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CHAPTER 1 theew her arms around his beck

APT, STEVE HANSEN leancd
over the rail of the "Northern
Balle” and scratched his tron-gray
whiskers reflectively, Quite a voy-
#ge this would be. Quite.

Caplain Steve spat down Into
the waters of San Franclsco Bay,
where the “Belle” lay moored to
her pler, He stralghtened up as
Bamey MacGregor approached.

“You sent for me, Steve?”

Captaln Hansen grunted
“Yeah" And thent “How long
you been first mats on this tub,
Mae?™

“Long time, Steve . . . somethin'
like elght years I guess, Why—
what's In th' wind?*

*Well, you min't first mate no
longer, Mac, At least not for
awhile.”

Barney MacGregor placed two
big hands on his hips and struck
» belligerent Scoteh chin four de-
grees forward. “And would you
mind explalnin' just what th' hell
you mean, Steve Hansen™

Capiain Steve spat overside
agaln. “Pull in your b, Mac.
Aln't as bad as you suspect. Y'see
Mae, we're going to have some
company going up to Prince Ru-
pert thia trip. Female company,”
he added, significantly,

Barney MacGregor's
clearly indicated he dldn't gét It

Captain Hansen sighed lustily.
*“Might as well tell you th* whole
story.” He pulled a battered pipe
from his pocket, tamped some to-
bacco into It deliberately snd I

ap.

“0Old Hank Vaughan called me
long distance foday. All th' way
from New York . . . musta cost
him a week's pay. . « « Week o'
your pay, that 15" hs corrected
"Anyway, Hank calls to tell me
his one and only niecs is shipping
with us this trip. Exys he put her
aboard one of those airplanes him-
self and she'll be here this after-
poon.™
“An' who is FMank's nlece an'
how come we're signin' oo fe-
males?™
Captain Steve squinted at him.
*“Mac, don't stand thare and tall
ma you don't remember litils Va-
leris Douglas. Bhe used to scram-
bls all over this ship 13 years
ago.”

“Nou don't mean that long-
legged kid with &' pig-tails,
« Btevel™

“Th' sama, Mas, except I doubt

wvery much if she still has those
' pig-talls, Must be quite a lady by
pow. A culs one she was then,
m-
. Steve Hasnsen wsmiled softly.
*Took her fishing out in the bay,
once and she threw all my worms
overboard because she was sorry
for them. Before her mother took
her east I promised she eould
eome back some day and be my
first mats for a trip or two."

“And this is it eh? An' you're
goln' through with 1t1*
*Orders from Hank. Th' gal Is
th' star woman's sports writer for
& big newspaper gyndicate. Hank
says she's dallyin' around with a
sea-farin' novel and declded ghe
wanisd to spend part of her vaca-
tion aboard th' ‘Belle’ to get some
more atmosphere, as she calls It"
MacGregor snorted and Captain
Bleve continued. “But don't take
all this too seriously, ¥Mac. O

tourss you're still first mate. TH'
gal's going to have a sorta bonor-
ary title, But the boys can amuse
her by stringing along with any
Little things she wants done. See?"
' *¥eah Mac sald mournfully.
*] see, but I don't lke. Neither

will th' boys, I'm thinkin'"
Captaln Steve hifched up his
belt. “Ii's gonna be your job to
see that they do like—or there'l
be a lot of cracked skulls around
here.”
Barmney MacGregor muttered
* something under his breath and
slaliked off. Explaining this new
sltuation to the rest of the boys
. wam't quits to his liking and he
didn't think his announcement
would be well received.
L I )
-_‘[T was 4 o'clock that afternoon
when the taxi drew up at the
. dock and instinctively Steve Han-
sen knew Valerie Douglas had ar-
rived. The eab drew away and
the girl who stood with hands on
hips looking up et the ship was
. slender, blond and, even from a
distance of 60 feet, emazingly
l;::;bn Two sultcases were nt her

HCapluin Steve!” she hailed him,
"Stovie, you old landlubber, is
this the bost welcome you have
for me? C'mon down and haul up
. my duffle”

Sleve Hansen's leathery face
tracked, That little tyke . . .
. mown up like this, He could
| bardly believe it. And then a
lwinkle popped Into his eye,

“Lug it up yourself," he called
fown o her. “You're in the navy,
| sow,"

She lsughed heartily at him,

ind gave him a big kiss.

He held her off at arm's length
for a minute and shook his hesd.
*Danged i I ean hardly belleve It,
Little Val Douglas, all grown up
aind purtier'n a West Indles sun-
wet”

“And just as bright,” she twitted
coquettishly, “Where do I bunk,
Captain Steve? I'd like to get inlo
pome different clothes™
“Good ides. You'll be In th'
port cabin, aft. It's fresh scrubbed
and waitin' for you.”

When she jolned him on deck &
half hour later she was garbed In
blue denim trousers, gray flannel
shirt and heavy tan moccasins,
Perched saucily on top her blond
curls was a battered ofMicer's hat.

He grinned, saluted her smarily
and then led her over and sai her
down on a hatch cover, "Now
then, matey, you've got 12 years
of your past to tell me about so
let's bave It"

She hooked an arm in his. “Gee,
Capiain Steve, I hardly know
where to start. I'm a sports writer
tor World Syndicate, you know,
W‘ “

Steve Hansen slapped his thigh
as be interrupted. “Say, that re-
minds me. What's this about you
teudin' with this box-fighter . ..
what's his name? ¥You know who
[ mean. It was in all th' papers a
thort spell back.”

A shadow of a smile crossed her
Mce. *"Oh . . . I guess you mean
Eddie Cavalier."

£ha clasred both hands around |

1 knee. “He's a pugilistic snob, Y
told him s0 in a column 1 wrole,
Told him his pants were (00
pretly, too, and I guess he didn't
like 18, Then one night at Madi-
son Square Garden . . . the night
he knocked out Tufty Brostak , . .
he leaned over the ropes and
laughed in my face, He didn't say
anything . , « Just laughed, I'm
going to fix him for that"™

He looked at her keenly. “Well,
he's close at hand if you want to
get at it immediately like. I see
by the papers he has a big fight
here in Frisco in a couple weeks.
Uh~I suppose you knew that
didn't you?

"Look Steve,” she growled, "It

u mean what I think you mean,
et me tell you that it's strictly
colncidence that he happens to be
here just when I'm starting my
vacation.”

(To Be Conilnued)
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