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Dignity Is Rust; It Freezes Things. Humor Is Oil; It Helps 
Things Move.   Aboard Ship That Happens, Too. 

 

TWO ON THE MATE 
By RICHARD HOWELLS WATKINS 

 
UCKILY Gene Dwight, the 
mate, was standing by on the 
lower bridge to see if Captain 
Grant would give out about the 

big blow that was framing up. The skipper 
merely shot a frosty glance at him and 
then, fumbling his feet at the head of the 
ladder, tripped and fell. Gene got going 
like a jet. 

The husky Old Man tried too hard to 
land with ship-masterly dignity. He did 
three complete convulsions tensely in mid 

air, which is never right. The deck was 
steel plating. Captain Grant was reaching 
for it with his chin. 

Gene Dwight fielded him on the dead 
run. Gene’s arms and legs were thick 
spars. They bent under the strain. Gene hit 
the hot deck. The Old Man thudded down 
on him. 

“Thank you, Mr. Dwight,” Captain 
Grant said coldly. He unangled himself as 
stiffly as a carpenter’s rule and handed the 
ladder a look that would have abashed a 
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Port Said bumboatman. 
“Any time, sir,” Gene Dwight panted. 

He curled an ear hopefully, having the 
weather on his mind. 

J. P. Humbert, executive v.p. of the 
Hingman line—they called him Ancy 
Pants because he was always on the itch to 
move—came on the gallop. He had 
hustled down the ladder ahead of the Old 
Man, just as much in a hurry to get off the 
ship as he had been to get on. “Are you all 
right, Captain Grant?” he asked. 

The Old Man took sedate inventory. 
“Twisted my back somewhat but I believe 
it is of no consequence, Mr. Humbert.”  

Ancy Pants, a good enough guy except 
that he’s always popping up by plane in 
ports where nobody wants him, looked 
worried. He ran his finger up over his stiff 
ginger-colored mustache as if he was 
trying out a toothbrush. The Old Man 
edged him to the side, firmly saw him off 
in the agent’s launch and. walked deadpan 
past the mate. 

Young Gene Dwight shook himself 
again and grinned. His face looked like 
something a lazy guy with a dull chisel 
had quit trying to hack into human 
semblance out of a cross-grained hunk of 
iron-wood. Only his sudden grin, which 
turned on like a light, saved him from 
being a gargoyle. 

For a minute he hooked himself by his 
elbows to the chain rail. He gave his 
insides a chance to get back where they 
belonged. All solid meat, the Old Man 
was. 

“Next time I’ll use a catcher’s mitt,” 
he told a pelican standing by for scraps. 
He looked over Flamingo Bay, which 
opens too widely to the south at the flatter 
end of Santa Inez island. 

A little less northeast trade than usual 
was ruffling the water. Gene turned 
northeast, to see that wind climb over the 
mountains. Only a thinnish bunch of trade 

clouds were hanging to the mountain 
peaks and the whole works was 
surprisingly near and clear. Two ships 
close by the High Sierra were still 
working cargo onto lighters alongside. The 
gangs were moving fast. 

 
ENE gave his kidneys a shove to 
starboard and walked aft to the 

messroom. In the officers’ pantry he 
poured himself a mug of coffee. The other 
deck and blackgang stripers having their 
morning pause in the messroom were 
drinking iced pop but Gene stuck to his 
North Atlantic habits. He downed the 
moke. The bunch were all standing up 
today. Standing up and fidgety. 

“Come on, Gene; how’d it look?” Tris 
Powell, the second mate, asked him.  

Gene showed them, doing four 
convulsions in the air and straightening his 
cap, long-faced, dignified and just like the 
Old Man, while still falling. He made a 
good catch of himself before he hit the 
deck. 

“The top trouble, the skipper’s got no 
sense of humor, boys,” he said, sitting on 
the table. “He was on his way, anyhow, so 
he ought to have made it funny. He’d just 
have slid. But, no, he had to tie himself all 
up trying to convince his audience he 
planned it that way.”  

He shook his head. “No sense of 
humor can be bad. Supposing the High 
Sierra was taking her last dunk. Well, a 
guy like Cap’n Richard Grant would go 
down with her.” 

“What’s wrong with that?” young Rob 
Tenney asked a little louder than a Johnny-
Come-Lately radio op should talk. 

Gene Dwight’s grin flicked on. 
“Me, my job is to get Number 1 

lifeboat away, Sparkie,” he said. “I’d be a 
right fast slave to duty when the old 
wagon started to settle.” 

