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A Sailor’s Wife

at - -
" -~ -

By Frank H. Shaw

Should the Men on the Sinking Ship Be Rescued and. the
Sick Wife Be -Allowed to Die? Should She
Live and the Others Perish?

1t was sltogether against  the
company's regulations, as the ma-
rine supervintendent took pains to
gtate, but on of  Capt.
Brentwood's good service the re-
quest =hould bhe granted,

“Omly, It mustn't establish a pre-
cedent,” he was informed.

“Don't intend it should,” Brent-
wood male answer. “But I had to
ask. PBeing married yourself you'tl
understand iy feelings, ssir, 1I'm
all against carrying women at sea
at the best of times—it’s no place
for 'em. 1 served my time with a
skipper whose wife accompanied
him every last, blessed trip he made
—he couldn't eall his soul his own.
old Sgueaker Wilmot couldn’t, She
found fault with everything: ran
the ship. Didu't like the color of
the mate's hair, and got him fired
at Frisco, 0, yes, there isn’'t roomn
for wamen aboard an ordinary ship.

account

With liners it's different, Lecause
they make avrangemenis; but in a
freighter——"'

“1f you'd told me your views he
fore,” the superintendent sald,
gmothering a grin, ¥l might have
refused permission.  We wen have
to. slick by one another whatever
comes, in theee days, else where'd
we be? Bur i isn't teo late—"

“It is too late, sirc Permission's
been granted, You know my wife,
gir: but vou don’t know her as well
as 1 do. [ cou'd ne more go to her
now and say she wasn't 1o make
this coming voyvage with me than
1 could commit barratry., I'm a bit
addicted to blushing, for one thing;

she'd siell & rat at onee, No: aho‘

will have to go. 1 suppose in a
wny I'm plad.” )

“There's such a thing as an of
ficial letrer from the company, you
know, BRreniwood, Canceling ear-
lier promises, eh—so forth? It eould
be worked. Mrs. Brentwood would
not be able to find fault with that.”

Couldn't she? That shows how
little vou know her. There are re
mnrkably few _things Mrs. Brent
wood cannot find fault with when
she 8 In the mood, let me say. Not
that she does it pastily.,” He cough-
ed, as though aware that he had
conveyed a wrong impression of a
woman with whom, in spite of many
years' married life, he was still
much in love. PBut he was, Hke
many wmen, somewhat prone (o
speak with affected cyniciem of his
real deeper feelings,

“Mind you, we're making an un-
wsual exception in  your favor,
Brentwood.” The superintendent be-
lieved strongly in keeping the line's
emploves constantly aware of the
debt of ebligation they owed the
firm. “And your having yeur wife
aloard mustn’t interfere in the least
with the ship's work. There'll be
trouble If anything of the sort hap
pens"’

“There'll e nothing of the sort
happen. 1've never allowed anything
o stand in the way of Buntline &
Spinnaker’s interests, as you knrw.™

“It's remembering that thay.
eaused us to glve the permission.
But, speaking as a friend, if you'd
really rather not-—well, 'l be hap
py to 4o all T can.” But Capt.
Brentwood sternly refused the prof
fered modiation, and by the way of
vlinching the iuatler proceeded to
remove certain wall  decoralions

 from  the bulkhéades of his cabin.
There was nothing whalever wrong
with the pictures he togk down,
but his wife had her own ideas
concerning  adormments, and he
wished to please her,

Then he went home and an
nounced the news. Seeing the grow
Ing light of happiness in Mrs. Brent-
wood's eyes, he felt extraordinar
ily glad that he had not avalled
himselt of the =uperintendent’'s of-
fered assistance, Although, on prin-
viple, and hy reason of youthful
experjence—the  experience that
clings to the male mind through
many years—he wWas opposed gen:
erally to the ldea of women aboard
ship, with his wife it was entirely
different. Maisie Brentwood was
different from the few other women
with whom he bad come in contact
during his almost monastic life at
fea. She was clinging, soft souled;
and It was her falth in him that
made Preniwood refuse to treat her
a8 nine men out of 10 of his ac-
qualntance would have done, Maisle
had estbhalished for her abiding com-
fort an jeal man, worthy of al
the confidence and worship of her
trusting soul; and that man was
the Brentwood of her fancy. Hince
opdinary male humanity endeavors
to live up to the [deals of those
with whom he s thrown in con-
tact, Bréhtwood luvariably thought
of what might meet with Maisie's
approval before committing himself
to  definite action. Morally and
professionally he suffered mothing
at/all from this course of conduact;

and the pair of them remalned

swecthearts, .

