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APTAIN MIKE ROONEY, master of 
the Consolidated Fruit Company's 
steamship Presidente, rested his 
elbows on the bridge rail, regarding 

his chief mate with a humorous eye. 
“Look at that, now,” he chuckled, “ 

teachin’ them squarehead deckhands to clean 
as much paint with five swipes of the sponge 
as they formerly did with thirteen—
efficiency, he calls it!” 

John Norton, the general manager of the 
company, nodded approval. 

“That youngster should go far, Captain 
Mike—I like to see that spirit.” 

“Ye-es,” returned the skipper, scratching 
his chin thoughtfully; “but, it can be 
overdone, John. I’ve only had that lad this 
trip, but I can see one thing—he’s not 
human. He’s a machine, with a bilge pump in 
place of a heart. He’s for Carl Graham, first, 
last, and in the mid-watch. Not but what he’s 
a smart mate,” the captain added. “You 
should see his boat drill!” 

Captain Rooney glanced sideways across 
the bridge to where his chief engineer was 
standing with his back against the wheel-
house, talking to the manager’s daughter. 

“Look at Sam Bowen, now. This ship 
costs less for coal and repairs than any other 
in the line, but Sam’s human—I love him 
like me own son.” 

“True, Mike,” Norton returned. “But 
then, Bowen’s efficient without knowing it.” 

“Always exceptin’ in love,” the captain 
grinned. “He falls down there—Graham 
never would. He’ll court with his head, not 
his heart.” 

The subject of their conversation was 
standing in the forward well deck of the 
Presidente, superintending the scrubbing of 
the paint on the after end of the forecastle. 
He was a sufficiently good-looking 
youngster, but, to the close observer, there 
was a hard look about his mouth and a cold, 
steely glint in his gray-blue eyes that 
betrayed the nature of the man. 

When, at eighteen, Carl Graham 
graduated from the Schoolship St. Mary’s, he 
entered the employ of the Consolidated Fruit 
Company as a quartermaster on one of their 
ships. Thereafter, as fast as the United States 
steamboat inspection rules would permit, he 
went up for his examinations, and, at twenty-
five, he had his master’s papers and had been 
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appointed chief mate of the Presidente. 
Carl’s consuming ambition was the 

achievement of material success. Very early 
in life, he had formulated a course which he 
had determined to follow unvaryingly, and 
that course had for its objective a far wider 
scope of activity than would be possible to 
him as master of a vessel, no matter how 
large. No consideration should be permitted 
to deflect him from that course and no means 
overlooked to attain his end. 

In his schoolship days, Carl had 
somehow happened upon one of the earlier 
works on efficiency and, thereafter, read 
them all. The theory and practise of one 
exponent in particular attracted him. This 
gentleman, who was a contractor, had been 
able to prove that a man could lay more 
bricks in a day with less exertion if a careful 
study was made of the number of movements 
requisite to put each brick in its proper place, 
and the layer was then instructed how to 
work in such a manner as to use the 
minimum number of motions only. 

This principle had struck Carl as entirely 
practicable, and he had yearned for an 
opportunity to apply it. The opportunity 
came with his appointment to the Presidente. 
Such matters of ship husbandry as the 
cleaning of paint are entirely within the 
control of the chief mate, and Carl had taken 
strong hold at once, to the disgust of the 
boatswain. 

Alice Norton turned to the chief 
engineer. Sam Bowen had no business on the 
bridge, but he was generally to be found 
somewhere in the immediate neighborhood 
of Miss Norton when she was aboard the 
ship. The girl asked: 

“Why don’t you try some of that 
efficiency on your engine-room, Sam?” 

Bowen laughed. 
“That’s where it grows, Alice!” 
“Small thanks to you!” she retorted. “I 

don’t believe you’ve been in the engine-
room once since we left port.” 

“That shows how efficient I am,” Sam 
countered, his handsome face beaming as he 
looked down on her. “Besides, you’re wrong. 
I go down every morning and give ’em my 
blessing.” 

