DICK VALLIANT
IN THE DARDANELLES

CHAPTER I
IN SCAPA FLOW

MOTHERED from head to foot in coal dust, his face black as

jet, with two round, whitish circles through which keen dancing
eyes peeped, few of his friends ashore would have recognised in the
dungaree-clad figure of Commander Hope the dashing horseman
who in his leisure hours of ‘leave’ before the war had ever been the
first to give a lead over a difficult piece of country. Sixteen sol-
id hours of coaling ship—hard, unremitting toil—since the salt-
stained cruiser Argonaut had dropped her anchor in Scapa Flow,
the secret northern base of the Grand Fleet, at three oclock the
previous afternoon. Now, with a grimy piece of paper in his hands
showing the total amount of coal which had whipped in from the
collier lying securely lashed alongside the cruiser, he stepped to-
wards the ship’s side and peered down into the collier’s hold. An
engineer officer, equally grimy, hurried up and, saluting, reported
that the bunkers were full once more ; with an evident sigh of relief
the Commander turned to his marine boy-bugler standing near by.



2 | DICKVALLIANT IN THE DARDANELLES

“Sound the ‘Cease Fire and Secure,” Drummer!” he ordered.
“Then go aft and tell the Quartermaster to pipe the hands to din-
ner.”

High above the monotonous rattle of the collier’s winches, the
clatter of shovels and the orders of the midshipmen controlling the
winches, the bugle blared out its welcome notes. A muffled cheer
rose from the throats of the weary men in the collier’s almost empty
holds—it is difficult to produce a regulation cheer when a man’s
throat is half full of coal dust—the boatswain’s pipes trilled their
long-drawn-out dinner call throughout the length and breadth of
the cruiser’s decks, and like a horde of acrobats, and not unlike mon-
keys, the sailors scrambled up out of the collier, swarming up ropes’
ends, fenders—anything they could catch hold of—and made their
way below. If the Commander had been grimy, his men were black.
It is impossible to embark black diamonds at naval speed without
bearing a few traces of the fray. The work of patrolling off the en-
emy’s coast in time of war, hoping against hope that they would
come out and fight, called for incessant steaming—and that, to the
sailor, spells coal in hundreds of tons. For five months, since Great
Britain had declared war on Germany, the work of the Argonaut and
her sister cruisers had been unremitting: always the same and with
no relief; always hoping to meet the enemy, but never seeing even as
much as his smoke. For periods varying from ten to twelve days the
cruiser would put to sea to patrol up and down off the Jutland coast,
and then, after much coal had been burnt and with no sign of the
luck which each man aboard hoped would come their way, back the
brine-streaked ships would go to Scapa Flow or some other base,
there to take in another two or three thousand tons of coal, carry
out a few gunnery and torpedo exercises in the sheltered confines of
a landlocked anchorage—and then away out on patrol again.

Midshipman Dick Valliant, Royal Navy, one of the Argonaut’s

‘young gentlemen’ whom the outbreak of war had found as a cadet
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on board for manoeuvres and the test mobilisation, and who had
promptly been rated as midshipman, had been hard at work on the
cruiser’s forecastle. His particular duty in coaling ship was to con-
trol the powerful electric capstan there which, when the swinging
load of coal bags had been hoisted high out the collier’s hold by the
steam winch, took over the load and dumped it on the cruiser’s deck
ready for the marines to trundle the sacks away in their barrows to
the shoots down to the bunkers. It was a tedious though responsible
job. Each hoist of coal weighed more than two tons, and a slight
slip or an error of judgment would mean that the load would come
crashing down on the heads of the men hurrying to and fro beneath
it. As the welcome notes of the ‘Cease Fire’ rang out and the men
scrambled up out of the blackness of the collier, he prepared to hoist
in the last load, a monstrous bundle of empty coal bags, strops and
dozens of shovels. Leaning over and peering down into the hold
where his friend O’Malley, better known in the cruiser’s gunroom
as ‘Coppernob'—for a reason which needs no explanation—he
watched them hooking on the remainder of the coaling gear.

“All ready below ?” he hailed.

“Hooked on !” was the muffled reply.

“Hoist away then !” Dick held his arm up and the collier’s
winches rattled as the clanging load whirled into the air. The cruis-
er’s capstan took over the load, and in a few seconds the pile of
oddments was reposing on deck. Up out of the collier scrambled
the last two petty officers, and O’Malley, after a final look round,
followed suit while Dick caused the shovels to be counted. Leaping
on to a stout hazel-wood fender from the side of the grimy collier,
O’Malley was just about to spring on to the Argonaut’s deck when he
saw the Commander approaching.

