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+ The Cover—The flight deck of HMCS Magnificent was almost
hidden under her deck cargo of army vehicles as she steamed with
troops to augment United Nations forces in the troubled Middle
East in carly January. In a few weeks the “Maggie’s” duties with
the Royal Canadian Navy will end and she will be succeeded by the
up-to-date Bonaventure. (MAG-7560)

LADY OF THE MONTH

“Bonaveniure Island, about 1% miles east-
ward of White Head, has bold and precipi-
tous cliffs of red sandstone and conglom-
erate all around its northeastern part; these
cliffs are 250 feet high in places, and their
ledges and fissures .are the habitation of
innmerable gannets and other sea fowl , . .
it is « government bird sanctuary.”

Thus the “Gulf of St. Lawrence Pilot”
describes the rocky islet which towers from
the sea at the tip of the Gaspé Peninsula—
landfall of ships seeking the haven of
Gaspé Harbour.

Now the island’s name is borne by
Canada’s new aircraft carrier, a haven for
fighting aircraft searching sea and sky far .
from land. The duties of the ship and her
brood of aireraft recall that the name Bona-
venture has been borne in past by an illus-
trious linc of fighting ships in the service
of the Royal Navy. '

The picture on the opposite page was
taken as she was about to steam down Bel-
fast Lough last autumn to begin her con-
tractor’s sea trials.

The literal and prosaic translation of
Bonaventure is “happy circumstance”. More
frecly, it would seem to express “good luck”
for the ship and “happy landings” for her
brood of aircraft. (BN-0093)
PO

Negative numbers of RCN photographs
reproduced in The Crowsnest are included
with the caption for the benefit of persons
wishing to obtain prints of the photos.

This they may do by sending an order to
the Naval Secretary, Naval Headquarters,
Ottawa, attention Photographic Section, quot-
ing the negative number of the photograph,
giving the size and finish required, and en-
closing a money order for the full amount,
payable to the Receiver General of Canada.
4 x 5 (or smaller) glossy finish only .. § .10

6% x 8'4 glossy finish only ............ 40
8 x 10 glossy or matte finish .......... .50
11 x 14 matte finish only .............. 1.00
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The Crowsnest may be sub-
scribed for at the rate of $1 for
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and Stationery,
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relating to subscriptions, should
be addressed to:
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Ottawa, Ont,
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HALF-YEARLY PROMOTIONS LIST

The names of 36 officers are contained
in the half-yearly promotions list of
the Royal Canadian Navy. The regular
force is represented by 26 members and
the Royal Canadian Navy (Reserve) by
ten. The list of those promoted follows:

- ROYAL CANADIAN NAVY
To be Captain (4)

ActingCaptain Arthur Francis Peers,
officer-in~-charge of the Naval Research
Establishment at Halifax. ’

Commander Victor Browne, Manning
Commander East Coast.

Commander Marcel Joseph A. T.
Jette, Base Superintendent at Sydney,
N.S,

Commarnder Robert Waugh Murdoch,
commanding officer HMCS Sioux.

To be Commander (9) .

Lt.-Cdr. (P) John William Roberts,
Staff Officer (Air) to the Naval Mem-
ber Canadian Joint Staff (Washington).

Lit.-Cdr. Ian Archibald McPhee, on
the staff of the Commander-in-Chief
Eastern Atlantic, HMCS Niobe.

Lt.-Cdr. Peter Godwin Chance, com-
manding officer HMCS Outremont.

Acting Commander Edmund James
- Semmens, Headquarters Supreme Allied
Commander, Atlantic, Norfolk, Vir-
ginia.

Acting Commander William Hastings
Howe, officer-in-charge Communica-
tions School, HMCS Cornwallis.

Lt.-Cdr. (O) Michael Henry Elvy
Page, Assistant Director of Personnel
(Officers) (Officers’ Selection and Car-
eer Planning) on the Staff of the Chief
of Naval Personnel at Naval Headquar-
ters, Ottawa. ‘

Lt.-Cdr. Donald Roy Saxon, HMCS
Niagara, Washington, D.C., for liaison
duties with the United States Navy.