“I'm mighty glad 1 managed to

bring it off,” he said. They were
sitting in one chair before the fire
us he spoke, although they had been
man and wife for a goodly number
of years. "It must be pretty lonely
for you when I'm away at sea, 1
expect it's the lonelincas that's made

you look go pale apd peaked.” She’

sipiled bravely at him, determined
to speak no word of the curious lt-
tle gnawing pain that occasionally
froubled her,

“Bix months' running about the
weas will bring the color back and
do you all the good in the world,"”
he went on. *“We'll make a wsort
of honeymoon of it, ¢eh? Come to
think of it, we never had a real
honeymoon.™

“A honeymoon with a middle-
rged wife!” she sooffed. “Am 1
looking so sick as you say?"

He kissed flecting roses Into her
cheeks, Their conversation fell to
whispers: Maisic laughed once or
twice. She spoke of the joy of be-
ing In constant companionship with
th's man, whose wife she had been

~for fifteen years, and who was yet,

in many respocts, a stranger to
her; for the seaman’'s mate must
perforee be widow for 11 menths
out of every dozen. Listening,
Brentwood felt a touch of Indigna-
tion against the marine superintend
ent trowble himn. What right had
Mnssey to mnke suggestions in the
way he had done? Tt ddn't foliow
that becanse his own wife was a bit
of a brinmstone, other men's wives
were tarred with the same brush!
Yen, Capt. Brentwood was glad he
had held out—insisted on carrying

his wife. Maisie wasn't the sort
to interfore with  the customary
discipline of the Wanama, 8he

would adapt herseif to sea condi-
tions and prove a real help. He
was conscious of warm and sooth-
Ing glows running through him as
ha plctored dark, black nights of
fog and rain and driving spindrift,
when he could steal an hour from
the bridge to sl'p below to his
cabin, where Maisie would await
him, with bright eyes and under.
standing smiles,

He spent more money than he
could well Afford in the days that
intervened before the " Wanama
safled, In buying such cabin adorn-
ments as he fancied might please
his wife. He laid in exira table
dellcacies with a lavish hand, and
bought the cook an entirely new
ard upto-date eookery book. Ie
ionk the cabin steward to task, and
s#ald that the old custom of walting
at table in unclean shirt sleeves
must cease forthwith, He set the
carpenter o work to paint out =a-
loon and cabin, and hinted that
extra luxuricus deck chairs might
be considered. His officers notleed
that a new humanity was growing
in their skipper; he took a porsonal
interest in their affairs, and was
generous in the way of leave
ashore,

But Brentwood believed that the
Wanama was not nearly  well
enough equipped when that stout
steamer passed through the pier
heads and entered the open road
mlead,

“1 think she's perfect,” Malsie
Lirentwood sakl. She had recently
“towed away certain glaring atro-
citles of cushions and curtains that
offended her taste, but It may be
that there were spots of moistore
on the discarded adornments, too;
because whe reallzed the genuine
affection that had dictated their pur
chase. “I'm golng to be happier
than ever T've been in all my life.”

S8he Inid & hand to her side, where
the pain was fretting, and smiled
bravely. She made no mentlon of
the roughness of the fare that was
served to her for her flest meal
aboard; bhut when Brentwood went
back to the bridge, she engaged her-
self in lengthly conversation with
the steward, and, under his sym-
pathetic guidance, ventured into the
holiest of all holes on shipboard-—
the cook's galley., Here she fonnd
the brightly bound cookery book
chocking off a soup kettle that was
too smalil fur the stove and the “doe-
tor” himself wiping Iather from his
rugor blade on one of s leaves—
the leal that dealt exbaustively with
rqueczed duck, When the next meal
wan served, not only Captain Brent-
wood, but the mate and second
mates opencd their eyes widely prior
to winkipg their satisfaction,

“The cook seems to have been get
ting lessons,” the mate remarked.

