There will be no Christmaes dinner for the officers
or crew of thils ship.
2. There will be no Christmas 1ssue of rum or other
spirits.
3. MJ.Maclaren 1s relleved from all dutles aboard this
ship.
BY ORDER,

William Tempest, Master.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
The Eastward Haul
b
For the second time the Third Mate was being disappointed
in his expectation of stepping into the Second Mate's berth.
After Captaln Macnamara was taken ashore, he had been confident
of promotion, and had been bold énough to ask for it. "Wait
a day or so," Mr. Keadwell had bidden him cautiously, and
during that period Captain Tempest had.come aboard,
- When Mr. Maclaren was relieved from his duties, the Third
Mate's hopes had risen again. But nothing had come of them,

Three days had gone by, and Captain Tempest had made no‘mention

of it. In fact, he had shown very clearly that he did not trust

any of them to keep a watch., He haé hardly left the bridge at
all, He dozed on the chart-room settee, had his meals brought
up there, and made jack-in-the-box appearances into the wheel-
house at any hour of the day or night.

The Third Mate was warned of one of these eruptions by
hearing his volce snapping at the helmsman, "Watch your
steering, now] Don't let her fall off so muchl"

"Aye, aye sir."

There was jﬁst time for the Third Mate to pull himself
upright from his huddled positlon in the wing of the bridge
‘bEfore the Captain stepped ;outside. M"Seen anything yet 2

"N-no sir, Not a thing."
"Not very likely to, either - slouching in a corner like
a sack of turds, Yes, I saw“youl Keep on the move, man!

Keep your eyes skinnedll
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The 1lid of the binocular box flew open with a snap as the
Captain pulled out the glasses, and climbed up to the space
atop the wheelhouse known as the 'Monkey Island'. Bracing
himself against the binnacle, he made a long steady sweep of
the horizon. There was nothing to be seen; nothing but the
long seething battalions of waves which drove endlessly down
out of the north; the white-veined tumult of the ocean,
There was no.scrap of wind-torn smoke, no sky-pricking assembly
of masts, no straggler which might act as a milestone to the
convoy. Thelr chances of catching up with it diminished with
every hour,

Captain Tempest let the binoculars hang around his neck,
and gazed acidly down upon the water which éloshed about the
decks. Another wave ran swlftly along the port side, arched
1ts long supple grey-green neck, and casually flicked its
crest over the bulwarks. A couple of tons of water surged
about the decks, until the ship's roll clanked open the scupper
ports and let 1t out again., Within a few moments, the whole
process was repeated again,

Everything was streaming; running wlth perpetually driven
spray and gritty with salt., Ever since they cleared Cape
Henry they had been assaulted by this same northerly gale,
and the days had passed in sordid discomfort., The decks were
constantly awash, everything was battened down, the wind bellowed

dlamally about the funnsl and upperworks as the ship plugged
84011dly through the massive wind-flogged waves. Every now
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8 colossal foaming eruption would cascade over the bulwarks,
raging completely across the hatches %o splll itself over the
lee side, charging through an unwarily opened door, washing
like a savage brook along alleyways and into cabins. The
Cook wore sea-boots as he slithered about his galley, so
weary of cursing that he worked in morose silence; down in the
engine-room, the greasers clambered warily about the caged
monster which they attended.

Chumm-bom~-bom! Chumm-bom-bom! Chumm-bom-bom! reiterated
the reciprocating engines as they continued their treaéﬁill
progress upon the voyage; the great shining thrust-rods swung
up and down upon the enormous cams, plunging them down into
the pits and heaving them smoothly up again, Seventy-eight
times a minute the propeller shaft revolved, almost a hundred
feet of steel two feet in diameter; when a seaman went to read
the log whose spinner yjumped like a hooked fish amongst the
waves, he could hear the constant thud-thud-thud of the
screw beneath the surface, the occasional thrashing tumult as
one of its blades was heaved clear, the straining protest of
the rudder groaning upon its pintles.