Principal speaker on the opening day
of the conference was Vice-Admiral H.
G. DeWolt, Chief of the Naval Staff. The
meetings were held in the headquarters
building of the Flag Officer Naval Div-
isions, Rear-Admiral K. F. Adams.

The commanding officers of the 22
divisions came from every province in
' Canada—from Cabot, the naval division
at St. John’s, Newfoundland, to Mala-
hat, Victoria, B.C. The annual confer-
ences provide an opportunity for
detailed discussion of matters of com-
mon interest to naval reserve units
throughout the country.

The agenda included such matters as
training programs, equipment and facili~
ties, general administration, supply and
accounting, and recruiting and public
relations. Following the keynote ad-
dress by the Chief of the Naval Staff,
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Lt.~Cdr. (P) Donald William XKnox,
Commander (Air) HMCS Shearwater.

Lt.-Cdr. Andrew Laurence Collier,
navigation officer HMCS Magnificent.

. To Be Commander (E) (2)

Lt.-Cdr. (E) Howard Douglas Mino-
gue, Naval Headquarters on the staff of
the Engineer-in-Chief.

Lt.-Cdr. (E) John William Hamilton,
executive officer HMCS Cape Breton.
To be Commander (L) (2}

Lt.~Cdr. (L) John Robertson Allen,
Naval Headguarters on the staff of the
Chief of Naval Technical Services.

Lt.~Cdr. (L) Ronald James Legeer,
Assistant Electrical Engineer-in-Chief
(Air) at Naval Headquarters,

To be Chaplain, Class IV (RC) (1)

Chaplain (RC) Class III John Peter
Farrell, HMCS Naden.

To be Chaplain, Class IV (P) (1)

Chaplain (P) Class III Bruce Adolphe
Peglar, HMCS Stadacona.

To be Instructor Commander (1)

Instr, Lt.-Cdr. George Charles Edward
Gray, HMCS Stadacona.

To be Commander (S) (2)

Lt.-Cdr. (S) Donald Curtis McKin-
non, Director of Personnel Stores, Naval
Headquarters.

Lit.-Cdr. (S) Hugh McGregor, Execu-
tive Officer HMCS Hochelaga, and offi-
cer-in-charge Supply School. )
To be Constructor Captain (1)

Acting Constructor Captain Sturton
Mathewin Davis, Principal Naval Over-
seer, Montreal area.

To be Constructor Commander (1)

Acting Constructor Commander Earle
Wyllie Kimmerly, Manager Construc-
tive Department, Pacific Coast.

To be Commander (SB) (2)

Lt.-Cdr. (SB) Albert Edward Mac-
Donald Morbey, Staff Officer (Security)
to the Director of Naval Intelligence,
Naval Headquarters.

Acting Commander (SB) Donald
Sydney Kenyon Blackmore, command-
ing officer HMCS Gloucester.

ROYAL CANADIAN NAVY
(RESERVE)
To be Acting Captain (2)

Cdr. Allan Ross Webster, commanding
officer HM CS Donnacona, Montreal.

Cdr, Liston Burns Mcllhagga, com-
manding officer HMCS Chippawa, Win-
nipeg,

To be Commander (3)

Acting Commander William George
Curry, commanding officer HMCS
Hunter, Windsor.

Acting Commander John Henry Cur-
tis, commanding officer HMCS Star,
Hamilton.

Acting Commander Edward Gordon
Gilbride, commanding officer HMCS
Prevost, London.

To be Commander (E) (1)

Lt.-Cdr. (E) Edmund Ward Airey,
HMCS Prewvost, London.

To be Surgeon Commander (1)

Acting Surgeon Commander John
Robert Moore, HMCS Discovery, Van-
couver.

To be Acting Surgeon Commander (1)

Surg. Lt.-Cdr. Harvey Douglas Hebb,
HMCS Nonsuch, Edmonton.

To be Commander (S) (1)

Lt.-Cdr. (S) Sven Arthur Takalo,
HMCS Griffon, Port Arthur.

To be Commander (SB) (1)

Lt.-Cdr. (SB) Cyril Alfred Gilbert,
HMCS Carleton, Ottawa.

other senior officers from Naval Head-
quarters addressed the naval gathering.

