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A Sailor’s Wife

(Cantinued From Page Twe.)

By Frank H. Shaw |

wos fringed with steel colored, rag-
géd clouds. 'The syn set in a be-
wilderment of crimson and gold
and wviolet, and the afterglow held
a menacing yellowish light.  The
barometer continued to fall with

merciless iness, and the sum-
mit of the column of mercury grew
concave.

Brentwood, against his__better

judgment, informed Malsie of the
massing odds.  “llold on to life as
tightly as you can, dear girl," he
eaid thick throatedly, Maisie ruhb-
bed her white lips with a hand that
had lost its steadiness and, when
the color came, smiled.
“I'va not felt so well for a week,”
she lied bravely. “And if the pain in
bad somectimes, it's not more than
1 ean bear. Look, I'm laughing."

The Wanama dived slowly in
the trough of a swell, and the
of the racing propeller shook the
woman where she lay. Brentwood
wont on deck to make sych ar
rangements as were in bis power
for the easement of the ship: and
hiz wife had recovered from her
faint before he returned. Being an
experienced seaman, one very wise
in weather love, the skipper of the
Wanama refused to blind himself
to the pnssibilities. The indications
showed that the steamer was in for
a gruelling, possibly as bad a bout
of weather as she had experienced
gince first she left the launching
way with the spilled wine still wet
on her bow. He turned his face
towards a sky froma which hope bad
been wiped as by a sponge, and
cursed himeelf In that he bad ever
Lnown sufficient folly to bring his
wife into such danger as nNow
threatened her. He blamed himself
for all the happening: but for his
selfish desire to share Maisie's com-
pany she had been snugly ashore;
within reach of skilled attention—
¥lim fingered surgeons could have
ministered to her, instead of a many
thumbed Ulunderer who had noth-
ing but deep love and willingness
as an equipment. There was so0
little be could do—so little, except
to drive the ship headlong towards
the port of salvation. This he vowed
to do—no matter. what T prpre-med
in the resait

Meantime, he racked his brains to
devise means for his wife's ease
ment The skip's store of drugs
was pitifully limited: he uvsed the
pain killers to the best of his ability.
Oecaslonally he opened the instru-
ment case and ngered the shining

‘tools therein, wondering how any

human being could possess COUrAEe
and skill safficient to employ them
in their rightfil work: wondering

whether the time would ever come
when he would be forced to essay
a task, the mere thought of which
turned his blood to ice.

‘That might, siodying his wife's
sleoping face by the indifferent light
of x shaded candle, he tol! himself

that deatb’s shadow rested there;
and he spent the hours of darkness
hetween the bridge and the engine
room, uttering appeals to all men he
met to de thelr damnedest—their
damnedest, because on them restod
the life of the suffering woman. by
dawn the Wanama was pitching
evilly into o boiling head sea; and
thers was 8 moaning cadence in the
growing breeze that told a certain
(ale of the unlenshed forces heyond
the green bive rm of the HIUng
=N,

The second engineer wnd the onr-
penter between them devised @ vun:
ning oot that shoul! =0 absorb the
shuddering vibrations of the racing
propeller as 1o perntit Maisie to lie
in something approaching ease; and
the ensement of her paip caused her
face to brighten and a tone of hope
v come Into her voice. Brentwood
romsised incoherent rewards as the
\wo nventors flushed and Tooked
ashamed. The chief engineer, dis
pleased With the youth of the
fourth. insisted on keeping that
voungeter's engine room walch In
person, =0 that the throttle might
be properly tended and the terribie
racing—that meant a cortain  Joss
of specd—Dbe reduced to s minimun.

But the weather worsened stead
fly: the gale was now growing mon
strous; Jts Screain WAS as the
seream of laughing furies. Steady

jone of white combed waves
m over the Wanama's
plunging forecastle head, and clean
swept  her decks White water
swirled through the chinking wash-
ports; bitter  spindrift rattled
against the bridge dodgers; the sky
velled ftself B livid, ragged edged
masses of <cloud; from beneath
which the ferocious squalls came
roaring, to lay Irresistible hands on
the luboring fabric and thrust her
hack whenoe she came. Presently
it beonme necossary, lest irremedi
able necident should arise (o lessen
the impetuouk beat of the engine
and. slow  down—the- Wanauma was
doing herself more harm than pood
by thrusting into this <orashing
simother,

Brentwood studied the last day's
run with gloomy eyes, On  the
average the ship had made a bare
10 knots per hour, and every suc
eesding hour meant a further dimi-
nution 1Me tuvned fromm hie ealcou-

Jless  vows—offering to

lations to the bavometer—there he
found not even the thinnest thread
of hope. If anything, the weather
would grow worse—they were in for
a gale that might become historical.