The mate, standing on the forehatch, 
swung around and hailed the bridge. 

“Hold the watch on us, please, Captain 
Rooney!” Then he blew a shrill call upon his 
whistle and sang out: “Man overboard!” 

Instantly, all was bustle upon deck. 
Captain Rooney strode to the engine-room 
telegraph and shoved the handle to “stop!” 
The deckhands dropped their sponges, 
swarmed up the ladders to the shelter deck, 
raced aft, and tumbled into the quarter-boat, 
swung out, ready for lowering. From his 
place in the stern sheets, Graham dropped his 
arm and the boat sank swiftly to the water. 

Norton put away his watch with a 
satisfied nod. 

“Two minutes—very snappy work!” he 
commented to the captain. Then he added: 
“A promising young officer. I must watch 
him.” 

Carl received the manager’s 
commendation with outward modesty. He 
was assured that his little gallery play had 
fixed him in Norton’s mind as an entity 
instead of a name on the marine 
department’s payroll. He also perceived that 
Miss Norton was impressed; and this 
impression was a part of Carl’s general 
scheme, for he had made up his mind that he 
must marry a woman who could help him. 

If he loved her, so much the better, but 
that was not an essential. Alice, plainly, 
would help him. It never entered his 
calculations that the lady might not see 
things in the same light. Such a doubt would 
be contrary to all the principles of efficiency. 
But then, Carl had never had time to study 



The Grain of Sand 
 

3

woman, either in the abstract or the concrete. 
The Presidente docked at Brooklyn the 

following afternoon, and the Nortons 
departed for home. Before she left the ship, 
Alice found Sam Bowen. 

“Why don’t you come to see me once in 
a while, Sam?” she questioned with a 
flashing smile. “I don’t think you treat an old 
schoolmate very well!” 

Whereat, Sam blushed and stammered 
and said that he’d try to get around. The next 
evening, while the chief was sitting in the 
chart-room with Mrs. Rooney and the 
captain, the skipper having slipped down to 
see how things were going under Graham’s 
charge, the mate poked his head in at the 
doorway. When he saw him, Bowen’s eyes 
rounded with wonder, for Graham was 
dressed in immaculate evening clothes; a 
thing never before seen aboard the 
Presidente. 

“I have put Mr. Olsen in charge and I am 
going ashore now, sir, unless you want me,” 
Graham announced in his clear-cut, incisive 
speech. 

The captain’s eyes twinkled. 
“Go ahead, Mr. Graham—I hope you’ll 

tell the girl all about them efficiency dodges. 
John Norton is a kind of crank on them 
things, and she always does what John 
wants.” 

The mate bowed to Mrs. Rooney and 
departed. 

“Is Graham going to the Norton’s?” 
Bowen asked the captain. 

“He is—and you better watch yourself or 
he’ll run away with the girl under your 
nose!” the skipper responded. 

“Oh!” said Sam thoughtfully. Without 
further speech he walked away and, 
thereafter, spent an hour staring at a small 
snap-shot that hung above his desk. 

Alice Norton and he had gone to public 
school together in Brooklyn. That was before 

Mrs. Norton died and while John Norton was 
still a shipmaster in the company’s employ, 
instead of its general manager. There had 
never been any girl in Sam Bowen’s life 
except Alice Norton, and there never would 
be; but Sam had very little imagination. 

At twenty-seven, he was chief engineer, 
and his conception of success had, so far, 
carried him only to a gradual increase in the 
size of the boats upon which he would serve 
and the same gradual increase in the size of 
his pay-check. Serious thoughts of 
matrimony had been far in the future. It came 
suddenly to Sam that, perhaps, herein he 
differed from Carl Graham. 