A reception for the visiting officers
was held in the Star-Patriot wardroom
and later in the week Admiral Adams
entertained the conference members at
his residence at Paris, Ontario.

Captain Hincheliffe
Soon to Retire

Following a varied and, at times,
somewhat exciting naval career, Cap-
tain C. 1. Hinchcliffe, OBE, CD, RCN,
who, as Principal Naval Overseer, in-
augurated the Royal Canadian Navy’s
new construction program on the West
Coast, will retire in February, 1957.

A native of Cumberland, England,
Captain Hinchcliffe came to Canada in
1912 and was apprenticed to Yarrows

machine shop, a Victoria shipbuilding
and repair firm.

During his apprenticeship he worked
on many British and Japanese warships
being repaired and refitted after action
in the Pacific. He also served in an en~
gineering capacity with the Royal Fly-
ing Corps at Camp Borden, Ontario.

He started his sea-going career in the
famed old Princess Victoria, the B.C.
Services fastest ship. Tater he went
deep sea in the “General Pau”, a wooden
ship built in the United States for the
French government,

Captain Hinchcliffe re-joined the CPR
Ocean Steamships in England and
served on both the Atlantic and Pacific
Services.

In October, 1925, he entered the Royal
Canadian Navy Reserve at Naden and















of here, while American troops
camped at the southern end of
the island,

Peaceful arbitration of the
dispute in 1872 placed the San
Juan Islands within the terri-
torial Uniled States.

In October of that year the
British garrison was abandoned,

Where the Captain’s house once stood,
the Washinglon University State His-
torical Society has erected a stone
monument whose four sides read;

British Camp
1860-1872
Erected

Oct, 21, 1904
by the
Washington University

State Historical
Society,

As Arbitrator
William I
Emperor of Germany
Decided the
Saen Juan Case
October 21, 1872
First Officer
in charge was
Captain George
Bazalgette
of the
Royal Marines.

It is understood that various. offers
have been made to the present owners
that, in return for financial security,
they should make the homestead over
to the State with the clear understand-
ing that the camp would be restored to
something of its former condition and
made into a Park or Historical Site.

" The owners, however, prefer to remain,
although they are able to do nothing
to keep the property up. On the other
hand, Mrs. Davis is very proud of her
British connection and makes a point of
preserving relics of the Marines and is
delighted to show visitors what remains
of the camp.

An observer is left with the melan-
choly conclusion that the buildings
which still survive cannot last very
much longer and that any effort to re-
store the camp should be undertaken
while some of the original structures are
left to form a focal point. Wood, even
the best, has its term-—weather and age
will demand their just due; fire or the
vandal may intervene unexpectedly.

In the cemetery, the stone head-pieces
are reasonably time-resistant, but even
they are falling victim to the type of
visitor who carves his initials and chips
off souvenirs. The wooden cross is
definitely succumbing .to age. As noted
before, some words are already unread-
able: it is only a question of time until
the whole fabric collapses.—C.H.L.

Tbe Day They Changed the Pole

SOME scientific gentlemen, in a quest quite geological

Were aboard the Labrador for a reason clear and logical.

They were searching round the islands with some gear quite geodetic,
For a mythical position called the Northern Pole, Magnetic.
What's more, they had a theory, (quile a strong conviction),
That, in days gone by, someone had made an error of prediction,
And not content with laissez faire, or present status quo,

They couldn’i sleep a wink at night, they really had {o know,

Just what was going on up here, what made the world go round,
And so we came along with them, to push the ice around.

They looked in here, they peered in there, exploring all the way,
They didn’t leave a bone unturned, in fiord or in bay.

They beat the air, they churned the ground, with energy prolific,
And took a thousand readings, with gadgets scientific,

Noting them all carefully, plotting every curve,

Experimenting all the time, with vigour and with verve,

They went in little parties to the most forsaken spots,

And sent each other messages, and collected earth in pots,

What’s more, they found the hidden staff, behind a lump of ice,
It stood in lonely glory, and really looked quite nice,

But being men of stern resolve, with iron in their hearts,

They dug it up to examine it, in all its several parts.