“You seem to be the last up here, Mr. Valliant,” commented the
‘bloke’ as he took a quick look round. “I'm afraid I've got another
job for you. I want you to take a couple of the hands and help to get
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the collier away—see that she doesn't take any of our fenders with
her, and that she does no more harm to my paintwork than she can
help. If I can find another snotty anywhere I'll send him along to
give you a hand !”

“Aye aye, Sir !” replied Dick a trifle grimly, for out of the tail of
his eye he had caught sight of two pairs of grimy knuckles clutching
the edge of the ship’s side—their owner was no doubt hanging on
by them and keeping out of sight.

'The Commander turned on his heel and walked away, and no
sooner was his back turned than a shock of red hair and a coal-dust
blackened face followed the knuckles over the side.

“You are a blighter, O’Malley,” growled Dick as he threw with
consummate accuracy a piece of coal at the grinning apparition.
“You heard the ‘bloke’ lurking me in for this extra job and you lay
low and skulked.”

“To be sure an’l did,” was the jeering retort. “Did you ever know
me go hunting round for work ? It’s often enough that the Com-
mander says you are a good hand, and you must pay the penalty now
and again. Did you see him walking oft along the upper deck ? So
did I, an’ that’s why I'm going down to the gunroom by way of the
mess decks—in case he should find me to lend you a hand.” With
a further chuckle the Irish snotty scurried across the deck and was
disappearing down the hatch leading to the mess deck below when
he turned round and as a parting shot called out once more.

“Dicky, darling, I'll tell Jos¢ the messman to have a nice hot tea
for you as I don’t expect you'll be down in time for any lunch.”

In that, however, he was very far wrong, for when Dick Valliant
was given a job to do it was done well and extremely swiftly. Two
sailors were soon hard at work under his orders, and in less than five
minutes the collier was cast oft and with her propeller half out of
the water and flailing round was drawing clear of the cruiser. Send-
ing the two hands away again, he hurried aft and in a short time
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was down in the gunroom where his arrival was greeted with a burst
of mocking applause. There would no doubt have been a further
outbreak of chaft from the Irishman were it not for the fact that
something more exciting was holding the attention of the mess. The
first batch of the mail to be sorted out had just been brought down
to the cramped gunroom. Peebles, the snotty of the second cutter,
a first-rate fellow and the scrum half of the officers’ ‘fifteen,” was
busy reading aloud from a letter from his cousin who had been a
snotty on board one of Sturdee’s cruisers at the Battle off the Falk-
lands. The description of the fight was vivid in the extreme, and the
account of the pursuit of the lucky Dresden, the one German ship
to escape destruction, the chase round bleak Cape Horn and the
search for her in the uncharted waters round the romantic Straits
of Magellan held everyone’s interest—even that of the somewhat
lordly and superior Sub of the mess. At the conclusion of the yarn
the mess was in a hubbub. Grumbles and murmurs of discontent
arose on all sides.

“I like his beastly cheek writing and telling you all that when
there’s no earthly of our ever seeing the German, let alone fighting
him,” growled one of the senior snotties.

“I expect we shall get a chance sometime, even if it’s not up
here in the North Sea, though it certainly is pretty feeding hearing
about these other shows. There were three chaps from our term at
the college in that show,” observed Dick.

“You young ‘wonks’who haven't been a dog-watch at sea always
have too much to say. Little boys should be seen and not heard,”
sharply retorted the Assistant Paymaster, a raw-boned spectacled
youth who was far from popular among his mess-mates but to
whom the white and gold stripe on his cuff gave a measure of au-
thority.

“Dry up, ‘Pay,” rumbled the Sub languidly from the depths of

the one easy-chair in the mess—a wicker contrivance much the
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worse for wear and whose equilibrium was preserved by propping
one side up with a block of wood. “You are always crabbing some
one or other. If you had done an honest day or night’s work down in
the beastly collier you'd feel much the same about it as these kids.”