He waved a thumb at Tenney. “But 
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where’d you be?” 
“Me?” said Rob Tenney, blushing 

haughtily at having all the eyes on him. 
Gene Dwight curled an arm toward the 

overhead. “Up in the shack with your feet 
getting wetter and wetter—that’s you. 
Why? Because the skipper couldn’t see 
that motheaten captain-must-go-down-
with-the-ship stuff is just a poor joke. And 
naturally you, Sparkie, being true to the 
traditions of lightning jerking, you’d be 
there with earphones on, waiting to leave 
with a skipper who wasn’t thinking of 
leaving.”  

Again Gene shook that rock-hewn 
head of his. “All because of no sense of 
humor in the old man,” he said. “Gurgle-
gurgle.” 

“Huh!” said Rob Tenney. “A radio 
operator would stay anyhow.”  

Everybody raised a cheer and Tenney 
blushed again. 

“.My aunt’s foot!” said the first 
assistant engineer. He headed for the door. 
“We got a hero on the articles!” 

“And a good thing, too,” said Gene 
Dwight. “It evens up for me.”  

Rob Tenney squared his cap. “Don’t 
worry about me!” he said. “I shall do my 
duty!” 

He marched out as dignified as if he 
was heading a parade in his own honor. It 
went over big. 

Gene Dwight laughed like a foghorn. 
“No sense o’ humor!” he said. “That 
makes two of ‘em.” 

Tris Powell, the second mate, poked 
Gene Dwight into a chair with a straight-
arm shove. “And speaking of senses of 
humor, yours is still curdled from the 
war!” he said. 

“A bit mordacious,” Henderson, the 
old chief engineer, said. He threw 
dictionary words at his shipmates like they 
were rocks. 

“That could be,” said Gene Dwight. 

“In the war—” 
 
HEY laid down their bottles of pop 
and drifted. Gene had had medals 

draped on him for the Murmansk run and 
he wasn’t the silent kind you hear about. 
Give him a loose ear or two and— But 
right then the ears were scattering fast. 
Only Henderson, who could stand 
language in lumps, stayed. “What makes 
ye rate humor so high?” he asked, getting 
set for an argument. 

“I’ll put it in your own lingo, 
Socrates,” Gene said. “Dignity is rust. It 
freezes things. Humor is oil. It helps things 
move.” 

He scrammed, too. Outside he looked 
at the sky and thrust a leg over the hatch 
coaming to join the sweepers in Number 
Two lower. Then he stopped. 

The Old Man was starting down the 
pilot ladder to board a shore boat 
alongside. He was making heavy weather 
of it, hitching down one step at a time. 

Gene parked on the chain rail near 
enough to bear a hand or get a word. The 
Old Man didn’t even look his way. Still 
frozen-faced he made the shore boat and 
headed the sepia oarsmen for the pier. 

Two hours later Ancy Pants himself 
came aboard again. He had Gene Dwight 
called out of Number Three ‘tween decks. 
He got technical. As well as Gene could 
figure it the Old Man hadn’t broken his 
back. The hospital had him in a cast. Ancy 
Pants waved a hand toward the neat white 
building on the high ground to northward 
from which Captain Grant might be 
looking at his ship. 

“You will load cargo as soon as those 
fellows”—Ancy Pants glared at the other 
two ships—”cease monopolizing all the 
lighters in this port. And Mr. Dwight”—he 
dropped his voice—“Captain Grant wants 
you to inspect your ground tackle at once. 
The weather to the southeastward is 

T



SHORT STORIES 4

unsettled.”  
Gene Dwight cocked an eye at the 

cirrus clouds—feathery stuff a long way 
straight up. 

“Delicately put, sir,” he said. “Sparkie 
was telling us at dinner it was a hurricane. 
Whether it’s better to haul tail out 
o’here—” 

“You have nothing to worry about, Mr. 
Dwight”—it was still ‘mister’ not captain. 
“The agent assures me that Flamingo Bay 
is known far and wide as Hurricane 
Haven.” 

“It all depends on where the wind is, 
sir,” Gene Dwight said. “Rough 
Roadstead, I’d call it.” 

“Nevertheless, Mr. Dwight, Captain 
Grant is confident the High Sierra will 
ride out any unsettled conditions quite 
comfortably here in the bay,” Ancy Pants 
said. 

“How about the skipper taking over at 
the hospital since he’s there and letting me 
handle the ship, since he ain’t here,” Gene 
Dwight said. “This board of old warts 
ashore who jerk tickets don’t believe in 
remote control.”  