There was a-sense of dogged endurance about the ship and
1ts engines; this was the test for which qpey had been
designed and bullt fhose twenty years befofe. Though she
was old and slow, she seemed to have the virtues of a veteran;
the wary battle-worn knowledge which enabled her to meet

yet another tussle with the sea. And, as with all ships,

136
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it was ilmpossible not to®think of her as a living entity,

Though she had been concelved in a‘drawing-dffice, brought

to 1life in the clamorous womb of a shipyard, and dellvered

by the gnarled hands of the men who had knocked away her

1aunqhing-ﬁho¢ks, she had somewhere in the process found a soul.
Eventually she won her contest with the waves, as she had

won so many before, and plugged her way through the storm to

a longitude where blue-gleaming swells rocked down towards

the doldrums. OComing on deck one morning after keeping the

four-to-eight watch, Raven was dazzled by an unaccustomed

sun; a coupls of days later men were working on deck without

their jerseys, and lines of washing fluttered in the breeze.
They were almost five hundred miles to the south of the

route which they had taken on their outward passage, and were

making a little more southing every day. Studying the chart,

Captain Tempest realised that they would soon arrive at the

dispersal-polint for the Singapore-bound section of the convoy,

and redoubled his own and his crew's efforts to see something

of it.

They were in vain, The Austrian Duke made her solitary way

across the swells, rolling in regular rhythm to their rise and
fall, and Gaptain Tempest paced her bridge with a sullen fury

at his failure. Even allowing for the delay caused by the storm,
he knew that he must have made as much easting as the convoy,

A single ship was always faster; she could make her own speed,

Instead of being restricted by the convoy., Something must

have gone wrong; some alteration of course must have been
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ordered of which he knew nothing, and the idiots ashore had
either neglected to send him a message or had forgotten all
about him. At this very moment when he strained his eyes
through the binoculars, the convoy might be just over the
horizon, but no sign of it ever appeared and no word ever came
for him. It almost seemed as though they had given him up for
lost,

But Captain Tempest was not the only man who was scanning
that area of ocean through binoculars. Aboard the submarine
Ui 284, there were four look-outs to every wateh who spent
~thelr whole time gazing out across the surging dark-blue
swells which camfglittering down towards them, raising the
wlde-bellied craft upon their sleek backs as they made down
towards the south., On one of these rhythmic elevations:
above the normal level of the sea, the lenses and prisms of
one look-out's binoculars tightened their grasp upon the
light-rays, and drew a tiny object near enough for him to
perceive., He spoke to the officer on watch, who bent to
the speaking-tube and said "Captain to the bridge, please,”

A few moments later, Ober-leutnant Freiherr August von
Muffling easéd his angular body up through the hatch, He
listened to the report, accepted the glasses which were
handed to him, and for a long time gazed through them in the
direction indicated,

Eventually he climbed up the periscope casing, :and held
himself with one arm brooked around it whilst he continued to
stare. Several minutes passed without any sound but the constant

thudding of the Diesel exhausts and the washing of the sea
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through the hull-casing, and then hé murmured "So..."

He lowered himself back to the deck and drew a cigarette-case
from his pocket, but omitted to light the cigarette which he
placed between his narrow lips. His mind was busy caleulating
a pumber of chances, but at the moment the chance of being .- :
observed did not worry him. A cargo vessel which was so hard
for him to see, even allowing for the difference in elevation,
would find it almost impossible to piek up a submarine,

Since the moment he had heard that Ober-Leutnant Wolfgang
Lowke had been injured in an air-raid whilst returning from
leave, and that he would be taking the ship to sea with
immediate promotion, he had enjoyed exceptionally good luck,

It had been a protracted patrol, one of the first to the
Caribbean area and the coast of the United States, and he had
found good hunting in waters which were still unused to war.

Only two things were wrong. He had fired all his torpedoes,
and he was running low on fuel., In these latitudes, which
were well south of the normal convoy routes, he had not
8xpected to meet anything so soon; his worries would start in
the dangerous waters closer to Europe., For that reason, it
was vital to keep the maximum possible reserve.

Checking the course, he decided that his present course-line
would Intersect that of the cargo-ship in a few hours.at the
same speed. But, of course, he could not maintain that speed;
otherwise he might be observed before he was within range, If
he submerged, then his speed would drop so much that the ship
could escape him. It would be impossible to watch her through
the periscope at that distance.
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The attack shonld be at dawn, he decided, which at this

time of the year and 1n this latitude would mean shortly before

seven, That would be the hour most likely to catch a merchant

ship unawares, wlth most of her crew still sleeping and her

look-outs becoming tired. His tactics until that moment were

fairly simple; close as near as he dared before sunset, get a

1ittle ahead during the night, submerge at the first glimmer

of dawn, and be prepared to strike as soon as the target was

defined. As he began to give his orders, he knew that it would

be a long night.