“Ah, that's the new cookery book
I got hlm—these hash spollers only
need a4 bit of teaching.'” sald Brent
wood, and My . Brentwood sald noth-
Ing concerni g the blisters on her
alim Nngers, ’

Now, a ls ‘g0 and not uninterest
ing book ¢«ald be written dealing
with  Mal Hrentwood's  sojonrn

aboard the Wanama; but it would
treat ohiefly of ‘minor, nninterest.
ing episodes. No one wishes to be
told of the new feet that wepe knit
ted into the second mate's shocking
socks, nor of Mr. Meeking, (he mate,
writing a letter of apology and con
trition to the girl he had quarrveled
with, It was not until a month had
passed that the boatswaln showed
the conventlenal photograph of his
wife and family to Maisie; but be-
fore a fortnight had elapsed the
chief engineer was her devoted slave
and expressed the opinion, down
there in the engineers’ mess room
—yes, slamming his work stained
fist on the woilcloth covered table,
that Mra. Breotwood must certaln-
ly have good Seots blood in her
veins, because of her worthiness
The fourth engineer, u cockney
irishman, named her for one of Bel
fast breeding, and was prompily
sent down to perform an entirely
unnecessary bit of work, for his
pains.

She did not seek favor; indeed, it
was almost impossible to  realize
that she” was actually aboard the
ship. But, as day followed satisfac-
tory day, Drentwood found himselfl
wondering how it was he had con
trived to endure previous loneliness
without losing his reason. Life was
indeed worth the living now: for
wotten youthfulness pleasured hix
soul,

At Santos he took advantage of =
yéllow fever scare to earry Malsie
awny into the bracing hille, snid
found her a companion vnbelievable.
She was untiring; always ready 1o
fall in with his wishes In the mnat
ter of stremuous tran-ps about the
enffee plantations, although on in
frequent o she admitted that
the rough roads and the excessive
heat tried her somewhat. Bul, sce
ing what she named for a shadow
of discantent on Brentwood's face,
she bravely made Hght of her tron
116,

“I dn't know
to be as happy as all this,” the
capinin of the Wanama said. “Tell
you what, old girl: I'in falling in
love with yom all over again. You
are getting prettier, too. You al
ways were thatg bot what T mean
to say i=, that you're sort of —sort
of getting even pretijer.” There is
nothing a woman past her yprime
w0 mach delights In as a sinecere
compliment from the man who
means all the world to bher, and Mrs
Brentwood managed to laugh quite
naturally-and muasically before her
lips writhed with the paln that was
troubling her.

“These nre the days that a man’s
never going to forget,” Drentwood
opined, staring away st the violet
and saffron wonderment of the sur
rounding hills, and eonsequently all
ing to notice her sudden pallor,

“0, T hope you'll remenmber themn
—always! she sald with an encrgy
somewhat unusual to her,

“I'l have to sllp down to Santos
tomarrow.,” Hrentwood sabd after a
while, what time their fingers lind
been interlocked. “Bhip's business
you know—urgent. But there’s no
eall for you to come-you're better
up here: though if you'd like—""

Maiste had no desire that way
and after seeing her husband off
on the wide open, curtalned cars,
ghe did not immediately return o
the inconspleucus hotel they pat
ronlzed.  Instead she walked along
a palm bordered, pleasant street,
where mu'le bells tinkled invitingly,
and where almost nude children
plawed and chuckléd unashamed.
After much waiting she was admit.
ted to the sallow presence of the
Hrazilinn doctor,

“I'm pot afraid—mot altogether
afraid tg hear the truth,” she mail,
nfter the examination was over, anil
the docior commenced to stamimer.
“In it Lad?™

“Yes, eet oof bad, senhora. Not,
perhaps, very bad. Ah; it ix of a

thousand pities that I have not the .

good English. An operation, «h?
You nnnerstan’? By a akillful man,
no? In all Brazil there is not one
of sufficlent skill; but in Englond
or New York-—you savvy? Entreat
your good husband to lose no time
in taking you away, Please nnner
stan'—It is not exuctly of the wut-
most urgency, but every day that
is galned gives you an increamsel
chanee of perfect recovery, Om the
contrary, every day lost s to our
disadvantage—Iia that the word?”

“] ean’t Interfere with the ship's
business,” sald Maisie Brentwood
stoutly, “It was a favor to the
captain that 1 was allowed to muke
this voyage, doctor.”

“It might have been better hal
you remalned at home in your own
land, senhora, MHere we have ull the
will, but perhaps not the exparience,
and the clmate s sgainet us
Whereas your so  wonderful sur
geons fear nothing and they work
the mirncles. I have the great ad
miration for the skilled surgeons
of Amerion  and England, Mean-
time, wa shall do what we can.” He
wrote a presceription; and, that pre

* for

it was possible

seviption erinkled against bher bosom

when she met Brentwood as he
alighted from the cars,
“We're being  tied up,” he in-

formed her. *Ship ecan’t get away
days and days yet—there's
some Grouble up country, and they
can't get the stuff down."

