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T 2 o'clock on n winter's night,
A the Narka, a fresh flsherman of

about 60 tons, spreading her
sills to a brisk nort west breeze, slid
between the high bluffs at the mouth
pf the little cove, and putting her
bows into a heavy southenst swell—
the aftermath of a recent gale—
plunged out to sen,

The night was elear and erisp, Over-
head an oval moon shone bright and
cold in a star-studded sky. On the
starboard how, Chebucta Head, grim
and forbidding, lifted its bald crown
agningt the stars, while the big comb-
ers, rolling In from the Atlantle, broke
against {te granite base with a dull,
ominous roar, and leaped in  furlons
fountains of flashing foam, high up Its
gnunt sides,

Ahead, half a mlle or 8o, seven or
elght small schooners, thelr =salls
gleaming white in the light of the
moon, were stunding out to sea. The
fishing fleet out of Herring Cove were
byund to the fishing grounds,

The Narka had been the
leave.

As the scliooner passed out by Sam-
bro, the skipper relinguished the
wheel to the cook and went forward
to the fo'ens'le, where the rest of the
crew,  having  finished  thelr  early
morning coffee, were sitting around on
the lockers enjoying a smoke,

“Fine night, boysg” observed the
skipper, as he pourcd himself a steam-
fng mug of coffes. “Quite n change
gince this time yestorday. If  this
waonther will only hold for a while
gud let us have a few days' good figh-
ing, we'll he able to eelebrate Christ-
mas in proper style, an® stop home for
three or four days, whether it blows,
high or low,

Inst to

The Narka was a trawler, earrying
four dories aml a crew of twelve, oll

told—skipper, cook, eight Jdory-men,
and two boys, A slngle trawl line Is
usunlly abont forty fathoms in length
aml I8 provided with about gixty
haoiks, At Intervals of about four
fect along the main  llnes, smaller
lines, nhout three feet In length, are

spllced; these are called “snoods™ and
support the hooks, T'he Narka's crew
handled from seven to ten miles of
trawl lines, and from 10,000 to 16,000
hooks. They started to hait up about
8 o'clock, and by the time they had
their gear snugly coiled in the tubs
ready for use, It was getting along
toward daylight, Meanwhile the
gchooner had passed the rest of the
tleet, and run off shore about thirty-five
miles, Presently ghe luffed up in the
wind, and the second hand, taking a
east of the lead, reported a depth of
fifty fathoms,

“I"ut the starboard boats over, boys,”

Two boats were holsted over the
rall, lowered iInto the sea, and thelr
genr—irawl tubs, anchors and buoys—
were plaiced in them. Thelr erews—
two men to cach—sprang aboard, The
gclhiooner filled away, leaving one boat
velilnd, and towing the other. When
she had run nbout three.quarters of o
nlle to the eastward, she dropped the
other hoat, She put out her remain-
aig dorles In ke manner, some (lis-
tance apart, and then, eoming ahout,
stood back to where she had left the
first boat,

S0, while the East grew gray with
the dawn, the men In the dorles, toss-
fng ervatically over a confused tumble

of rngged =eas, went to work to set
thelr trawls, The boat skipper, the
after oarsman, throws out a  little

anchor, to which is attnehed the maln
trawl lne, and a econieal buoy with a
staff through it, bearing a flag. Then
the bowman rows, the skipper pays

out the trawl, dexterously throwing
the hook clear of the main line,
A man, unaceustomed to the work,

would soon have half a dozen hooks
ceanght o his hands and the trawl In
n hopeless tangle, but an expert fishoer-
mun will eoll up or puy ont mile after
mile of !::u\'.l.\' without pricking n
flnger or entangling a snood.  As the
line goes over the stern, the hoat skip-
per, ot Intervals of forty fathoms at-
taches a smndl welght, usually a small
stone of about ten pounds, prepared
for the purpose, and when he comes
to the emd Le throws over another an-
chor and buoy. Each dory scts about
two miles of traw: In one string; and

by that time it Is sun-up. The schoon-
er pleks up her boats in the same or-
der sbe dropped them; and the men
have brenkfast. Then, almost imme-
dintely she drops her dorles again to
“under-run,” or look, the trawls,

The nor' west wind Is raw and cold,
and the water |s not warm, but the
bowman, though his hands be numb,
ls soon sweating with his exertions,
because haullng a trawl In fifty fath-
oms of water, In a sea way, Is hard
work.

