= HERE |s something
. )\ about a tile hat that
A\ shifts & féllow’s per.
spective a few points
to leeward. I've seen
that smane fact illus-
trated several times
in my-life:

I remember, for instance, when old
Jack Senrick, city editor of’ the Chrome
fela, used to enunciate lis famous theery
that two dcinks and an inspirdtion skould
keep a reporter in working order elghtoen
hours a day. Men came and wemnt rapid-
ly on the staff of the old Chrdnicle under
Senrick's regime. And them the Rice
News Company elected a board of’direc-
tors that held different views than the
clty editor, and Senrick went the way of
tha obsolate. Once
back In the ranks, he
rescinded the inspiro-
tion—if not the two
drinks—phase of his

theory.
DBut Senrick was
only an understudy

for Stephen K. Cor-
rigan, prestdent, ma-
jority owner and im-
pelling genius of the
yellow stacked Corri-
gan Line of lake
freighterss Corri-
gan’'s folks were
whitefish seiners from
Thunder Cape, on the
north shore of Lake
Superior, and Steve
had seen the big pond
in all Its varying
phases for twenty-
two years hefore he
took up his abode
in Cleveland. He
was a deckhand on
the old Georgian
Maid when she nccu-
mulated a deckload of
2,000 tons of ice, not
specifically mentionad
in the clearance pa-
pers, and turned tur-
tle off Whiteflsh
Polnt,

Steve climbed out of 'a galley window
as the old package freighter took her
final roll. It was rumored along ths
docks that the cook had designs on the
same exit, which Steve found necessary
to discourage with a brace bar before ha
gequired precedence.

As a matter of fact the cook didn’t
follow at all, for somse reason, but Steve
paid dearly enough for lils priority. He
was frogen to the spar he’d grasped upen
going over, and the rewenus cotter Cari-
bou, when it picked him up five hours
Iater, found it necessary tolea¥s two or
three of His inzers on the flagstaff of the
Georgian Muid.

Steve stayed ashore thHereafter, and
nmo one could blame lim much for re-
rouncingg a life afitat. But' the young
Canadian couldn’'t quite. overcome his
passion for navigation, and when his
hands healed enough. to grasp o pen he
accepted a clerical job in the Cleveland
offices of the old Tilton Line.

The days before ths commerce com-
mission became interested in the degree
of consanguinity existing, between rail-
roads and steamship lines wers the salad
era of lake shipping. Steve progressed
upward rapidly coough, and when a
good many enterprising ‘‘rail and wave”
alliances were handed their divorce de-
crees Steve's Independent line was jerk-
ing about all the Iron ore that the steel
trust boats couldn't handie

Steve didn’'t subscribe to the idea of
Hiding one's light under a bushel, and
all of His huge marcon.colored steel
freighiters bore the name of some mem-
ber of the Corrigan family. I covered
the launehing of* thea Edith Corrigan for
a Cleveland paper, and’it was there that
I first met the president of the line. He
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had all of your trde publicity seeker'a
awe of the newspaper man, and upon
presenting my credentials I was invited
into the owner's stand. Edith Corrigan,
in whose honor the big 600 footer had
been mamed, was l'iai;ﬂnx the be-rib-
bened bettle of champagne; and talking
vivaciously witht o slénder young msm
whose: pertrait, in commection withr some
polo-exploit, often graved’ thre- society sec-
tiom of our lbeni’ pepers.

Corrigan shioved & cigar into my lmand;
rmunbled » 168 of Imposinmg stutisties
sbeut thenew boat’s-tommage and dimen-

* slons; and: then turned to- repest the per-
formmnes for o motiew picture weeldy
pEresettitive.

* +

WAS more Interested in the daughter
than in the old navigation master. She
was a splendidly active, vigorous girl,
with the Irish combination of black hair

and blue eyes. I marveled that she could .

be of the same flesh and blood as heavy
jowled, harsh voiced® Stephen K. Corri-
gan.