She linked her hand—It was grow
ing dally thinner and more trans-
parent—Iin his arm, and smilefl hap
pily upon him. '

“Never mind;, we're very happy
here she paid. “And we must
make the best of the good thmes
we're having.”

The pain was more frequent and
of a greater peolgnancy when the
Wanama ultimately cast off her
shore lines, and moved slowly out
into the river, with a full cargo
aboard, Maise made no mention of
it. 8he had laid in a good steck
of the medicine prescribed by the
doctor, and prayed for the best as
she gulped down
doses. Beveral timesghe had tried
to tell Brentwood all about the
doctor’s dingnosis, but something
within hor invariably prompted her
to silence. Brentwood was stal
wirt monument of health with
mcant tolerance for orvdinary human
weaknesses: he had enormons faith
in the open sea as a healer, and
as he dally econgratulated—quite
sincerely—his wife on her improved
wood lopkﬂ, and rejoleed In her
companionship, it was not  fer
Malsic to dash the cup of happiness
from  his lps. Women sare oon-
stituted that way; swallowing dis
comforts and actual agonies with
ot a quiver of lip or' eyvelid to
Licapenk thelr suffering, so that
the man they love shull continue
to admire and believe,

True, in open water, away from
the sweltering Brazillan heat, she
did taste an improvement in her
healih. The pain, though acute at
Limes, was more intermittent; and
there were Jlong spells with no
actual pain at all, indeed, during
which Intervals she fondly hoped
against her own belief. that the
trouble was finished and done with.
She had her reward ‘in Brentwood's
maintained happloess and satis
fectlom. The Wanama's captain
found time to study Intricate tomes
denling with the higher navigation:
his smbition was rekindled: he de-
termined to seek the greatest hon-
ors attainable in his arducus pro-
(emuion.

ST o in for liaers,'" he told Maisie
bolsterously. “This sort of being
together grows on o joan, makes
him feel a fool for wasting the
enrlier years In this tramping job.
Have you realized “how thoroughly
you and I have got to know each
other during these months?’ Mnaisle
patied his arm  and stared oot

poard at the shimmering sca, in
order that he should not see the
convulsive working of her throat
‘It has heen good," she sdmitted
ufter a lengthy pause "Home

times it seomns—it seems ne though
it was too gusd to last, 1've never
heen so happy in my Jife” Hhe
jsughed on the word, and Rrent
wooi! heard no false note,

“It's going to last,” he sl
ot to. You walt a bit—11 get a
fut job on the Atlantle ferry- home
every three weeks for a clear week
at & time, and you'll hardly have
realizged that T'm away before TI'm
baek.” He planned with the fm
pulsive eagerness of a boy nbout to
depart on holiday; and Maisie nided
and abetted him, Detall by detndl
they furnished the new house that
would receive them: once, in a curi-
onely busky voice, Brentwood men-
tioned a possible nursery. Until
now-—so little had they known each
other (n the years of separation-—
he had never dared to give utter
ance to his maln ambition: to father
a strong, blue-eyed son., who should
in his time fare forth upon the riot-
ous waters as his forebears before
him, Knowln;, what she knew and
fearing what she foared, Mrs
Brentwood playved the gay game of
gelf deception through the golden
tropieal days, what time the Wan.
ama hissed and aplashed and
throbbed her way townrds the north.

Came then a morning when Brent.
wood, returning for his early viait
to the bridge, found her white,
gasping and tortured,

“What is 1t? he demanded, with
a quiver in lis voles that none of
hism subordinates had ever heard
there, When It wis possible,
Malsie told him; full confession
wrung from her unwilling lps hy
reason of her agony.

“Tr's

“Rut that chap was only n
Dago!” Brentwood protested.  All
the Anglo-8Saxon'm scorn of the
Latin vibrated in his words. “It's

hardly likely he would know. You
tell me your symptoms, old girl—
there's a book In the medicine chest
that tells you all about anyihing. '

“No, he wan right,” Malsle said
in her womanly wisdom, which is
Inevitahly greater than blundering

man's,  Ehe detalled symploms, and
later, thumbing the pages of the
wise tome, Brentwood reallned the

truth of bher diagnosis. After
first staggering shock he refus
loge heart, An operation was nece
sary, was it? Very well; that oper-
ation should be preformed. All that
wie necessary was that the Wan-
ama should reach port at the earli-
est possible moment—and he was
the man to sce to that, He had
never had an opportunity to prov
what the ship could really do at
pinch, but now that the chance had
come he was prepared to make
records for the line. e took the
surly chief engineer into his con-
fAdence.