“I have given you Captain Grant’s 
instructions,” Ancy Pants said curtly and 
hustled ashore. 

Gene went into the chartroom and had 
a long look at the detail of Flamingo Bay, 
including soundings and kind of bottom. 
The ship’s hands coagulated into little 
bunches to scuttlebutt, looking over Gene 
Dwight without quite putting an eye 
square on him. Gene came wandering into 
the pantry and turned on the coffee spigot. 

“Relax,” he said over his shoulder. 
“Nobody’s called me Captain. I’m just 
ship’s husband, as well as I can figure it, 
with no authority to lift her hook.”  

Rob Tenney snorted pretty loudly for a 
kid operator. 

“At least that means you don’t have to 
go down with your ship,” he said, very 

tough and a little red around the gills. 
Gene Dwight laughed. “You’ll have to 

show a turn o’ speed if you’re figuring on 
abandoning when I do, Sparkie,” he said. 
He hit the bulkhead with a fist that made 
her boom, or it seemed so, anyhow. “A 
ship!” he said. “Any shipyard can sling 
one together in jig time but where’d they 
replace me in a hurry?”  

“For a start I’d try a nut hatchery,” Tris 
Powell said. 

 
HE ship stayed jumpy. It wasn’t only 
the hurricane, which has a way of 

knocking out a tune on taut nerves before 
it hits, but also the remote control skipper. 

It began to cloud up. That night it got 
showery and gusty. A long low swell came 
rolling in the bay. 

Gene Dwight kept plotting the course 
of the blow by the radio reports. Next 
morning he secured everything loose on 
deck with double lashings. 

Before noon he got the last of three 
reports that put the course of the blow in a 
straight line running through Santa Inez. A 
disturbance of small area, accompanied by 
winds of hurricane intensity, they called it. 
The barometer slid an inch and a half in an 
hour, which meant the thing was getting 
close. Gene took a turn on the bridge, 
staring at that white building there on the 
hill. The hospital just squatted there, 
looking back at him, blank as the Old 
Man. 

Gene faced the north wind and pointed 
ten points to the right and that gave him 
east southeast, which checked swell with 
radio reports. It was too rough for the 
other two ships to work cargo. Their crews 
were busy on deck, snugging down. By 
then you could lean on the wind as you 
listened to the tune it played aloft. 

Ancy Pants arrived in a bouncing 
launch, massaging his ginger mustache till 
it looked like he was giving with a 
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harmonica. 
“Well?” said Gene. 
“Captain Grant refuses to let this 

hurricane discompose him,” Ancy Pants 
reported. “He is confident—”  

Gene Dwight beat the rail with his fist. 
He pointed his finger overside and Ancy 
Pants looked. It had been too tough 
alongside for the launch. It was hightailing 
toward the little pier with one guy bailing 
and another pumping. Ancy Pants was 
marooned. 

“I can’t take that toplofty jaw,” Gene 
said. “The skipper’s decision is based on 
his dignity, not the mathematical 
probabilities of this blow. He don’t want 
even a hurricane to hustle him.”  

He waved a hand at the wide open 
south. “Don’t he know a rat-trap when he 
sees one?”  

“You are still under his orders,” Ancy 
Pants bawled. “I have no ticket; I myself 
would not presume—” 

“To hang on here is the dignified thing 
to do an’ be damned to it!” Gene said. 
“Look, mister!”  

He shoved an arm out into the 
northerly wind. 

“Now it blows a hair west o’ north in 
the puffs,” he said. “Mean anything to 
you?” 

“No!” 
Ancy Pants yelled the word in Gene’s 

ear but Gene didn’t hear him. A gust had 
hit the mate a sudden wallop on the left 
side of his backed-up face. 

“Nearer nor’ nor’west!” he said aloud. 
He cupped his hands to his mouth. “Mr. 
Powell!”  

“Right here!” said the second mate. 
“Get your anchor! We’re leaving 

town.”  
“I warn you—” Ancy Pants began but 

Gene Dwight was already blowing up the 
ladder toward the bridge. Old Henderson 
hadn’t been in sight all morning. When 

Gene called the engine room it was 
Henderson who answered, and fast. 

“Aye,” he .said, noncommittally when 
he got the news. “There’s what head o’ 
steam the boilers are good for, as ye 
asked.”  

Though a sizable harbor chop was 
running the wind was blowing right off 
shore and the High Sierra still lay steady 
as a rock. 

