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AMILTARITY, ‘tis s=ald, breeds
contempt; but 1 have an extreme
respeot for a 12-imch gun on a
battieship. The very last thing
I' care for in that connection is
either familiarity or contempt,
The men who work it, who some
day will fight with it—Ilet those
mwen explain how innocent such
f gun la, bow facile Its manage-
tient, how bland its temper, how
exqnisite its adjustment. Not L
Listen to those men a while and
You will believe that it is less dangerous to be locked
Inglde the turret while a big gun is being fired than it
Is to cross Broadway at Twenty-third street Perlinps,
It I8, but 1 prefer Brondway,

And yet, the fascination! A great gun has for the
Imagination the potency of evil itself. Emblem of force,
eymbol of destruction, It stands serene, majestic, while
round fts8 muzzle gather oll the forces of the rice's
struggles, and through its breech march hate, puin, grief,
ambition, power and death.

“The torpedo,” said the captaln of a battle-ship to
me one night at a dinver, “'is more or less of an experi-
ment, a toy. It would be practically imposgsible for one
to gink a big ship, The only thiog 1 am really afrald
of Is a 124nch gun.”

The next day 1 went into the after-turret when the
ship wis on the range and in Ml and syimpathetle ne
cord with the ecaptain stood beside the breech of one
of those guns while it dropped four shots into a target
a mile away; stood there with my ecup in my
band, ready to clap it over my face in cage of
accident, cureing the curiosity that led me to
that lethal chamber, Then the wonder of it
came over me—the silence of the gun-crew; the
stealthy leap of the rifle barrel, like the spring
of a grayshopper; the quiet, dull report which
scarcely trembled that stately moving fortress;
the gouregg smell of the nitrocellulose stimulat-
ing the uerves; the sweet, sick subtlety of ether
liling the overwrought bLrain,

When they shut the steel door that caged us
in 1 slipped Into a funk and until the first shot
wns fired my nerve was gone. The sides of my
courage aceount footed up:

Debit: (1) Imprisonment {n an oval case the
shape of n coflin, the sides formed of solid steel
nine inches thick and the top of stesl just as
solid nnd five inches thick; <(2) filling a quarter
of that case the back third of a 12ineh rille bar-
rel, ready for sction; (3) below, an open chute,
with a eteel car bringing the shells and powder
from the magazines =till farther below; (4) the
storn, silent faces of the gun-crew, which exactly
resemble those faces seen nt places of exocy-
tion; (5 to 100) moemory—the knowledge which
you eannot fight away that in just suech a sit-
ation ns this the turret-crew of the Georgin went to
death, and that no one has ever found out how It
bhappened; that In preciecly the same way the Mig-
sourl burned to death 29 men, and that not one fn that
Bteel oage escaped.

Credit: (1) The lace of the umpire. Stop-watch In
hand, he stands behind the breeeh, looking down into
the powder-magazines, You know he- |s there to pre-
vent  recklessness. Though these men are firing
ngainst time he will let them do nothing foollardy;
if he errs ‘twill be on the side of caution. (2) The
knowledge that thousands of times guns like this have
been fired from turrets Hke this—and all eame oot
alive, You do not enter rajlway trains timidly be-
cause 0 dozen people were killed on one a year before
five thousand miles awny, Yet, when vou enter the
turret of a 1Zinch gun—

They lock you up. There I8 no escape. You stand
there nervously by the trunnion and somehow It {8 not
like a factory or a rallway conch or a stréet ear or any
pther modernly approved Hmb-mangling device. These
things were buflt to kill and pregently these fellows
are golng to touch an electric spark which will loose
enough anxlous and determined gas to drive an 850
pound shell 10 miles and put it complotely through a
#teel pinte as thick as the one that s supposed to
protect you.

Yet, there you are, the Thing befare you, and you
gan rench out ard pat It on the shiny, cold haunch
If it wobbles or a spring breaks or a trunofon has mlis-
takenly got itself rusied or the rifle barrel refuses to
acoommodate the shell, you will be fit brother for a
detected cockroach If there I8 a Hare-back you have
the slightest poesible chunce of escape: hold your cap
pver your face, don't brénthe, hurl yourself under the
parrel and fall Into the bundling-roomi. You may break
n few bhones, but if the burning gas gets L0 uwo more
than 4¢ per cent. of your skin you will live; that 1a
bow the single midshipman who escaped from the
Georgln suved himsell. Yer no one can tell how that
gas gets In its works Sometlmes it burns awasy the
flesh and never touches The clothing; again, It slnges
off all the halr and vever touches the flesh: again, it
wrns the clothing off clenn and lenves you naked, but
wfe.