The very next evening he called at the 
Nortons’ and was well received by Alice, 
who was rather a terrifying figure to him, 
dressed as she was for a dance. She 
mentioned that Graham had called upon her, 
and that he was a very interesting man; also 
that his ambition was most acceptable to her 
father. Then it was time for her to go to the 
dance, and she went, accompanied by a 
youth whom Sam could have turned up and 
spanked with his left hand otherwise 
engaged. Sam returned to the ship; again 
very thoughtful. 

Time went on and the Presidente made 
her trips regularly between Bella Cruz and 
New York. Whenever he was in port, Carl 
Graham spent much time with Alice. He 
seemed to be making satisfactory headway; 
and Norton was most hospitable. But one 
matter troubled him. On two occasions Alice 
was unable to accept his invitations because 
of a previous engagement with Sam Bowen. 
Carl began to see that Bowen must be 
considered an alien grain of sand in the 
bearings of the efficiency machine. And, as 
such, should be removed. 

Sam seemed to get nowhere. As has been 
said, he lacked imagination, and that finer 
perception of the feminine view-point that 
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sometimes goes with imagination. He liked 
to be with Alice, but he was unhappy when 
he was with her; and still more unhappy 
when he was not. 

Then John Norton announced that he was 
going to Bella Cruz again. Whereupon, Alice 
decreed that she should go, too; and that they 
would travel aboard the Presidente. 

It happened that, on the afternoon of the 
second day out, Alice found herself alone. 
There were no other passengers, her father 
was yarning with Captain Rooney, Carl 
Graham was on watch, and Sam Bowen 
down in the engine-room. Something about 
the machinery was balky and he had been 
there all day. 

Alice tired of reading and took a walk 
around the ship. She dropped into the galley 
and had a chat with the chef, then wandered 
on, along the port side of the main deck. The 
door of Sam’s room stood open and all 
Sam’s earthly possessions were exposed to 
the world. 

Alice hesitated, glanced cautiously 
around, then stepped inside. She read the 
titles of the scanty store of books upon the 
shelf, uncomprehendingly fingered a steam-
engine indicator lying on the desk, then saw 
the little snap-shot, hung against the 
bulkhead. 

A quick, tender smile lit her face and she 
turned and hurried to her own room. 
Presently she was back on the port side of 
the main deck. Sam was still absent. Alice 
went inside once more, drew a large cabinet 
photograph from under her polo coat and put 
it in a prominent position on the desk. Then 
she ran swiftly forward and joined her father 
and Captain Rooney, taking a somewhat 
excited part in the conversation. 

When he came off watch, Graham 
repaired to the chief engineer’s room to 
mention a leaky steam-pipe on the after 
winch. He found Bowen, with the grime of 

the engine-room still upon him, just laying a 
cabinet photograph upon the desk. Sam 
blushed furiously through the grime when 
the mate entered. Graham mentioned his 
errand briefly, with tight shut lips through 
which his speech snapped—then departed, 
morally certain that the chief had been 
kissing that photograph. That grain of sand 
in the bearings was beginning to be serious. 

All the next day the Presidente bucked 
into a southeasterly gale that rapidly 
increased to hurricane strength. When 
darkness fell, she was barely able to hold her 
own with her engines running full speed 
ahead. She had shipped a sea that had torn 
two boats bodily from the chocks and 
wrenched away the engine-room skylights, 
flooding the lower regions with tons of 
water. The upper deck staterooms were 
impossible of occupancy, because they were 
entered from outside, and it was a very 
dangerous procedure to attempt to pass along 
the deck; so Alice and her father were 
transferred, for the time, to inner rooms 
opening off the main saloon on the port side. 

When Alice went to bed Captain Rooney 
had the ship head to sea, and, being light, she 
was laboring terrifically, so much so that 
Alice had difficulty in reaching her room at 
all. She had long since been forbidden to 
poke her nose outside the house, and she had 
spent a miserable evening in company with 
the purser, who was fat, fifty, and addicted to 
a nap after dinner, gale or no gale. She had 
not seen Sam for thirty-six hours. 

