THICK snow swept in [rom the arc-

ticcold Atlantic. Tt was as inex-

orable as death and as concealing
15 the grave. The [reezing cast wind bat-
tered at the rugged, wave-worn coasts of
Newfoundland and screamed through the
‘igging of the bare-masted Blue Dove as
she rolled and pitched in the endless surg-
ing of the white-fringed waves smashing
it her sides. Only the low mourning of a
loghorn and two pin points of red and
yreen light betrayed her presence in the
blackness of the night,

The sea is treacherous around those
iorthern shores when winter comes. But
the hardy Newfoundland sailor, who
knows her moods from long experience,
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fears and respects her, vet never ceases to
defy her to the last.

For generations the struggle between
man and the sea has continued, and
doubtlessly will go on until the last wave
has flung its white spray into the face of
the heedless cliff, and the last seaman has
sunk beneath the cold green depths.

This bleak stormy night in late Decem-
ber the schooner, with nine persons
aboard, fought valiantly against its deadly
enemies, the wind, the sea, the snow—
and the waiting rocks. )

The Blue Dove had just finished a sum-
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Just After Lunch, Dev at the Wheel Noted the

Rising Wind and the Plunging of the Schooner

as She Dropped Rhythmica?lv Into the Frothing
Trough of the Sea

mer and an autumn of freighting, or what
is called coasting, around the indented
shores of the island. That morning she
had left Saint John's, capital of New-
foundland, and had breasted the Atlantic
swells on her last journey of the vear.

The crew were satisfied with the season
behind them. The summer had gone
favorably, and it was with contented
hearts and the hold well loaded with a
winter’s supply of food and clothing that
they turned toward the little coastal vil-
lage of Newhaven, two-hundred nautical
miles north.

“We'll be home in good time for Christ-
mas,” Dev Langmead thought to himself,
as he stood by the rail and watched the
long pier slip by.

Dev, as everybody called him, was a
tall, blond young man with sober blue
eyes and brown-tanned face. He had spent
the last four summers on the water with
his uncle, who was owner and skipper of
the sleek Blue Dove, and had grown to
love the schooner with an affection which

—Please turn to page 19
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