C'omes the head of a cod. “Dog-fish
about,” grunts the bowman. The skip-
per, in sllence, unhooks it, throws it
overboard, and renews the balt. The
bowman jerks a lHmber, but villainous.
looking fish into the boat. This glut-
tonous rasecal, a member of the shark
tribe, generally swallows the bait,
and, owing to the peculiar formation
and position of its mouth, it requires
considerable skill to extract the hook.
The skipper grasps the snood with his
left hnnd, thrusts the gob-stick down
the ugly throat, and with a dexterons
twist or two removes the hook, and
throws the writhing squalus overboard.

Then, for an hour the bhowman,
grunting disgustedly, hanls In dog-
fish after dog-fish, and now and then
the head of a ecod, whose body had
provided a banguet for the marauders

pross of aall, burying her deep-laden
hull in the short-plunging seas.

At noon the Narha was alone under
the lowering sky, on the gray waste of
sen. She kept her boats out and short-
ened her trawls. At any moment a
anow squall was liable to sweep down
upon them, but the flshing was gond,
nnd the men tolled on chearfully. The
Httle dories bounded and bucked madly
in the sens, When Iaden with fish, the
geumming surges dashed in spray over
them, and sheathed them outside and
in with shell lee. The men, deaspite
thelr oll-skins, were wet to the skin,
and very eold; and over them, like the
shadow of death, hung the leaden sky.
But they worked on, eareless of cold
and danger, wresting a hard harvest
from the miserly and trencherons sen.
Christmas was coming—was only twe
days off—and they wonld mnake it a
merry one for their folks ashore.

In the northwest, the heavens erowd.
ed up with dense, blueblack, hard-
edged masses of cloud, which, twist-
ing and turning, spread zenithward,
rapldly. The alr grew colder—the
wind blew barder—and a thin frost-
fog rose fromn the sen, A snow storm
wns sweeping down out of the north.
The Narha signaled her boats to plek
up thelr trawls without delay,

Bhe had taken three boats aboard,
and fillled away to plek up the fourth
and last. Bhe fairly flew, but It soon
pecame evident that the snow squalls
would be upon her before she could
reach the boat.

“If they'd hung on to thelr anchor,
we'd surely have run across them, I
had their bearings anid steered a
stralght course. They must have let
go, and drifted to leewnrd Anyway,
we're past where they ought to be.
ITaul down your jib, Then ['11 let her
come about.”

The schooner cruised about for half
an hour, showing a flare-up, nnd gound-
ing the fog horn, Suddenly the squall
slackened its force; the snow thinned,
and the horlzon widened around, And
ns the men on the schooner looked
about them, they saw down to lee-
wird hardly a hundred yards away,
the dory rising and sinking bravely to
the swing of the smoking seas. The
schooner ran down, rounded to, and
the dory rowed under here lee. The
little ernft was badly leed-up, and the
men, to lighten her, had Jettlsoned
fish and trawl gear. As she was holst-
ed aboard, the captaln came forward
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of the deep. The skipper's exaspera-
tlon steadily Increnses,

The Narha comes along,
captain hails: “How are they comin’,
boys?" The boat skipper stralghtens
up, and abjures the Iuck, in language,
larid and emphatie. The captain’'s
face darkens; then he calls out, quiot-
ly: “Take up your trawls; we'll try
somewhere else”

and the

When at last they got her boats and
teawls nhourd for the night, the short
December day had long since drown
to n The weather continued
maoderate and clear, but the sky, whieh
had been of a deep blue color, had
taken on a pale, sickly hue, A change
was imminent, but it wouldn't be im-
mediate.

The Narha remalned ountside all
night, hove-to, with two men, relieveil
at intervals, on wateh on deck, At 3
o'clock all hands were called, and after
coffee, went to work, balting up the
gear, And before daylight the dories
were holsted out, and sent off to make
il set.

close.