Tris Powell and the boatswain heaved 
in her anchor. She turned her stern to 
shelter and headed toward the open sea. 
Gene Dwight rang her up to full ahead. 
Sudden rain out of the black clouds above 
sluiced her decks from fantail to forecastle 
head. 

Ancy Pants crawled up into the 
wheelhouse, dripping. But Gene Dwight 
was too busy, in and out on the bridge, to 
argue.  

“It’s a hard chance but the easiest one 
in sight,” was all he would say to the 
company’s v.p. To Tris Powell he 
megaphoned, “Get all hands up off that 
deck. It’ll be dusty outside.”  

So southward the island dribbled away 
between a couple of low, rocky arms with 
scattered reefs and sandbars. 

Gene Dwight kept her hugging the 
west side of the buoyed channel that ran 
southward. And when the channel made a 
turn to the southwest he kept edging her 
over to the westerly edge of the deep 
water. She was not too happy about that 
wind and sea for she was light. A couple 
of thousand more tons of freight would 
have helped. 

Things like that happen fast. The wind 
screamed up to a shrill peak, backing as it 
picked up speed. It was one of those winds 
men argue about; whether there are winds 
of such power. 

The blast hit the highsided ship square 
on the beam. It was no momentary gust; it 
was a mighty hand shoving her broadside 
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across the narrow channel and neither 
wheel nor propeller could do anything for 
her. A sandbank was waiting for her on the 
other side. 

She took the sand along her full length 
and wind and sea leaped at her, heeling her 
over and pouring solid water across her 
shelter deck. 

The seas began smashing her over. 
Gene Dwight, the helmsman and Ancy 
Pants were all scrambled and floundering 
down in the leeward side of the 
wheelhouse. The slant of the deck was too 
steep to get back on hands and knees. 

“I won’t forget—if I come through 
this,” Ancy Pants snarled at Gene Dwight. 
“You left a sheltered harbor—and 
destroyed your ship!” 

“That’s what,” said Gene Dwight 
through his teeth. “Didn’t last long in 
command, did I?” 

That granite face of his looked gray 
enough to be limestone now. He hitched 
himself up to a wheelhouse window for a 
narrow-eyed squint at the seas driving 
over her. She was on too hard, over too far 
on her beam ends to pound. They had 
seconds to save their lives in that crazy, 
rising sea.  

“Pass the word,” Gene said to the 
helmsman. “Abandon ship! Port lifeboat.”  

He started climbing up toward the 
whistle lanyard. A dirty tune, “Abandon 
ship.” 

Nobody had been caught out on deck. 
Men had been hurt but not swept overside. 
Gene got the storm oil tanks streaming. 
That lifeboat should ride anything. It 
wouldn’t last long on the davits.  

Gene hustled them into the boat 
hanging low out over the slanting side. 
Nobody disagreed with the way he’d sized 
things up. Anxiously he counted noses. 
Flying water made counting hard. 

“Thirty-nine! Who’s the missing man? 
Where’s the radio op? Where’s Tenney?” 

Nobody answered. Henderson looked 
at Gene, his wrinkled old face sardonic.  

“It’s still a joke if it is on me,” Gene 
said tautly. He tapped Tris Powell’s arm. 

“Hang on till it gets too tough,” he 
said, grabbed the davit and swung aboard 
the ship. With broken water hammering at 
him he started the climb along the deck 
and up it to the radio shack. The wind kept 
trying to pick him off like a ripe apple off 
a tree. 

Near the shack, aft of the wheelhouse, 
he raised his head and saw the white face 
of Rob Tenney peering out the porthole. 

Urgently Gene motioned to him. The 
radio operator screeched something. Gene 
didn’t like the look of his face, exalted, 
wild. 

He climbed up, got a grip on the rim of 
the port and glanced in, close to the young 
op’s face. 

“Get going!” Gene shouted. “Didn’t 
you bear ‘Abandon’?”  

“Who can take it?” Rob Tenney 
shouted hysterically at him. 

Gene shoved an arm through the port, 
trying for a calming grip on his shoulder. 
But Tenney jerked back. 

“Look!” Gene said through his teeth. 
“Forty men are waiting for you, with their 
necks out. Come on, Sparkie! Forty men!”  

“I locked the door!” he said. “It 
jammed when the ship went over! You go 
on! I can take it—like I said!”  

Gene grunted. He peered aft. The boat 
was still waiting. 