Some time during the night Alice was 
awakened by noises that were not of the 
hurricane. There was much shouting in the 
saloon, a shuffling of feet, and snapped 
orders. Somebody pounded on her door, 
yelling: 

“Fire!” 
And in that weather! 
Alice was a sailor’s daughter, and she 
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was partially dressed and outside her door 
before her eyes were wide open. Her father 
was awaiting her. Together, they emerged 
from the alley, now full of pungent, choking 
smoke, and saw a terrifying spectacle. 

The engine-room well—that pierced 
through all the decks to the shelter deck, 
furnishing light and air to the engine-room—
was a steel casing, sheathed on the saloon 
side with a patent, decorative material that 
the Presidente’s builders had guaranteed 
non-inflammable. Their guarantee was, 
however, worthless, for now it was blazing 
fiercely, fanned by the draft that came 
through the saloon doors, opened to admit 
hose lines. 

The heat was intense; so intense that, in 
places where the sheathing had fallen away, 
the steel beneath was warped and gaping, so 
that the flames drew inward and up through 
the broken engine-room skylight as through 
a chimney. Also, the fire had already 
attacked the stateroom partitions on the 
starboard side. 

Men with axes reeled on the heaving 
deck, striving desperately to cut away the 
burning material. Other men, with their feet 
braced wide apart, held the hose lines and 
directed the streams against the fire. The 
water, striking the steel of the engine-room 
well, still further warped the red-hot plates 
and cascaded through the openings in 
showers of steam. 

Carl Graham, cool and active, was 
directing the seemingly hopeless fight. His 
clear voice dominated the tumult and his 
quick eye instantly saw the most minute 
point of vantage from which to attack the 
enemy. He caught sight of Alice and her 
father and turned to them. “Please go aft as 
far as possible,” he begged. “We can beat 
this, but I don’t want to have to worry about 
you!” 

Alice shook her head, but Graham had 

already turned back to his duty. He was 
certainly resourceful and brave, but— 

At that instant Sam Bowen touched 
Graham on the arm and said something about 
the forward donkey pump. 

“Yes, start it!” Graham directed crisply. 
“We need all the water we can get! Be 
careful how you go forward,” he added, 
“we’ve had two men swept overside 
already!” Then he turned to give directions 
to the axmen. 

Bowen stood staring at the engine-room 
casing. He seemed not to have seen Alice or 
her father. A stream struck the steel and the 
water poured through an opening, boiling 
hot. Sam muttered something and raced 
away; but not forward, Alice noticed. 

Presently Smith, the second engineer, 
reported to Graham that he had the forward 
donkey pump going and another two lines of 
hose available. 

It was a long and stubborn fight, but they 
won it at last. All hands not actually needed 
in the working of the ship, even Alice, turned 
to—it was put the fire out or die. No small 
boat could have been launched or, if 
launched, could have lived in that raging sea. 
Never once, through all the fight, did Alice 
see Sam Bowen again, and she wondered; 
but decided that he must be standing by the 
pump.  

When the last ember had been stamped 
or drowned out, the cook went to the galley 
and made hot coffee for all hands. The gale 
was moderating fast and the rising sun 
almost breaking through the flying scuds. 

Graham brought coffee to Alice and her 
father and received their praises. While they 
were drinking the coffee, Sam Bowen came 
up. He was covered with black, but his face 
showed dirty white in places and his cheeks 
were oddly puffy. 

Alice turned to him with a delighted 
welcome. Carl Graham heard the gladness in 



All-Story Weekly 
 

6

her voice and his face clouded, and the steely 
glitter in his eyes became very pronounced. 

“I noticed that you sent the second to the 
forward donkey pump, Sam,” he remarked in 
a meaning tone. “You did quite right not to 
take a chance on going overboard.” He 
addressed Alice. “We wouldn’t want to lose 
the chief, would we, Miss Alice?” 

The girl turned to Bowen, her face 
suddenly hard. 