After daybrenk the sky began to look
gloomy, and was soon overcast with
graylsh vapor. The nor'west wind
freshened in gusts, and lifted up a
short, swift runnlng lop of a sea,
When the dorles went out to the un-
der runuing, they found the trawls
fuirly loaded with fine and hal
doek They returnsd to the schooner
dangerously deep bhefore they had an.
half thelp forked the
cutelr pboard, and went immedintely
to look the rest of thelr lnoes.

The day wore on, gusty
and cold, The other the
fleet, dIstrusting the look of the wenth.
er, began to take up thelr gear and
start for home, A Dblg barkentine,

i'llll
lines,

dorrun
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bound in to Halifax, passed uunder a

SEAS”

and fronted the men who a moment
bhefore had been fighting for thelr very
lives, and who but for a whim of the
wind that made the snow to lift, would
have gone down to death In the deep—
the skipper faced them angrily:

“Why didn't you fellows hold on fo
your anchor?" he demanded, irately.
“Expect me to plek you up—rowlng
and drifting all round the ship?"

“We were hanglug on to our maoor-
Ing, skipper,” answered the boat skip-
per.  “But the rope parted, and be-
fore Gordon could get his oars out shoe
nearly filled on us. [ had to throw
everything overboard, and bale.

“Well, you're mighty lucky,” he ob-
served, "If 1t had kept on snowing
half an hour longer, we'd never have
got you, * = = [it'q polng to be a
wild nlght I'm thinkin’, an' we'll have
a Job to beat her In. Tuarn to now,
and close reef hor (ore and aft.  It'l
come down agaln in a fow minutes,
blowing hard enough to lift us ont of
the water, and cold mough to freeze
leleles,  So we'd better get her reefed
down before everything s froze hard.”

As the night wore on, the gale deval
oped Into a blizzanl.  The schooner,
held up to it by the shred of try sall,
willowed wildly In the Infurlated sea,
The tops of the gens, torn off by the

\'-'llll]. awept over her In Il'_\' 511..\1'14‘5,
and now and then bodles of broken
water tumbled aboard and  sureed
around the decks, She made lee ev-

arywhere, fust and hard, and  the
wenary, half frozen cerew had to pound
conutlnuously to  keep her clear—to

her from  sinking under the
welght of It. At times, despite their
efforts, three Inch ropes grew ns stout
48 o man, the bhowsprit became as big
a8 a church steeple, the bhows, as far

us the foremast, filled up level with

Keep

luuu ralls, and ber sides above the wa-

ter line sheathed over with ice three
feet thick.

At dawn the blizzard blew Itself ont
suddenly, the sky cleared off, and the
wind dropped dead. In the clearing
light, the Narka's men saw, half a
mile to windward, a barquetine, under
clogo-reofed malnsnll and main stay-
snll, She was In a sorry plght, her
masts, yards and rigging being coated
with congealed spray, and sleet, and

parently a mere mass of white lee,

“That's the fellow who passed us
yesterday,” obeerved the skipper.
“He's been making band weather of It.
The poor beggars aboard of her suf-
fered some Ilast night, I'll bet—comin'
right out of warm weather"

The schooner's sualls were cleared of
lee and holsted, and presently n Hght
breeze bringing up from the north, she
trimmed her sheets for a beat to har-
bor. The barquentine, after a time,
got her fore and aft salls up, and sent
men aloft on the yards to clear the lce
off the genr. The Narka, making a
short tack, passed under her lee, and
the skipper sang ont:

“A wild nlght, Cap',
been pretly near
down, wansn't you?"'

“Ay!" answered the master of the
barquentine, a big, bearded man., *“I
wans abreast of Sambro, when I got
It. Counldn’t stand up to It, at all
Thought I'd have to run her off for the
Gulf Stream. She's got a lttle lee on
her, hey? Got to rig up dummy braces
to get my yvarda round, Think I'll get
a c¢hance to buck her In to-day.

“It doesn't look too promisin’, Cap.
Looks to me as If we were goin' to
have some more dirt before night. So
long."