“Put on a vest,” he said and started 
hitching along toward the wheelhouse. He 
jerked the fire-ax out of its fitting and 
scrambled back along the cockeyed 
passage. 

Everything was scrambled. He had 
trouble getting footing. But it was a fine 
hefty ax. He swung it at Sparkie’s door. 
The superstructure was really strained. He 
had to chop the door into chunks and 
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wrench each piece clear. Time went by in 
spite of him. While he worked the ship 
gave a lurch that dumped him on his face. 
He struggled up. 

Tenney was helping on the other side 
of the door. The remnants of the thing fell 
over suddenly on Gene. He pitched over 
the weather board onto the deck and slid, 
sprawling, toward the rail. He saved 
himself with grabbing hands. Next instant 
Tenney tumbled and nearly knocked him 
loose. 

The guys in the boat were still hanging 
on, with men manning the falls. Tough 
waiting! Gene shoved the op aft ahead of 
him and Tenney worked his way along. 
For an instant Gene stopped, turned 
forward and lifted his head. Stinging spray 
belted his scowling face. He crabbed 
around and followed Tenney. Water and 
wind kicked him along after the op. 

Tenney reached the boat. Quick hands 
jerked him aboard. The ship was no longer 
almost on her beam ends; she was rolling a 
little and the lifeboat hanging by its tackles 
was oscillating like the pendulum of a 
cuckoo clock over the oil-filmed water 
alongside. 

Gene Dwight paused by the forward 
davit. His squinting eyes assayed the 
streaks of foam tailing down wind on the 
surface of the writhing sea. Full throated 
voices shouted at him against the wind. 
Tris Powell’s face got grim. Ancy Pants’ 
mouth was moving. 

Gene leaned toward the iron-faced 
second mate. He jabbed his arm into the 
wind. The wind was hammering at them 
from the starboard bow. Not broad on her 
beam! That was why she was lifting, not 
hard down. Weird, the speed of that shift. 
But then it was the speed of a wind shift 
that had slammed her on the sandbank. 

“Out o’ the west!” Gene Dwight 
bawled. “Get it, Tris? A four point shift 
since she grounded!”  

Tris seemed to absorb it but the A.B.’s 
tending the davit falls were getting jumpy. 
They had hung on long enough. Any 
moment they might throw off a turn of the 
line and begin lowering the lifeboat into 
the oil-eased sea below. One of them 
beckoned Gene aboard. There was a hard 
“or else” jerk to his finger. 

Gene curled his leg around the davit 
and cupped his hands. 

“She’ll lift before she cracks! You’re 
safer aboard! All hands!”  

There was doubt and confusion in the 
lifeboat. Once you’ve taken to the boat—
Hard-pressed, that bunch were with the 
screaming gale tearing at their heads. 

 
ENE DWIGHT put his back to them 
and went scrambling away from the 

boat. Alone he could do nothing. But with 
a chance to save her, he could not 
abandon. Stuck with the role of hero! 

“Another one on me,” he told himself, 
flashing a very sour grin. 

He made the wheelhouse and glanced 
back out of the corner of his eye. 

Tris Powell was sold. He was tapping 
the shoulder of the man at the after fall 
with a sort of heavy shackle he’d caught 
up from the bottom of the boat. He pointed 
to the High’s deck. Forward, one kid 
ordinary seaman was already leaping back 
to the ship’s rail and Henderson was 
moving, Among the bunched men in the 
boat a dozen arms were lined up along the 
wind’s new direction and jaws were going. 

Gene Dwight watched the wind. 
Already it was working south of west in 
the gusts. He could figure from that the 
center was blasted close, very small, but to 
northward of the High Sierra, spinning on 
its way from tropic doldrums to high 
latitudes. To northward! 

The ship was pounding hard, lifting 
and falling as the mighty wind slammed at 
her. But it could not kill her; could not 

G



SHORT STORIES 8

smash her over and gut her with big seas 
and drive her under in deeper water 
beyond the bank. Not from the new 
direction, it couldn’t. 

The men in the boat came aboard with 
a rush, clutching and scrambling on the 
jarring ship. They clustered in what lee 
they could find, flattened out on the deck 
until Henderson led a small bunch of 
blackgang men to the head of the 
engineroom ladders. 

Gene, ducking heavy water blasted off 
the white surface, clung to the cockeyed 
bridge, watching the down wind streaks on 
the water. Ancy Pants hung on inside the 
wheelhouse, close to the door. Tris Powell 
waited by the bridge ladder. An A.B. 
crouched by the wheel. 