Bo! They have locked you up In this steel cage.
fhe others have some reason here, With them It s
gork, duty, contest. If killed they die nobly, get brass
wablets In the wall with thelr names inscribed, pens
dons gn to thelr families, the newspapers call them
wroea U you dle they will cul on your obscure tomb:
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“The Fool
Who Looked
on Forbid-
den Things."
We are on the range, Some one
calls, “Starting-buoy,” and you know
that in another minute this double
twisted, original fnitation of billy
blie hell will commence. You reflect
that o binst pressure of 12 pounds to
the square inch will kill 8 man. You
know that the preggure on the air
near the mivzzle of this gun- whose
breech you are beside, when it s
fired, I several toms to the square
Inch. You remember that only a few
venrs ngo o green sallorman stood off-
glde 16 feet, that #ome one called to
him o lie down Just as the gun Was
fired, that he was In the act of lying
down when It was fred, but that the
suction of the alr going with the
ghell drew his head from his body
and broke his neck. This does oot
add to the pleasire of your situation,
for vou can easily rench out there—
1f you dure!—and put that cold haunch.

You look about and observe your companions in the

lethal ehamber. They ure eleven: two trainers, twp polnters, one
holstinan, one tripper, two loaders, o fammer and & plogman. And [
he |8 the
ampire: he wears the single stripe of the ensign, n commissioned
officer, and he 1s just about as keen as you uare 1o km‘-['l lhlm.fa
stralght, to omit flare-backs, side-step the bursting of powder-bags
and lagso over-speed. You pin your faith® there; let this umplre be

the elevedntlh, the unnecessary one, the other outsider-

the skypilot of the turrel!

The tripper Is a slight lad, a boy of perhaps 18 years,
has he ever seen a big gun fired and yvet he is to stand there and
pull the lever that thrusts the shell and its following powder-bugs
Into the carrylngcnse betore the breccl:, In an undershirt, a palr
of trousers and @ thin smile he walts the word. He wos caught
only a year ago on the streets of Minneapolls, whither he had come

fresh from the farm,

Far up on the left of the barrel, encasod In a leather head-dress,
is the turret-trainer, his right eye locked to the telescope thint pro-
jects from the hood nbove hita. He might be a diver, with that
curions jumble of intricate wires und the green speaking-tube trail
He grasps & big wheel, as a chauffeur his steering-gear,
and moves easily on its barbette the 130ton turret. Below him,
uilght be
riding pleluback, these two, up there along the slope of that sleek

Ing aft.

between his legs, hils assistunt sets his slghts,  They

steel haunch.

On the other side the
pointer, with his assistant,
also rides pickaback. Here
i the eve for which this
whole ship was bullt: here
the nerve and quickness for
which the 16,000 tons, the
geven milllons of dollars,
the five years of muking,
have spread thelr august be-
ing, His accurncy may sink
a warghip; Qls  weakness
rulp a nation. To find him
and his ke balf o million

EXPLOSION

dollnrs has been

year. For we have

left hand turns the

of his gun.

The whistle! Time begins. The umpire snaps his stopwatceh
and gragps firmly in bis hand the little red book wihilch defines to
the farthest nfcety the rules that govern this expensive foolery.
In the following three minutes this crew will try to put five shots
through that filmsy caovas target a mile across the gulet water.
And the millpond s wortlly of its nome—the bay of the Magdalene
—n _haven of refuge. The ship glides along like steel through flesh,

“Silence!"”  The gun-aptain, one of the loaders, spenks!

It precedes and closes every vital
action in the navy, In it lles such potency of command, such sug-
gestions of obedlence, 45 18 needed In the antervom of death. Once
@ recruit saw fit 1o chaff his mate after that command “Sllence!*
had been given. The gun-captain etepped Lo bim, without anger,
and struck him a heavy blow across the face, with o gnarled, wet

[

Whaot a word it is—"sllence!

hand; the recrult earried the welt for 8 week; by no one
wiag a word snid.