The schooner forged ahead out of
ear-shot of the old ice wagon, but be-
fore she had proceeded far the wind
died out again and left her rolling ldly
in the sea,

“Talk about miserly luek,” growled
the skipper lugubriously, “We seem
to be having a falr share of it. DBut
there's one consolation—we won't
have to walt long for wind hereabouts
this time of year. Like as not it'll be
dend nhend when it comes, but wheth-
er or no I'm goln' to buck her Iuto
port. 1 promised the wife I'd be home
for Christmas eve, and home I'm goln'
to be if this packet holds together long
enough to take me there"

At noon a nor'enst wind eame blus-
tering down, and It started to snow.
The schooner, under her four lowers,
crashed through the choppy seas, reel-
Ing off twelve knots an hour. The
skipper grew good-humored, and start-
ed to sing cheerily

“Strike elght bells, enl 1the wateh,

Relleve the wheel and chain}

Oh, won't we lhiave a merry time

When we get home again.”

Night eame agnin-—a black blind
nlght. The schooner was working Into
simoother water-—was getting well (n-
shore; and a man could not see his
hand before his face. She was eranwl-
Ing up to a const, fringed with outly-
Ing shoals and Isoluted rocks; feeling
her way through the utter dark with
the lead, Orvdinarily the skipper would
have walted for the wenther to clear,
nnd let him see where he was; but to-
night was Christmas eve and he had
promised his wife to spend it at home,
So he beat her o through the smother,
groping his way by luck and lead up
Chebueto Bay.

I'resently, as she roared along on the
starboard tack, they heard the report
of a gun and the sound of a tug whis-
tle coming faintly through the whir-
ring snow,

“Chebueto hend, boys,"”
skipper. “Tack ship. We'll make the
cove next leg” The schooner stood
away on the port tack, for a few mlles,
Then, ns she enme about and stood in
toward the land again, the snow thin-
ned, and they saw ahead, a point on
her lee how, the gllmmer of a red light

the harbor llght of Herring Cove,
And presently the Narka shot hetween
the high bluffs at the harbor entrance
—out of the holsterous fury of a mid-
winter's gale Into the calm of her de-
sired haven.

A fortnlght thereafter the Yarmouth
barquentine, battered and leaking,
with half her salls blown away, and
half her ¢rew frozen and helpless in
the fo'castle, crept wearlly Into the
harbor of Hallfux.—Montreal Star.

You must have
In when it struck

crled the

—1

For Sweel Charlty's Sake,
Mother—I left 10 cents on this bu-
rean. DIl you take it, Tommy ?
Tomimy—Why—er—yos'm; 1 gave It
to a poor lame man that has a wife
and four children to support.
Mother—Indeed? Where did you
se¢ thig poor Inme man?
Tommy—Why, he was out in the
strect  sellln® popeorn an' candy.—
Catholle Standard.

A Good Start,
Mamma—Cracious, Harold! What
are you dolng with the dictionary,
Harold—You know, mamma, 1'm go-
Ing to be a doctor when I grow up,
and I thought 1I'd begin by culting out
the appendix."—Judge,

When a woelding Is deseribed as
‘simple,” It means there were at least
six people In the parade, and that
there was an orchestra, and a detec-

| Hve to guard the presents,

her hull from Jib-boom to taffrall, ap- |

] AGES OF RAILWAY CHIEFS,

CApplication of Osler Theory to Great
Amerioan Industry.

Application of Professor Osler's
“age’ theory to the presidents of sev-
ontecen of the greatest ralirond ays-
tems of the United States, says the
| New York Evening Post, discloses the
Interesting fact that every one of these
exccutives must have long passed the
[limit of constructive usofulness, and
that seven of them, Including James J.
i of the Great Northern; A, J, Cas-
seft of the Pennsylvania and Rdward
T, Jeffrey, president of the Rio Grande
nand George J. Gould's personal rail-
rond ndviser, have already lingered
peveral yenrs beyond Professor Osler's
mit of retlrement. E, I, Harriman
of the Unlon Pacific aystem escapes
this fate by three years, having had
his 57th birthday on Feb. 25 last.