“Did you send the second to the pump?” 
“Certainly,” Sam said in a surprised 

manner. 
“Where were you?” Alice persisted.  
“Oh, Sam was all right—he was in the 

engine-room!” Graham interposed. Then he 
laughed nastily. 

“Were you in the engine-room?” Alice’s 
voice was cold. 

Blank amazement and incredulity spread 
over Sam’s face at the tone of the question. 
He stared at Alice. Something he read in her 
expression made him turn quickly and walk 
away without reply. Alice followed and 
tapped him on the shoulder. He winced, as 
though her touch hurt him. 

“Sam,” said the girl piteously, “oh, Sam, 
I didn’t think you were a coward!” 

The chief engineer made no attempt to 
defend himself, nor did he look around, but 
walked slowly out of the wrecked saloon, his 
shoulders bent. 

Norton flashed his daughter a puzzled 
glance; then bent frowning brows on the 
mate. He favored Graham with a prolonged 
scrutiny, made a sound that was a cross 
between a laugh and a snort, and stalked 
away to his own room. Carl Graham 
permitted the set line of his lips to relax. The 
grain of sand had been removed. 

Alice did not see Sam Bowen again 
before the Presidente docked at Bella Cruz. 
Once or twice she strolled past his room on 
the main deck, impelled by she did not know 

what; but the door was always tight shut and 
the blind drawn across the window. Once she 
saw a steward disappear through the door 
carrying a tray of food. Her face hardened. It 
must be true, then, Sam was ashamed to 
appear. The dining saloon had escaped the 
fire, and Sam had always taken his meals 
with them, but now he could not face them. 

Unwelcome news awaited Norton on the 
pier at Bella Cruz. The local manager told 
him that the country was full of fever and 
that it would be unsafe to leave the town. As 
the repair shop of the company’s railroad 
would be busy with the Presidente’s wrecked 
interior, he and Alice went to the hotel, and 
Norton immediately plunged into business 
with his representative. 

On the morning following their arrival, 
Alice strolled down to the quay with her 
father and, while he was in the offices, she 
went and sat at the edge of the pier, looking 
out over the bay. She was immediately 
surrounded by a crowd of ragged, native 
urchins, who chattered to her in 
incomprehensible Spanish. 

“They want you to throw coppers over 
for them to dive after,” Graham elucidated, 
joining her. “Watch!” He walked to the 
corner of the pier at the stern of the 
Presidente and threw a handful of pennies 
overboard. 

At once the water was full of plunging, 
struggling youngsters, plain to be seen in the 
clear depths. Alice laughed heartily and 
emptied her purse of small coin to keep the 
circus going. In the midst of the fun she 
glanced up at the ship and saw Sam Bowen 
leaning over the taffrail. 

Sam called something down to them, of 
which she caught only the word “propeller.” 
The ship’s water-ballast tanks had been 
emptied and she floated so high out of the 
water that nearly half of the propeller was 
exposed. The boys were diving within ten 
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feet of it. 
“Mr. Bowen is warning us of 

something,” she told Graham. 
“Oh, he’s just telling us to keep them 

clear of the screw,” the mate returned. “I 
suppose they are going to turn the engines 
over to test them. Let’s give the boys a real 
scramble. Watch them go for this half-
dollar!” He held the coin between thumb and 
forefinger, so that all the eager little copper-
colored faces might focus upon it; then 
tossed it overboard. 

Simultaneously, the boys dove. Two of 
the more active of them reached right under 
the coin. Their motion made the half-dollar 
slant sideways, as a stone skips along the 
surface. It zigzagged downward, approaching 
ever nearer to the ship’s rudder, and came to 
rest on the skag, or bottom support of the 
rudder, immediately under the propeller. 

One of the youngsters saw it and made a 
quick stroke forward. He rose directly under 
the skag and clutched the prize, then tried to 
come to the surface. 

Alice gasped and Graham said something 
that sounded very like an oath. The boy’s 
wisp of cotton trousers had become 
entangled in the bottom rudder pintle and he 
was unable to tear loose. He struggled 
frantically, and air bubbles, rising to the 
surface, showed that he had lost his head and 
would drown shortly. His companions had 
fled from the water terror-stricken. 