They photographed and measured it, and took X-ray pictures too,
And found out quite a lot of things that really were quite new..
And when everything was finished and when all the jobs were done.
We took them back and sailed away towards the setting sun,
Content with efforts strenuous, happy with their find,

Not knowing just what ghastly ruin they had left behind,

For a strange result had shewn itself, because of this great test,

And somehow things were topsy-turvy, and the East was now the West.

The sea-lanes of the world were full of shipping on its way,

From far Peru to Timbugtu, from Fiji to Cathay,

And overnight their compasses had done a crazy swing,

And old King Neptune’s ears did burn to hear the ielegraphs ring.
The tanker out from Houston who was bound for Plymouth Sound,
Was seen to head into the gulf, and finally run aground.

And the skipper of a tramp ship gave his mate a lovely shiner,
When, instead of being headed for the northern coast of China,

He found his ship gyrating in a set of evolutions,

Which brought him ever nearer to the farthermost Aleutians.

The Fleet was on manceuvres, doing this and that,

And the Admiral was so surprised he almost shot his cat,*

To see his Flagship losing way, and bringing up the rear,

While the canteen-boat destroyer was busy issuing beer.

The International Date Line was the cause of quite a flurry,

When Oriental gentlemen waxed heated at their curry,

In arguing which day it was, and did it change the price of tea,
And messengers went scurrying from Canton to Wei-hei-Wei,
From far and wide came messages of protest and of pain,
Requesting this, demanding that, from up and down and back again,
And agitated gentlemen wrote letters to the papers,

About this most unheard-of thing, these Socialist capers.

Then finally, when all reports had been investigated,

And all the information collected and co-related,

The finger of suspicion pointed to the guilty party,

And mariners all over the world raised a laugh both long and hearty,
For, you see, the Pole was long, and the ends were just the same,
And there wasn’t any mark to show which way it came,

And when they put it back again, they admitted with a frown,

They must have got it wrong somehow, and put it UPSIDE DOWN.

(First published in Bergy Bits, 1954; Attributed to E.M.P.)

(*) 01d salts note: to shoot the cat: to be seasick.
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THE

IS WIFE always shipped with him.

Her name was Paula. I don’t
think there was a man in the ship’s
company who didn’t covet the captain’s

wife., Except the dozen varieties of
scum we carried for’ard, of course:
they have no sensibilities. I was far-

ther gone than any of them, perhaps
because my position as first mate
brought me more into contact with her,
and gave me an opportunity to dis-
cover that her charm exceeded her
beauty. She had an abundance of dark
hair that would have shamed a less
lovely face, and a soft symmetry of
feature that eludes my memory. No
man could be easy in the possession
of such a woman.

They always lived ashore when we
were in port for any length of time,
and never settled on board until a
couple of hours before we sailed. You
may image, theh, how surprised I was
two nights before we were due out of
Durban, to see Mrs. Nevison crossing
the gangway at close on midnight. We
were lying up at Maydon Whart at the
time. Maydon Wharf lies several miles
from town, and it is the last place on
earth a woman should visit alone after
dark. You are abandoned half a mile
away by the bus, and that half-mile
lies through a region mostly of total
darkness, frequented only by those of
courageous heart or of evil design.
More than one seaman-has there re-
ceived a knife in his back in exchange

for the little money in his pocket.

She looked about her in a furtive
sort of way and went aft. At the top
of the companion she turned and Beck-
oned me to follow.

Now in the ordinary course I'm not
what you’d call a lofty-moralled man.
When it comes to a struggle between
conscience and inclination I wusually
give inclination the benefit of the doubt,
But this was Nevinson’s wife, and Nev-
inson wasn’t the sort of man I'd care
to part brass-rags with on those terms.
~From the professional point of view
he was a first-rate skipper. In sea-
manship ‘I have yet to meet his equal.
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CAPTAIN'S LADY

But as a man there was something hard
and enigmatic about him. You could
never tell what he was thinking, or
what would be his reaction to anything
you said or did. His reaction to any
irregularity in - my bearing toward
Paula was something I didn’t dare te
contemplate.