Now, until you hear again that command "Silence!™
you will hear only two words:

“Commence firing!*

Rumbling from below. With a grating ernsh the au
tomatic shutter drops in the ammunition-hoist and the
shellear ¢lfmbs its grinding, stendy way to the top. Sud-
denly vou realize that the machine Is working of its
own accord. You saw no movement on the part of uny
ane to set it going. Except for that umpire, who, like
the man that the foolkiller will doubtless some time
get, has really no business there, the turret contalons hut
one oflicer, & midehipman, and he 15 with the other gan;
nll bere are enlisted men., The officers are aloft spot-
fing the shells as they strike, or below setting the
rapges, with intricate ingtruments and dellcate adjuust-
ments.  About the gun ltself the men and the machinery
move autamatically, drilled to m precision Their last
Ingtructions were “to ke It easy;"” consequently they
work Hhke buttons in a shirt,

The plugman pulls open the breech; the hoistman
locks the car: the londer completes the passage from car
to open breech with a ring of pounded brags; the boy
tripper jorks down his lever, and the huge shell, nearly
ball & ton In welight, dropg to its all but final resting-
plice. The rammer holds down on his long release. ns
a cable gripman throws back his lever, nnd the smooth
briuss head forces the shell up till its soft copper rim
"takes" on the riting of the gun., (When & shell is not
properly “pliced.” in this way—if its collar does not
“take"—Iit will surely be a miss, And if the powder-bugs
are placed wrong end to there ls grave danger of o
hang-fire, and a hapg-fre I8 worse than a miss-fHre-
almost as bad as 8 tHareback—nand a flareback, as every-
one knows, Is what, probably did up the Georgla's tur
ret. One of these shells s about the size of a three

OF A TWELVE-INCH SHELL

spent
single month, In three
now he can qualify and have $10
n mwouth added to his pay for a
penotratoed
to the very viscern of war's na-
ture, Here i the man behind the
’ gun. He daoes the trick.
L o searches the telescopie sight, his
] wheel that
rafses and depresses the muzzle

yearold boy, and the powderbags look very much the
sie o8 a hundred-pound sack of flour, eylindrical in
shape and studded with lumps where the sticks of nitro
protruée) The tripper pulls the lower lever from his
car, the firmt powderhag falls; another lever, and the
socond I1s In,  The brass rammer forces them behind the
ghell, The plugman glves a huge wrench to the breech,
nnd it mushroom head slides up on the powderbags.
The londer slips a primer in the touch-hole, then folds
down a tiny plece of steel that forms the electrics) con-
negtion,

All Is rendy. These are the hard moments, You clasp
your cap tightly In your hand. You become rattled.
Though you are locked In the cofin there might be o
heavy breeze blowing, the way your trousers flap agalnst
vour logs. The ear has groond its way back; the shut
tors hnve closed; the erew it at nttentjon, The place is
s clean and vent and silent ns at an inspection,

It I8 now up to the polnter. He gragps his unwioldy
mechanism: he closes and wrestles with the vast and
vomplicated steel.  The ehip moves on ber stately and
predetermined way, while the seconds fly, and every sec-
ond counts against the prizemoncey this pointer may
earn, agninst the trophy this ship may win, The barn-
blg bull'sseye dances, funtastlo, noross his magnified fleld
of vigion. He twists the wheel o halr and the muzzle
of the gun responds by an {tch; he reverses, and up, up
she surges slowly, Imperceptibly, The ship 18 walting

Neither

N\ THERE 1S5 SONETHING UNSPEAKABLY SUBLIME I THE
OF A GIPEAT GUN

FULL-GROWN CRY

on the volee of
lis Index finger,
and he growsa
anxious; his
whole being
pours ftself
alomg the whaoel
to a resolution
of that terrible
problem, An
hour, a minute,
five seconds, n
weck—how much

in a
minutes

His eye
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EFFECT OF A TWELVE -/NCH 7
SHELL_UPON THE ARMOR-PLATE &
OF A HUSSIAN CRUISER

time he knowa not—hns passed, and

still that Mlimsy canvas throws forth (s

ginister challenge to be hit. But  the
crossing black lines of his telescope must place
bull’s:eve hofore he presses the trigger. They must!
THEY MUST!

He pulls—as easlly as a child eracks a toy revoly—

Look! the gun is discharged. Yes: It wont off just
now. 1 swear it did.  Sure enough! The great breech
sinks through the Noor, the stesk, ghiny haunch slips be-
neath your grasp, welches away there in the glazed Hght
of the lethal chamber, drops till {ts crest {s as low as
its. belly lay, then recovers, poleed, slips to its Drst po-
sition, lles patlently, modestly, for the next churge, as
graceful a spring as a tigress ever made cn moonlit
road, feline with stenlthy swiftness, decisive ns oiled
plston strokes!