A band was playing popular airs, to
drown the harsh creaking of the retain-
ing stays as they wers dislodged in pairs.
I couldp’t hear what father and daugh.
ter were discussing, but it 1\nu patent
that the strongest affection obtained be-
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tween them. The girl’s slender hand,
gloved in pearl gray: silk. rested lovingly
om his huge arm, and” when, in a clear.
resormnt voice, she cried, “T christen
thes Edith Corrigan,” and hurléed the
chiampagne against the greaf red steel
bows, the Iigfit imr Her father's eyes re-
deemmed’ the Harshmess of his forbidding
countenance.

The big- vessel glided smoothly into
the bay, and with one last glance at the
ill assorted pair I left the gaudlly decked
stand.

I saw little’ of the Corrigans for the
next ysor or. two. Sometimes BEdith Cor
rigan's white: French roadster would
flash past the Chronicle Building, and I
would catch a glimmpse of the preity fea.
tures, sparkling blue evesand bright red
cheeks, framed against a’ background of
Blue silk or white fur. Her beauty made

her a al. fawvorite, and old Steve Cors=
rigan Il ed_his wealth upon his only.
daughter. Steve himself was much in

the limelight. He was a leader. In the
attack against railroad-owned ship lines,
and lobbied actively In favor of various
dissolution, bills.

But his greatest prominence was ac-
quired as an opponent. of seamen’s

~monions. He was the type of shipmaster

who spends $25,000 on a mahegany pans
-

coumtermand
the order,” he
agreed dryly.
“Bat it wom't,”
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eled suite of reems aboard his steamers,
to be used somvetimes as often as twice n
year, while deploring the whelly inexcus-
able desireof” AL B. seamen to have their
wages.ruised from $i8 to $22 monthly.

L interviewed him on the subject, and
fourd him. bitter in his condemnation of
walking delegates and union pubiiea-
tions. He wawved his mutilated hands
about as: he dbelsimed against all forms
of orgmmization In any wise calculsted
to benst wages at the expense aof Mvi-
dends. I asied him suddenly what he
considered & fair wage for his last trip
(mdllw ill fated QGeorgian Maid. JIie
seemed momentarily nonplused, and then
seized the question to turn his own end

"'See tlmat hand?" he beilowed; “more
like a sponge thaun anything clse—wall |
got that in ‘active
service, and when any
of these lily fingerad N
unien swabs

try to
tel me anything
about higher wagey
and ‘full crews' 1')

cshake it before thejr
cyes and tell them
that I"ve seen service
and know the ropes
Full crews"’
puffed’ savagely on
his thick black cignr
and strode back and
forth in his mng-
niffcent inner office
—"full crews! Hell

he

of a full crew they
shipped in the old-
en days. Why, the

old Georgian Maid
ueed to ship short
handed with Half of
those aboard down
with the 'D. T.'s' No
sleam

e T,

heated quar
ters forward for us,
elther, and now-—"
He stopped with an
inarticulate oath of

disgost,
L . L] . ™
I dropped in the

Corrigan Line offices
froguently during the
big anti-unien fight
that the iron jawed
old president was
lending. Mapes cov-
ered the union cammp,
and I brought inm the
rebuttals from the
employer'sst r ong-
hold. Tt took.a lot of fromt page space,
and the old man sesmed to glory In the
prominence the issue gave him. ‘““Welve:
got ‘em on the run,” he told me exuitant -
Iy one nfférneon late in Decamber. A fire-
burned cheerfully in the Ereat. red brielc
fireplace of his sumptuous den. “They're
springing a. lot of. sympathy stuff atsout
the man aficat these nights, but.it woms't
get ‘em over with anybedy but the sob
sisters.”

“A: wire would
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I8 tirade wam interrupted by the
noiseless: entry of the butler; who

announced’ that a young lady was very
anxious: to spealk with Me, Corrigam.
Carrigan: frowned, consulted his wateh;
and sapped: “Wall, show her in'" T
n:.tn!m,brthoch“dmm
emptorily: '
T “Stick It out, Keppler,” he command-
ed: “It" wonit take & moment to settle
this other mustter:**

I resumed’ myy chadr and waited;

& young girl emtered the room and
glanced nervously from Corrigan to me

She ssood uncertaindy in the doorway
for almost” a: minute;.and it oecurred to
me that Corrigan might have offered hee
a chalr. He dida’‘t.

“It's—it's - about father,” she
nervously, in.a.ricls contralto voioce, with
jukt a trace of tremor. “He has wired us
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