With this knowledge in his soul
he went below and talked cheerfully
to the woman who was growing
dearer to him as hope receded. He
was at the best a poor liar; but he
kept_his face in shadow and averted
as he spoke a wonderful tale of
speed: of improving weather, All
that was really necessary was that
Maisie should keep in good heart
and have faith In her husband and
his ship. She must not let her spir-
fta droop; he was convineed that
she had a better color and that her
eyes were Lrighter. He rested his
hand on the side of the cot when he
made~this statement; and_when he
left the eabin Malsie laid her }ips
on the spot where the damp of his
fingers still remained.

Worn, salt socaked, haggard,
Erentwood discarded his useless ofl-
skins after an unbroken thirty-six
hours on the bridge, what time he
had toiled like a maniac to bring
the Wanama from the gulping
throat of death to the sweeter open-
ness of life; and, slipping off his sea
boots, tiptoed into the presence of
his dying wife. She was dving. he
knew, when he saw her face., The
hours of his absence had brought
an affrightiag change; though she
wias pow asleep it was, indeed, a
sleep that was eown brother ‘o
death. Fe gulped . But there
might still be a chance, weal h-
er was still as bad as it had been at
it worst; *but there were hopefid
slgns of improvement on the mor-
row. Given a spell of smooth water
and light winds he would drive the
Wanama in such a fashion as should
astound seafaring humanity.

He would permit nothing to stand
in the way of a successful issope to
his agony. Omly one thing mat-
tered—this truth hammered Into his
numbing brain with merciless
strokes that shook him where he
stood—that Maisle should be given
her chance. He had spent racked
hours on the bridge remembering
the golden days of her health: mut-
tering incoherent thanks to God for
the happiness that had been his, and
—yes, Maisie's, ~

In his own fashion he thonght to
uppease his Creator’'s wrath by this
sucrifice, He had made vows, reck-
sacrifice
everything if only Maisie might b=
saved And he'd do it, 1o, by God!
Jot him have a chance and he'd
show what a man could 40 with 2
ship—the age of miracles was not
yet passed. He repeated his vows,
but broke off short in the repetition
us the bridge whistie sounded. Mai
sie stirred nneasily; cursing, Brent
woend snatched the whistle from the
fube.

“Quiet, you fool’™ he hissed.

“Come up, sir, please,” sald Lhe
socond mate, and there wWas a fresh
note in his voice to tell of some
sreat excitement. Brentwood would
have guestioned further but for the
stirring of his wife: and this was
her first sound sieep for many hours,
Muttering anathemas on the head
of the inconsiderate officer he
pas=ed Into the outer «abin, donnad
him clamany oilskins and seat bools;
dashed his sou'wester earflaps un-
der his chin, and left the compara:
tive calm of the Jdeck.

Holid waler surged past his legs

as he «losed the door behind him:;

a sharp edge of wind hurled sprav
clipped him painfolly in the eyes
und teeth, The darkness was baf
fling: until a sharp hiz-zag of Ught-
ning ran down the shrieking sky.
to show him his bearings, Ile
viawed at the hand rails of the
Lridee and hauled himself up.
Going, he thought in a detached
way that the second mate would
get his walking ticket at the end
of the trip. He wa® a weak nerved
voung idiot who thought the weath-
er was growing a bit worse and
hadn't the pluck to see It out aloane.
That wns jt—the terrible lon
of the storm had frightened him.
He was a steam trained saflor; not
one of your old stick and string
kind, who'd rather dfe than admit
to ondinary human weak nesses,
“Right enough, it la blowing =«
hit." gulped Brentwood. e found
it neces=ary to drop on hands and
knees and orawl across the bridee
to the weather corner; to stand up-
right azainst the yelling ferocity
of the wind was beyond even his
fron strength. Then be hauled him-*
self upright behind the dodger, claw-
ing at & human arm to aid him-
=elf; he bLawied into 4 remote ear.
CWhnt's wrong? Getting seasick ™™
“There!” bawlal back the wateh
officer, There was a suggpestion of
an outfMlung pointing arm. Bevond
showed an infinltely thin and un-
roal wisp of yellowish light that was
cliimbing—climbing, with a myste
rious wilderness of ragged cloud in
ita fmmediate vicinity. Then the
wisp disappeared. ter darknoss
foll, to be relleved by a falling trall
of wividly colored stars, .
Hardly had the last sar burst
and die! than a trail of rageed

light, almost blinding in its inten-
sity, shattered the gloom. The ter-
rible lightning appeared to hang
suspended Letween sea and sky; for
appreciable seconds the horrible
pall of night was parted. A ghostly
sheen ran along the holling tumble
of wave crests, and the blackness on
either side appeared even more in-
tense hy contract, It was, Brent-
wood thought dully, as if the gates
of the plt itself had suddenly opened
to reveal the horrors beyond. He
wasg ralsing his dripping hands to
rub his dazzied eyes when the watch
ufficer tugged at his arm.