HEN WE GOT into the light I
\;\/ saw she was pale and very
agitated. She had picked up an old
rag doll that used to lie around in the
cabin — heaven knows why — and was
twisting it in her hands as though she
would wring its neck. She told me to
come in, and came so close to me that
even my fear of Nevinson began to
grow dim.

“Is everyone else turned in?” she

Editor’s Note

Last July 1 The Crowsnest lost
one of its outstanding lower deck
contributors, the circumstance be-
ing the promotion of CPO H.
R. Percy to the rank of Acting
Commissioned Engineer. It is to
be hoped the magazine has gained
a contributor of commissioned
rank.

The story which appears here
is a tale of the sea, presented
solely for its entertainment value,
and it will be entirely futile to
search for any mnaval significance
therein.

It could serve, however, as a
reminder that a command of
language is one of the most use-
ful tools a man can have in his
kit. By not hewing closely to a
“party line”’, The Crowsnest hopes
that it may give some encourage-
ment to good writing and the
clear expression of ideas among
naval personnel. It welcomes
stories and articles whose themes
are mot too remote from mnaval
matters and the sea.

. hand a momentary squeeze.

asked in a tremulous whisper. I told

her they were.

“Carson,” she said, “you—you think
a lot of me, don’t you?”

“If it’s any satisfaction to you, mam,”
I said, “I think more of you than is
good for either of us.” She blushed like
a Java sunset and moved away a pace
or two.

“I'm not making advances to you,
Mr. Carson,” she said with quiet en-
treaty. “I must put my duty before
my inclinations. I've come here to-
night because I need your help —
urgently.” She gave the doll an extra
savage twist, and looked full into my
abashed eyes. I thought she was go-
ing to cry. I stammered something
about laying down my life for her.
She drew closer again, and gave my
It was
a long time before she spoke. She
began several times and stopped, as
though her opening words must sway
some innate prejudice of mine.

“Would you take a great risk to help
someone else for my sake?” I nodded,
and before I could utter a confirma-
tory word she poured out the whole
story in an incoherent torrent of words.

“It’s my brother, He’s done nothing
wrong. He couldn’t. You won’t say
anything to my husband, will you? I
want you to help me smuggle him
aboard as a stow-away. Ralph must
never know. Never. He hates my
brother. He would send for the police.
‘We can keep him out of sight and take
food to him. I had to confide in some-
one, He’s innocent, never fear., 1
wouldn’t drag you into anything ., .
He was seen with the man who did
it, and he can’t prove he wasn’t there
at the time it happened. He’s got no
alibi. You see he was with — with
someone who musn’t be implicated.”

Well, the following night we estab-
lished the fellow-as comfortably as we
could in the after hold, without any-
body even suspecting that Mrs. Nevin-
son had been aboard. I learned from



the newspapers thal there had been

an audacious diamond robbery up-
country, and the Natal police were
anxious to interview a man very
closely resembling our stowaway,

HE MORNING AFTER we con-
T cealed him the skipper came
aboard, and by noon we were clear of
the harbour, setting a course nor’east at
our usual seven knots. It was my first
crossing of the Indian Ocean, a voyage
which should have been full of novelty
and promise, but which threatened in-
stead to end my carcer.

It wasn’t difficult to supply the wants
of a stowaway without arousing sus-
picion., I had always made a practice
of inspecting the holds daily. But for
all that there was more in maintain-
ing my secret passenger than ever I
dreamed of. The unwelcome attention
of Nevison’s dog, for instance, which
I had to ward off by such a variety
of bribes and 'trickeries that I have
a shrinking hailred of terriers to this
day. And one day the steward
remarked — with undue emphasis, I
thought — that the Eastern air seemed
to be good for my appetite. After that
I imposed a merciless fast upon my-
self, and invented. all manner of con-
trivances for secreting food while the
steward’s back was turned. Another
time I had to sneak down to the hold
in the middle of the night to stop the
fool snoring,

It wasn’t long, loving Paula as I did,
before I divined that the man down
below was no more her brother than
you are my maiden aunt. Don’t ask
me how I knew. I never saw them
together fromi first to last—on the night
he came aboard there had been no trace
of a moon, and we hadn’t dared show
a light—but there was a sort of fervour
in their behaviour as if the trifling mes-
sages they entrusted to me were to de-
termine the future of an empire.