Gene could do nothing; wind and sea 
had taken her over, but he watched those 
streaks. The wind was coming in dead 
ahead, now, and her bottom was grinding 
on the sand. Lifting; she was lifting that 
port side! 

He fought over to the telegraph and 
shoved the handle to “Stand By,” Back 
from the engineroom came an answering 
jingle. Henderson was on the job. 

Gene pointed his hard face toward the 
bow again. For the first time he felt what 
he had been praying for, the wind 
battering his left cheek harder than it hit 
his right. Still shifting! No longer dead 
ahead. It was beginning to hit her port 
bow. It was slapping her back as it had 
slapped her down. It was driving sluicing 
seas in between the sandbank and her side. 
It was forcing her backward and into the 
channel again. 

Gene planted a hand on the handle of 
the telegraph and waited. The wind was 
doing the job; no use in turning over that 
propeller. There could be coral under that 
sand. She scraped again and came off. 

He sensed the water under her keel and 
he shoved the telegraph to “Slow Ahead.” 

She carried a bad heel to port; what cargo 
and permanent ballast there was in her had 
shifted when she lay about on her beam 
ends. But she was afloat and—he felt the 
tremor of her under him despite all the 
racket of the storm—under way.  

He shoved the handle forward; he 
drove her into it. She just hung there, 
getting nowhere, then began fighting 
southward by inches. 

Ancy Pants came out to him and 
looked longingly astern, at Flamingo Bay, 
dim seen in that black chaos. But he did 
not speak. Southward! Tough going. 

When the wind finally edged right into 
the south and blew into her teeth it began 
to lose the keenest of its crazy fury. 

She was in deep water, now, and Mr. 
Henderson had the pumps going, throwing 
water out of her. She’d be a mess, but she 
was afloat. Gene kept steerage way on her 
with the wind easing. Having hit south it 
stayed there. And Gene Dwight 
obstinately kept her nose to it, watching 
the barometer rise, reckoning the strength 
of that gale. One hour. Two hours. Three 
hours. 

 
HE wind eased to no more than a stiff 
trade breeze. Gene Dwight turned 

once more toward Flamingo Bay. 
Ancy Pants edged up to Gene, played a 

silent tune on his ginger mustache and 
looked down at the ravaged deck. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Dwight, but you 
disobeyed orders,” he said. “You behaved 
well but it was your stubbornness that got 
us into this mess. There’s nothing I can do 
for you.”  

Gene Dwight nodded. His grin split his 
unlikely face. Tris Powell had counted 
noses again and he had lost no men. 

“You’re right,” he said. “I should lose 
my ticket. But for not putting to sea 
sooner.” 

Ancy Pants went over into the wing of 
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the bridge and tut-tutted such crass 
obstinacy. 

Rob Tenney stuck his head out of his 
shack, looking older and brighter. Gene 
spared him a grin. A small one. 

The High Sierra limped into Flamingo 
Bay. Tris Powell, on the fore deck, uttered 
a yelp and shoved out a hand toward 
something in the rain and murk a couple of 
points on the port bow. It was one of the 
two steamships which rode it out in the 
bay. 

Her bridge, funnel and masts showed 
above the water. She lay on the bottom to 
northward of a reef. That ledge must have 
taken her bottom out as she dragged to 
northward when south wind and south sea 
came storming in that broad entrance. 

Gene Dwight nodded. “The other 
fellow was luckier,” he said, staring at the 
beach alongside the place where the little 
landing pier had been. 

There was a ship high and dry with her 
stern across the waterfront street. She had 

broken her back and was a long, tough, 
expensive salvage job from enough water 
to float her. 

The hurricane had done a job in 
Flamingo Bay. Gene Dwight glanced at 
the hill. The hospital had ridden it out 
safely, anyhow. 

Ancy Pants was gasping. Finally he 
contrived a sickish smile. 

“Speaking of jokes,” he said, “I guess I 
ought to apologize for—” 

“Jokes is right,” said Gene Dwight 
grimly. “If it hadn’t been for Sparkie 
taking one too seriously and rusting up in 
that shack o’ his I’d have lost my ship, 
too.”  

He shook his head at himself. “Too 
dignified; that’s me. Instead of telling you 
and the skipper to go to hell in a 
wheelbarrow I stalled around—I wouldn’t 
kid you, mister; I should lose my ticket for 
not putting to sea sooner—”  

“Next time I’m sure you will,” said 
Ancy Pants. 

 