T There, sis—there™ he yelled. The
ship was plain to behold, stagger-
ing there in the hissing, bellowing
hell broth, A mailing ship, evident
to the meared sight; for even after
the monstrous hrilliancy of the light-
ning had vanished. the plcture itself
wan photographed on the watchers'
rvetinas. Their brains had been sen-
sitive plates, recording realities for
future guidunece. A salling ship In

» worry case, with main and mizzen

masts gone by the board, helpless
on her beam emls, with huge walery
avalanches streaminig and thunder-
ing over RMer; she stood for all an
embodiment of all the tragedies the
devouring sea had ever consnmmat-
#d. Porlorn she was, piteously help-
lcss. (ase hardened as he was to
the rigors of decp water, troubled to
the deeps of his sowl by his own
private agonief, Brentwood knew a
wave of pity shiver through him;
he gulped.

“Poor devils! My God: Then the
darkneas fell like a solid thing: it
was as though the Wanama plowed
her tortured way through solid in-
dlgo. There was now no single glim-
mer in all the ravening glodin, save
for the sudden sparkle of spindrift
as it came flying into the glow of
the swinging masthead light. Until
a pallid blue ficker showed ahead,
died down, gathered strefigth, biazed
out, Nluminating the upleaping
wave tops and adding to their mon-
SIrous menaos, g

“Blue light!" =aid the eecond
mate. “She's seen us, sir, Shall I—
shall 1 answer?” He was answering
the Instinet of the sca, that bids
a man strive o the uttermost to
succor his fellows on whoin the
grveater trouble has fallen; the bless-
&d spirit which laughs at danger
and difficulty and forgets to doubt
human ability. There are no human
limitations recognized by the real
saflor when preclous Hves are at
stake. »

He commenced to warp himself
towards the wheolhouse where the
signal rockots were stowed, but
Brentwood’s hand closed vicelike on
his stiffened arm.

“Wait™ Almost before he under-
stood his own action, less than half
conscious of what he was doing, the
skipper moved 1o the switch box
and extinguished mast head and
side lghts, The lurid danger of
the strugglers out there beyond had
not sufficiently impressed jte=if on
his consclous brain to bind the sub
copscious mentality of the root Jdes
of many daye. He was working
te gain time—he was racing against
denth; every minuvte counted

“Musin't raise false hopes—im
possible—cant do  anyihing? he
heard himself shouting against s
coversd ear. Speaking. he under-
stood that he was justifying his
action to Rimself more than to his
subordinate. 1f it hadn't l=en for
Mulsie—iut there was Muisie!

“Can't you s~7" he roarel “Im-
possdble! In this seaway—boat could
not live—it coulint Hve. Night
time.” He spat the acrid sait from
his lips with an cath.

“We oould try.,” Theres was in-
dignant repuoach in the junior's
tones, ubbaturally rassed as they
were, This was entirely against the
law of the sea as he had learned it
through the strevonous day= of his
youth. He was not long sines out of
sail himself., spite of Brentwood's
belief that he was merely a steam
trained man. e could picture and
understand the agonies that were

being suffered out Im the void of

night. Another biue light blased
out; Ly its flare intimate details
of the wreek couli be observed.

During the existence of the unnat-
ural sheen the watchers saw the
single remaining mast crash over-
side and saw high, white water
lap ap triumphantly to mnother the
sheer hulk.

“She's golng—too late? gasped
Brentwoosd, wondering dully why
the sensation of relief in his heart
shonl! be so promounced. But after
a8 lapse of moments the green blue
light showed agnin: the windjammer
was still alive, stiil battling fur-
wusly against the appaliing odde.

“Aron't you going to try™ the
second mate asked indignantly.