The moral effect of all the secrecy
became almost unbearable in time, Al-
though I kept a close watch on myself,
I became obsessed with a terrifying
certainty that the furtive bent of my
mind was making itself apparent . in
my manner and in my actions. When-
ever I approached the after hold, no

matter how legitimate the nature of
my ostensible business there, the desire
to look around to see if I were being
observed was almost irresistible. Some-
times I knew moments of panic stupor
in which I fancied that I really had
yielded to that desire. So it went on
for nearly a fortnight, I formed the
habit of mentally rehearsing every
word and every action,

OBSERVED Nevinson pretty closely.

He betrayed no hint of suspicion,
Not that his face lacked expression. It
was one of those firm, conventionally
handsome faces with a full mouth and
a barely perceptible tilt to the nose.
Yet the animation of his features bore
no relation to his thoughts. It was no
more than a vivified mask. A puppet-
show of a face. In the light of subse-
quent events I am inclined to think he
over-acted his part. No man could live
in such intimaecy with two people with
a secret like ours and not sense our
nervous restraint. Especially a man
like Nevinson. But at the time we
were too relieved by his apparent ig-
norance to suspect him of guile.

We were all in the cabin at dinner
one evening—it was, luckily for our
stowaway, the only meal of the day we
shared—when Sparks brought in a sig-
nal. Nevinson glanced at it, crumpled
it carelessly into his pocket, and turned
to me with an ingenuous smile.

“Seen any stowaways on your rounds,
Mr. Carson?”

“Stowaways?” The word startled me
with a dozen fearful apprehensions, and
I tried to disguise my involuntary shout
with a foolish, ineffectual laugh. Paula
played up admirably, evincing just the
right degree of curiosity.

“Stowaways?” she echoed quietly.
Her gentle tone seemed somehow to
atone for and render harmiless the blun-
der I -had made,

“The Natal police think we may have
their diamond thief on board. The ship
is to be searched before going along-
side at Colombo.” He dismissed the
matter with a contemptuous shrug and
bellowed for the coffee.

“I suppose there’s no possibility of
their being right?” said Paula with
shocking audacity. The steward mer-

cifully interposed himself between Nev-
inson and me at that moment.

“You're casting a reflection on Mr.
Carson’s performance of his duty, my
dear,” said Nevinson, insinuating hea-
ven-knows what. I took refuge in my
coffee cup and said nothing.

AULA SOUGHT me out on the
bridge that night. She had the
rag doll again.

“Carson, what are we to do? How can
we get him away before the search?”
She seemed suddenly very young and
helpless, like a dismayed child. I took

‘a couple of turns about, and before I

could think of anything even remotely
expedient Nevinson came up flourish-
ing his cigar like an erratic meteor in
the dark.

“We shall be passing Sadu Atoll to-
morrow night,” he said. “I shall go
in close, and if there’s not too much
of a sea I shall put in for water. It's
getting lower than I like.”

That was a lie. We had enough to
see us through. Not with a very wide
margin, it’s true, but I'd never known
him to worry about it before. He al-
ways left that to me. It could mean
only one thing. He knew everything,
and he was playing our game. I didn't
like it, and when he had gone I told
Paula so. She gave a strange laugh
and said: “Don’t worry, Carson, I know
how to handle Ralph.” But all the
same, the thing tormented me for the
rest of the watch, and gave me a miser-
able night. The only logical conclusion
I could reach was that the skipper
wanted to avoid the possible conse-
quences of the man’s discovery on
board. Yet why should he be at such
trouble to feign ignorance? 1 aban-
doned myself uneasily to the decree
of Providence and the stratagems of
Paula, : .

We had arranged that as soon as the
steward turned in the following night,
I would muster the hands forward,
while Paula conducted the stowaway
to my cabin. When we got close in-
shore he would lower himself out of
the port, drop into the sea and swim
ashore. After that he would have to
fend for himself, That last was my
own observation, and I noticed with
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ungenerous pleasure it caused Paula
some alarm.