“They')l rajse Cain about the ecoal
we'll use, Mae,” he stated: *“but’
we're going to do It

“Aye, T've a few oddments o'
eash put by in a pairfeetly sound
bank, Capt. Brentwood." stated the
presiding deity of the pulsating en-
gine room. "Gin Buntline & Spin-
naker raise the hell they're capable

the nauseating=©" raisin,' ye can draw on me for

the limit o ma resouress, Ye'll get
gpeed.” There was really no need
to urge the ghip's people to their
utmost endeavors. As soon as the
word was mssed o new spirit seem-
ed to animate them from  chief
mate downwards., In thelr own un-
ostentatious way these hard bitten
men had learned a great affection
and reverence for Masie PBrent-
wooid. They compared notes, and
found that all had in seme grehter
or lesser degree prufited by her
presence aboard.  In eonsequence
ithe Wanama pickea up her heels

and fled guliamtly towards the
northern latitudes where hope 3
oned. Romewhere _ heyvond the:

clean eut rim of the horlsen science
and almost superbuman skill were
walting—if only they could he se-
enred in time. That was what it
wmounted to, when all the trime-
mings were digeardod: the Wanama
wae embarked on a headlong race
ngainst time. The pity of it wan
there war 8o little that the inajority
of them could do. They were lnl-\
pitating  with eugerness to serve,

it heyond performing the ordinary
rott'ne tasks, nothing of a sacrifl-
cinl nagture came Ltheir way. They
had all the dispositien (o martyr
themselves for the cause of Malsie's
life but none of the matyr's oppor-
tanity came (o them With the
stokehold and engine room staff it
wis different: they tolled like furies
in thelr sweltering workrooms; and

with a wide open throttle the
Wanmmna raced where before she
The steward and coolk

heads ogether, recovered

it thelr
the despised cookery book from its

coal Jlocker,
ind  wanderful

limbo in the gallery
ind devised fearful
slekroom dalnties
HBrentwood blmself avery
colume the ship carried- even
down to the welrd works on necro-
manecy proffered h'm by the don-
koyman, who wis darkly reparted
to be writing a beook on hiack
magic; he applisd remedy after
remedy, and remiembered forgotten
prayere wh'eh he hurled vigorously

read
yen,

in the drection of a ‘““elous Cren
tor who buad apparently remen.-
beres] some forgotten sin of early

vouih and vislted fudgment on his
head aftér much patient waiting.

Mulsle conscientiously od e
hest to recover, and there was pot
n soul aboard wiha ke of hor pa'n
wdded, sleepless nighte, when she
iy staring through burning eyves
ut the bexms overhead and clenched
her hands ontil the nails scored her
palms (o restrain the cories that
drove to her parched lips. BEvory
morning she averred she was a 1t
e Letter: and Brentwood, possess
ing a pain quickened sight, nnder
stood that she lod,

“But we'll make [t—vyes, we'll
make it in thne,” he told the chief

“We willif engines can do it
Cive us this smooth water clew
along an’ yve'll be surprised what we
will do. Gin yon o' the deck will
only waltch yor steerin® o' her-
Inok wt that wake astern there——as
cvooked as 8 giddy corkscrew'-—y
we'll howk her home in time. For
the mercy o God, Captain Hrent
wood, put the lear o' death into
they heedless quartermaster.” And
Brentwood did—so thut the hasten
Ing steamer's wake lay lke a ruled
line across the sea fNoors. If the
weather continued fine—

But the barometer had
thing (o, say about that. It
fulling steady; too steadily for the
thne of year. One morning the
Klassy sen floors wepre troubled by
a purposeful swell that ran with
weight from the west of north, as
Indieation of the troubles brewing
beyond the skyline

“Right in our teeth when It does
come,” sald  Brepntwood  bitterly.”
“Hut, we must make the best of
the fine wenther whilst It lasts,
Mace.™"

During the next 24 hours the
Wanmma exceeded her previous hest
day's rum by 32 miles; but the Sea
was alveady crisping, white caps
were running In a threatening pro-
cesslon towards the sturdily trode-
ing bow, and the northern horizon

Continned an Page Seven)
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