“We oan't do anything—you're
voung—don't understand. Insuper
able dificulty—risking other lives
foolishly—" RBrentwood did not
know what he was saying, except
that it was necessary to convince
this skeptic of the entire unreason
of his mad brained saggeations. To
stop the Wanama, to spend precious
hours in an utterly futile attemp: at
A rescue that nd human being conld

effect. while his wife was hanging on
to dear life minute by minute—he
must convinee the youngster,

He yelled explanations. He even
explalned why he had extinguished
the steaming lghts and falled to
reply 1o the distress signals. “No
use arousing false hopes.” he said
agauin and again. “The thing's out
of the question—clean out of the
question. A madman wouldn't Uy
—he daren't.”

“1 dare,” the youngweter sald defi-
antly. “At least, We can stop and
answer—stand by till daylight. Lea v-
ing them like this—it's hellish—
hellish™ In fancy the lad saw him-
self dragging the perishing men
from death, ere the cloging jaws
locked together in their final snap.
The romantic element in him was
alive and mingling with the desire
to succor; personal danger was lost
sight of completely. He wanted to
do something: this harsh indiffer-
e¢nce to the needs of fellow seamen
stirred hot wrath In his soul

“We can't—and there's-my wife.
You've forgotten her.” The young-
ster ceased his protests suddenty,
understanding glimmering at last
He nad forgotten dying Malsie and
her need. But that smoldering re-
sentment against circumstance did
not cease to tear him.

“It's hard, sir—it's hard”™

“All life's hard, my son If
there'd been a_single chance we'
might—" Brentwood decided not to
carry on with that line of argw-
ment because he was uneasfiy aware
that there was a fighting chance.
He had, in youth, engaged in rescue
work no less difficuit than this; he
had taken part and lot in perform-
ing some of those ocean miracles
of which the placid, earthbound
world knows s=o little. Nothing was
impossible at sea. when the cool
daring of seamen of the right sort—
such men a3 manned the Wanama—
wa= _taken into account. Another
Mue light flared out and remained
unanswered: as though those on the
wreck had given up hope of imme-
diate assistance, a rocket soared
afresh into the lowering cdlouds.
Pearful lest a further lightning flash
should sizzle across the night and
revenl the full plight of the sailing
ship, afrald lest his iron resolution
should waver, Captain BErentwood
issued curt instructions to his junior
to proceed on his course, and wen!
below wearily to his ecabin.

With the screaming outer clamor
Aeadened by closed doors, his great-

er thought turned immediately to
his wife. He had done right
“Whom God hath joined It

was laid down in Heoly Writ that
nothing must come between man
and the wife of his bosom., Those
sufferers were strangers, men he
would have passed unnoticed in the
streets, hut Maisle—she wns Malse
the maost precious possession he had
ever known. Yes: he was quits
right. he decided. as be ridded him
self of the oil skins and sca boots
and tiptoed into the inner <abin.
Veory quietly, holding his breath he
moved to the side of the cot where
#he lay. Ehe was awake: her eyes
fixed themselves on his face. She
reached up a thin hand and touched
his slesve.

“My man”™ she whispered, and.
speaking, her lips twisted with the
pain wakefuiness had brought. He
cluiched that restless hand as
though he would crush the bones
his chest heaved spasmodicadly,

“What is it. dear?” she asked.

He licked his s=alted lipe and
stared hard at a picture on & distan:
bulkhead, whilst his heart siogged
furiously in his breast.

“Nothing.” he sadd, “Bad
weather makes & man anxious. You,
too—1"d hoped vou would sleep on,
richt through the night. Cheer up
—we're doing a little better now—
hurrying, «h? We'H have you
home and in mafe hands before you
know——-7""

He was thinking that he had done
right. Tt mattered more that this
one woman should be s=aved—he
was sure that she would be saved—
than that =]l those unknown men
out in the night's wikiness shoull
be dragged from dJeath's testh
Windjammer men they were—m
whoe hardly mattered in the gr
scheme of <hings, If their M
were msaved they'd simply et
drunk——

Argument after argument pre
sented itself to his brain. And it
was {mpossible that any one should
know of the Wanama's action In
the matter. No one could tell that
it was the Wanama that had passed
shadowlike through the nicht. There
need be mo entry in the ship's log
—he would see to it. Looking at
it from that point of view, the
thing was safe as houses. And the
weather was certainly too atroclous
to permit of an attempt at rescue.
By d2wn that weather might abate,
and then he could shove the Wana-
ma through it for all she was
worth: make up loat timing—get
home In time. He'd done right—
any other man in his position
would assuredly bave dJdone the
same

“What is 1?7 The thin bhand
tightened on his sleeve. “Look at

me. There's something wrong 3

“It's nothing. How's a woman go-
ing to understand? It's nothing.”
Under the tan and the sea grime
hia face flushed, embarrassment
showed in his manner. Not for
nothing had he sald that Mailsie
could read him like an open bock,
and the agony of her body ape
peared to give her soul a greater
detachment still. “You see, with
this had weather, swestheart—fear
of being too late—" He sthmmered,
tried to release his cuff from the de-
talping fingérs, cursing his telitale
face.