Bowen was leaning far over the taffrail, 
calling to Graham. The mate, white-faced, 
fingered the top button of his jacket 
irresolutely, as though he were minded to 
tear it off and go in for the boy; he thought 
better of it and blew the call for his boat-
crew. Alice was bent over the edge of the 
pier, wringing her hands and calling upon 
Graham to do something. 

There came a mighty splash in the water, 
and Bowen struck downward, straight for the 

youngster. All the girl’s faculties were 
centered on the man who had now reached 
the boy and was tearing at his trousers: but, 
in the back of her mind, she was aware that 
Graham had run aboard the ship and was 
getting a boat overboard as efficiently as he 
did everything. 

Now, Bowen, in his efforts to release the 
youngster, had thrown a leg over the skag, 
right under the propeller blade. Alice 
screamed—a frantic scream that brought her 
father and all the office force out of the 
building. The propeller was beginning to 
turn. Slowly, inexorably, the blade came 
down; and Bowen, with his leg over the 
skag, did not heed. Once let that blade, with 
a clearance of barely four inches, cross the 
skag and nothing could save the chief’s leg, 
probably his life. Down, down came the 
blade—six inches—four inches. 

“Oh!” Alice went limp. 
With a savage jerk Bowen had torn the 

cloth at last, and he and the boy shot to the 
surface as the propeller began to turn in 
earnest. The backwash sent them clear; and 
Graham and his boat-crew were in time to 
pull them in and land them on the pier. 

Both were unconscious. The company 
doctor set two clerks to work to revive the 
youngster, and turned his attention to 
Bowen. Alice, drawn by an irresistible 
impulse, came close as the doctor opened the 
thin cotton shirt that was the only covering 
on the upper part of Bowen’s body. He 
glanced at the chief’s chest, then tore the 
shirt clear off his shoulders. 

“No wonder he fainted!” he ejaculated. 
“The man’s body is a mass of burns!” 

With sudden understanding, Alice saw 
the raw flesh where Sam had scraped the 
blisters in his struggle under water. As the 
world reeled about her, she staggered to her 
father and held to his arm. 

“I wondered how long you’d let that 
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four-flusher bluff you!” her parent remarked, 
with a grim smile. “Sam Bowen stuck to his 
engines while boiling water and firebrands 
dropped on him for three hours. He wouldn’t 
ask his men to stand the gaff. He kept the 
ship head to wind and saved our lives!” 

“Oh don’t, dad!” Alice wailed. Then she 
looked for Carl Graham, who was walking 
hurriedly toward the quarter boat. 

When Sam Bowen opened his eyes, 
somebody was sitting beside him—
somebody who whispered his name when 
she saw that he was conscious. The same 
somebody bent very close to him and in plain 
view of all Bella Cruz, assembled on the 
pier, pressed her lips to his. 

“Sam,” somebody whispered, “daddy has 
decided that he must go back to New York 
on the Libertad when she touches here this 
afternoon. I’ll have to go, too—unless” —
here somebody hid her face in his wet hair, 

so that he could not see it, although he very 
much wished to— “unless—of course—
you’ve never asked me, Sam, but, I think—I 
think—Captain Rooney would marry us—
then I could stay behind and look after those 
burns, Sam, dear.” 

 
Subsequently, the Consolidated 

Company had a new ship come out. The 
assignment of officers to her caused a shake-
up and a vacancy for a new captain. Sam 
Bowen, marine superintendent of the line, 
took his problem to the general manager. 

“Here are two chief officers who entered 
the service on the same day, and each man’s 
record is clear. Who gets the Presidente 
when Rooney takes the Dictador?” 

“Give her to Tom Carter,” Norton 
directed, with a smile. “Carl Graham is such 
a darned efficient paint scrubber that it’d be 
a shame to make a skipper of him!” 

 