And your hand has been 12 Inches from the launch-
Mg of that thugderbolt! Oh, well, this I8 eagy. Who
teed be afrald here? This Is a place for a grand stand;
bera moy gother all lovers of royal sport. Grent sport
Indeed it Is, for now we cun walch the precislon and
BEwiftness of thut sllent crew working against time,

The plugman unlocks the breech and pulle it open
The loader loaps mcross the ohusm, flips up the tiny
guard that brenks the electrle connection, and so ex-
tracts the used primer. Automatically the asirblast
works, and you hear the swift escape. as of steam. as
it cleans out the rifle, blowing away gas and stray pow-
dor gruins, The egg smell of the nitro comes, and the
sweetness of the ether,

Then the grind from the holst, the shutter opens, and
up springs again the cur. Looking down, you see there
the menace that lled In &1l our shipe—the direct location
of the gun-breech over the powder magazines. A burnt
graln falling down there, with an Inefliclent shutter the
only protection, Is & constant danger, Over the hullding

of the ammunition hoist
direetly anbove the maga-
zinea the navy has fought
one of s sterncst inter
nil warg and the war s
still far from finished;
nor will it be over until a gealed tube has heen substy
tuted,

The umplre e only ton well aware of this danger as
he eritically watches every move of the erew, The uttet
silence still prevalls, The gun has been once Hred and
I belng loaded for the second time; the first minuts
Las not passed, and still not a word,

The second shot is fired. Again the easy, unbellow
able recell, Less than anywhere in the ship do you feel
It here nt the tronnion of the gun. "Tis always so. 1o
storm-centers i8 the ¢nlm; in the core of the wncorn
dwells the gorm, As Disrnell sald, the only joy in being
prime minister les in the certainty of your knowledge
that nothibg is happening on the Inslde. Here, In the
lethal chatber, ot the nerve center of destruction, pre
vall only sllence and qulet,

A third and fourth time the smooth recoll, The crew
works with the sereno delight of a Geneva clock, vastly
complicated, but of a slogle purpose and a single
thought. You are locksd up with a siogle gun, Sepa.
rated by o skin of steel s ita mate. When that apeaks
the turret ls jorked on the barbette and the unfifed gun
I pulled
from Ita
@ qullibre
um.  This
s the back
Insh. After
every shol
the trainer,
with ]
quick twist
of his
whuoel,
subtly ab
sorbs  the
bueklash,

For the
fifth time
the shuttey
opens, the
grind as-
cends, the
trippar
pruses  to
filp his les
vor, when

Silence!®
The tone la
rajked, It
lhas anger,
¢ 0 ncenled
but  glow-
ing, lke the quick Mush of a nervous woman's face. The
gnap of the “Silence!™ cuts ke a whip.

As though parnlyzed, the action of the turret dies,
The loader pauses In the not of inserting the brass cons
neoting-tray, the hand of the tripper falls from {ts lever,
the slghtsetter slips from big bead-dress, the holstman
srowds up in front of the umpire; the open breech of
the gun exudes the thiunest cirrus froth, like the first
wreith of smoke from a choice Plnar Jdel Rio.

The umpire points sternly below. It Is he who has
called. The holstman and the loaders climb down the
holse and plek up gome lght-brown chunks that look
like broken sticks of horehound candy, plerced with
air - holes
the long
way.

"Cense
tiring!™
¢ o mmands

| -

the umpire. “You've broken a powder-buag.”

Indiguant, protesting, the three men quickly pick op
the scpttered graing, eciach as big ns & man’s middle
finger. They look carefully all about, then rush back
quickly to their stations, eager to continne. They look
to the vinpire with the expectancy of dogs asking for
crumbs  Every second ls enting into thelr record, This
rotten powder-bag will codt (hem a penally, They may
not quality; they may full below the second rate, Hor-
rors! The ship may even descend from trophy class.

The umpire Is Inexorable. *“No!" says he. "That'a
all this run. Climb down there and go Into the corners
of that shulter; brush out every crack. 1 take no
chithee”

Grumbling, the men go about the prevention that the
umplre thinks s worthy any ton of post-mortems and
bourds of lnquiry. But the men, with the Anglo-Saxon
Hght of contest in their eyes, romember only the ord.
nunce officer's dictum-—better 40 men killed than to lose
the trophy,

"He wants to keep our score down,” they mutfer.
“He's from the ———, aumd we're their only rivails.” The
Eun capinin goes out to protest to the turret oMecer.
The welltralned erew resolves itself, with expert sud-
denness, Into u mob of balked Amerleans clamoring for
falr play. An umpire's job Is no more pop.'ar on a
battleship than it is on a baseball diamond,

At last they count the powdergralng—37. “That bag
was half " growls the loader. “I could have rammed
‘er home an' no one'd ever known if that —— hadn't
been here. Now we get 146 per minute, an’' we might
'0' bhad 2,10. Rats!™
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