“What's the real truth?”

With cold sweat beads mingling
with the undried brine on his fore-
head, he told the truth, against his
better judgement. In the teiling—
and he was curtness ftself as he
spoke—he endeavored to make light
of the tragedy. “Therell b= another
ship coming along—we're right in
the track. Besides, that ship isn't
a9 bad as she thinks she = They've
jokt their heads.™ His voice Talled
to earry conviction. He repeated
his words, with even less conviction,
twcause of the accusation In
Malsie's cyes,

“it meansa losing you,” he con-
cluded gaspingly.

“Now, tell me the real truth. If
1 wasn't here what would you 4o

“Try my damnedest!” he =aid,
speaking on impulss And there was
a note jn hizs voice that caused
Maisie to smile quiethy.

80 you've been—been—iyingT"’

“It ism't lying. I've you to think
of. You mightn't understand all
you mean W me—and iU's pretty
nearly impossible,™

“Tt i= altogether impossible. Look
at me. WaiL"” She raised herseif
on an e'bow and drew ber face
closer 10 his face, her eyes search-
ing kis unsteady eyes After a meo-
ment Brentwood. looksd away.

“Go and try,” salkd Maisic. sink-
ing back on the pillows “You've
g0t to try.”

“] wan't—I can't. I won't do i.
Your life means more to me than
eversthing oise. Things up on deck
are worse tham I teld you., And
every minute counts for you. Think
I'm going to lee jou =0 jong as
there's a lving chance? 1 won't—"

“You're guing o it me mand im
the way of your duty! Shame on
you! What would men think of
you? I'm only one woman—we ve
ne childpan., Go and do your best.™

“You don't know what you're
saving It migh: take hours—days
Days: We're running sgainsi tUme
as it is=—every hour tells. We can’t
try anything before daylight. and
that's six hours away., We're going

But his volce was wavering. and
Malsie Inughed a littde

“Fou're going to rescue those
men, hashand mine ™ sbe sl quiet-
Iy triumphant. “Do you think It
would help me 1o know that my
life bad been buught: at the price
of thetra? Could you hesk people in
the face aflerwand, Enowing that
you'd et men to drowa?™

“1f 1 had sou safe, yes =
«tomtly

“That's all you know. 1T know you
better than you know yoursslf Go
and ry.” And after many arge-
menis, Bremtwood wen: and ried.

The rockel tha: shot upwards
from the Wanama = wkige was an-
swervd bv apother recker fruom the
W reek Fresh blue lights ared,
a 4ar barrel was [gnited.

“Morse him—theres ) e somebody
aboard able to read t—ihat well
stand by and try resee at Trst oP-
portunity,” said the =kipper into
the second mate's ear The Ony
lamp dotred and dashed in obhedience
e the hand on the key., After an
wlernity of waiting there came a
reply that wnounldd have been
grotesque  umnder other ciream-
SIANCRS, Unfitted with sigumaling
rear, compeliesd to improvise with
4 wavering oil unp and s scrap of
sall cloth, the safling ship =aid:
“Dont hwry, but were drown-

.

he maid

Brentwoad, fugetting his owWd
personal anguish now in the clean
seaman's Jdesire to save jife, de-
termined. once embarked om the
venture, 1o conqeer the destroying
sea, took the Wanama closely to
windward of the wrwk, tha: she
might benefit by the shelter of his
low. “ollowed a pericd of malling
inaction. uniil that inaction became
unbearable. By now all hands of
the Wanama were ciusterwd on oF
under the bridge. drawn ont of their
bunks by the adventure that prom-
sed,

‘Looks to me ss if _the == f=a't
quite a= bad as it was™ the chiel
mate ventured after a while

Actually that sea was bolling
macistrom, impossible o Jescride
in written wonds dmwun from a
dictionary compiied by men whoe
have never witnessad the ultimate
wrath of ocean

“With a drop of ol—— satd

Brentwood: ail the salor now,
“TPhink you coukl manage BT
“T'm willing to try. Give me a

lee as moch as youi can, and lbed
— They spoke spusmoadionlly. the

-