The moon was high and full as the
low, coraline islet came into view on
our port bow that night. Nevinson,
with unusual loquacity, had told me
that Sadu was a much-used watering
place, and had a native population of
some hundreds. We were apparently
approaching the uninhabited side, for
there was nothing to be seen but a few
stunted palms silhouetted against the
moon. We went dangerously close.
Had I not been so full of other fore-
bodings nothing would have induced
me to take her over that craggy bot-
tom, even at Nevinson’s order. I prayed
for a cloud, ‘yet was terrified of the
peril it would bring.

EVINSON STOOD beside me on the
bridge, peering ahead as though
seeking an opening. He stood in a
crouching posture, ostentatiously re-
fraining from looking astern. The side of
his face nearest to me was in shadow,
but I sensed that the narrowing of his
eyes was occasioned by something more
than the effort of scrutiny. His sneer-
ing smile seemed to be in the air, as
though he emanated contempt for the
shallowness of my deception. I wanted
to shout at him. Ask him if he thought
I was such a fool as to think he was
unaware of what was going on. It
humiliated me to carry on a pretence
that had no longer any purpose, to
gratify his whim by withholding what
was no secret.
“I think that’s close enough, Mr. Car-
son,” he said, without turning his head.
“You think so, sir?” I said, trying
to imitate his insinuating tone.

‘the other to speak.

e i

“Yes, or we’ll all be swimming
for it.” the accent on the word “all”
was barely perceptible, Perhaps I im-
agined it.

I could spare little attention for the
stowaway, but my alert ears caught the
sound of at least a dozen splashes that
could have been of his making. We
seemed to be traversing an intermin-
able surf-beaten coast. I lost all sense
of time.

Then Paula was standing before me
with two cups of coffee. I questioned
her with anxious eyes. She shook her
head and set the cups on the binnacle.
“We're in close, aren’t we?” she said
in feigned alarm.
~ “I don’t think we dare go any closer,”
I said with as much emphasis as I dared.
She smiled and went below, whisper-
ing: “Thank you, Carson,” as she
passed. That was the last I ever saw
of her.

T WAS almost a year later that I
passed that way again. I had been
relating to my first mate how Nevin-
son’s wife had gone overboard with the
stowaway. How Nevinson, after a per-
emptory: “Get back on your course,
Mr. Carson,” had stayed out the watch
with me on the bridge, striding up and
down with a sort of triumphant jaunti-
ness in his step. He came below with
me. We stood facing one another at
the door of my cabin, each waiting for
I heard him start
to say something as he went into his
berth and stop abruptly. I turned in

with a light heart, thanking God it was
all over.

He came to my cabin roaring drunk
in the small hours, when I was enjoy-
ing the first refreshing sleep I had

known for a week, demanding to know
what had become of Paula. When it
became obvious that she had gone (and
I was no less shocked than Nevinson),
I suggested that we should put about
and send a boat ashore to look for her
as soon as day broke. He simply lapsed
into a fiendish, hiccupping laugh and
said: “Keep on your course, you fool,
it’s too late to turn back now.”

I could have killed him, then. One
virtue I had always ascribed to him
was a sincere love for Paula. I would
never have believed him capable, even
when drunk, of allowing a mere despic-
able thief to run off with his wife with-
out giving chase. He lurched toward
the door, and then turned to add with
that same hateful laugh: “We don’t
want to be overdue at Colombo.”

I was about to relate how, after re-
peated warnings, Nevinson had evenu-
ually been dismissed for inveterate

‘drunkenness, and how, when I took

over the command, Sparks had told me
of the conspiracy over the mythical
signal, when my listener seized my
arm and pointed to Sadu, which was
no more than a ragged blur on the
horizon,

“If you’ll take her in a little closer,
sir, you'll see why Captain Nevinson
didn’t trouble to stop for water, and
why he wouldn’t put the ship about
to search for his wife.”

I did. And this is how I found Sadu.
Barren, deserted, waterless; unsheltered,
unvisited, unapproachable: sentinelled
on every side by hungry fangs of coral,
over which leaps incessantly a silent
but impassable surf.

As we stood out to sea, a contented
shark rose up beside -us, turning his
silver belly to the sun.
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