An odd fact brought to light by the
examination of these prominent ralle
road men's agea 1s that not one of the
seventeen was born after the war of
the rebellion. None of them 1s under
60 years of age.

James J. Hill Is the oldest of the ex-
eentives  enumerated, having been
born In 18358, but his nctivity {n North-
westorn Rallrosd affalrs is undimine
fahed, In spite of the "age” theory. A.
J. Onssatt ranks second, with 00 yoars
to his credit, and Marvin Hughitt,
president of the Chicago & Northwest.
ern road, follows Mr. Cassatt, being
04 yoars old. E. T. Jeffrey, Roswell
Miller, chalrman of the 8t. Paul, and
Thomas Lowry of the Minneapolls, 8t
Paul & Sanlt Ste. Marle admit 63
venrs ench. E. P. Ripley, preslident of
the Atchison, is 60 years old, while
Samuel Spencer of the Southern Rail-
way, W. . Newman of the New York
Centrnl, and Oscar G. Murray of the
Baltimore & Ohlo, are 08, Joseph
Ramsey, Jr., who is pushing the Wa-
bash through to the Atlantic seahoard,
ia 06, and =0 ls Frederick D. Under-
wood of the Erle.

W. H. Truesdale, who has been
ealled upon for vigorous planning and
initintive In reconstructing and mod-
ernizing the Lackawanna, 18 54, which
is nlso the age of Presldent C. 8. Mel
lon, lately brought to the New Hnaven
to introduce up-to-date modern meth.
ods, Stuyvesant Fish of the Illinols
Central 18 In the same rank, James
M. Darr, one of the highest salaried
exceutlves of the country, haviug re
colved a bonus of §100,000 to come to
the road, 18 bullding up the Seaboard
Alr Tdne as the youth of seventeen
representative rallroad men, being only
00 years old,

In view of the fact that “rallroad-
ing” 18 regarded as n pecullarly wear-
img and exhausting oceupntion, this s
n very remarkable showing., It has a
bearing, nlso, on a favorite “Oslerlsm"
of industrial phllosophers some years
ngo, to the effect that the day had
come when young men must be put in
charge of our great  enterprises, bes
cause men past middle lHfe could not
keep up the pace,

NURSES IN THE NAVY.

Surgeon Genernl Rixey HRecommends
Employment of Women,

The surgeon general of the navy has
made a strong plea for the employ-
ment of women nurses in the naval
modical service., *““I'hat women nurses
are by natural endowment and apti-
tude,” says he, “superior to mala
nurses for much of the duty required
in the care of slck and Injured men ia
generally admitted. Every war of!
modern times has demonstrated this
fact. The medieal department of the
army I8 now provided with a crops of
trainéd women nurses, and thelr adap-
tabllity to service conditlons in the
naval hospltals, insures for the slck
of the navy as careful nursing as Is
now given to the slek of the army,

“Valuable assistance, moreover, ln
tepehing and tralning the men of the
hospital corps their specinl dutles of

pttendance on the slek could be ren-
dered by them, and, In the event of
war, bhesides heing utilized on hospital
ships, they could, in large part, take
the pince of the men in the naval hos-
pitals, therehy releasing the latter
for service with the force afloat where
they would be needed, In the opinlon
of the burenu, provision should be
made for one superintendent of nurses
to supervise the discipline of the
corps, and as many chigf nurses,
nurses and reserve nurses as may be
needed, In the discretion of the Secre-
tary of the Navy. In time of peace
the number of such tralned women
nurses would be very small, but the
organizatlon should be such as to ad-
mit of ready expansion to met extra-
ordinary needs without delay or con-
fusion, The recommendation of the
pureau that Congress be asked to au-
thorlze the appolntment of tralned
women nurses has  heretofore met
with the approval of the department,
but necessary legislation has so far
fulledd of enactment, the burenu has
renowed its recommendation that legs
Islation authorizing the employment off
traloed women nurses for the navy
be requested of Congress.,"—Washing~
ton Star,

The white man’s burden: The ililes
of the fleld who toll not, neither Ja
| they spln, and yet llve well,
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