'The arrival of the marine postman with the rest of the mail cut
short all further argument, and Dick was soon deep in the contents
of his letters from home. He had noticed for some weeks past that
the original anxious tone which had pervaded his father’s news in
the early days of the war was gradually fading away as the chance
of a fleet action became more and more remote. At the bottom of
his small pile of letters he came to one addressed in the firm, strong
handwriting of his uncle, Admiral Sir Trevor Valliant, who was now
on the staff of the Admiralty. It was some time since he had heard
from him, and it was with no little interest that he tore open the flap
and began to read the contents. They were brief and to the point.
As he read on his eyes grew wider and a smile spread over his fea-
tures—though the mask of coal-dust effectively prevented its being
noticed by anyone else. “I expect you are beginning to find it a little
dull and monotonous where you are,” the letter ran. “It certainly is
disappointing that there has so far been no action with their fleet. I
don’t know if you would rather stay where you are and trust to luck
that a battle will come your way or whether you would care to make
a change. There is a small show which I have in mind which might
provide something a little more exciting for you. Of course, I cannot
tell you anything about it—it may end up in nothing at all. When
I heard about it, it struck me that possibly it might appeal to you. I
can, I am sure, find a place for you, and also, if you wish, for any one
particular mess-mate of yours—another snotty—who might like to
go too. The chances are that if anything comes of the scheme you
will see plenty of active service. You must think it over and let me
know as soon as possible. Whatever you do, however, you must not
scatter this news broadcast: keep it to yourself, and impress the same
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thing upon whoever you want to go with you.” There then followed
a good deal of sound advice upon how a midshipman should con-
duct himself, but it is to be feared that Dick scamped this and read
and reread the mysterious offer to see if he could make head or tail
of what the project might be. He was forced to give it up, however,
but nevertheless he was all the more determined to accept the offer.
'The question naturally arose as to whom he could safely entrust
with the secret by offering them a chance to share the good fortune.
O’Malley was the most obvious person as he was a first-rate fellow
and they were friends of long standing now. Dick looked about him
to see if he could see his chum, but the Irishman had vanished, pre-
sumably to the gunroom bathroom, there to remove the traces of
coal-ship. Dick rose hastily, and was about to go in pursuit when a
knock came on the gunroom door and the Commander’s bluejacket
messenger appeared in the doorway.

“Yes ?” ejaculated the Sub.

“From the Commander, Sir. There’ll be leave for all midshipmen
except duty boat officers this afternoon. The boat will be alongside
at half-past two !”

'There was a hurried dash for the door by a score of grimy figures
as they made pell-mell for the bathroom. Dick joined in the rush,
and in a few minutes was busy scrubbing the traces of the coal from
him when an uncomfortable thought struck him.

All around him the other snotties were planning to ramble
about on one of the barren islands ashore previous to rendezvousing
at a well-known crofter’s cottage for a sumptuous repast of innu-
merable eggs.

“I say, Powell,” he enquired of one of his shipmates, “what’s the
date ?”

“The fifth, I think,” was the immediate answer.

“Just my beastly luck,” growled Dick, grown suddenly glum. “An

odd-numbered day again, and that means it’s my day to run the
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duty picquet-boat. The only chance we had of getting ashore last
time we were in harbour was an odd day, and I had to run the boat
that time too !”

“That’s what comes of shipping aboard a junior captain’s ship,
my son,” was the cheering comment of another half-washed figure.
“They always get the odd jobs of the squadron passed on to their
ship I”

With much less haste and still less enthusiasm Dick completed
his cleaning. Attired in his monkey-jacket uniform—now adorned
with the white shoulder patches of a midshipman’s rank—and a
thick great-coat, half-past two found him at the head of the star-
board gangway awaiting his orders.

'The picquet-boat, with steam up, was lying at the foot of the
gangway, and the senior officers were already taking their places in
the cabin. Along the sides of the cabin-top the other and luckier
snotties were sitting in their shore-going grey flannels. The Com-
mander came up on to the quarterdeck and called Dick to him.

“Are you the midshipman of the boat ?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir,” replied Dick, saluting and trying to look pleased.

“Very good. Land the officers at a small stone pier on the west
side of Fara Island and take care not to hit any of those boulders
as you go in. The boat will make a trip in to fetch them off again at
half-past five.”

“Aye aye, Sir,” was Dick’s reply as he saluted again, and, turning
on his heel, made for the head of the gangway. Suddenly he felt
a violent jolt, and only saved himself from going over the side by
clutching feverishly at one of the brass gangway stanchions.

“Sorry, Valliant,” came a cheerful shout from O’Malley, who
had just dashed up on deck, thinking himself late for the boat, and
without looking where he was going had headed straight for the
gangway. He was carrying a fearsome looking twelve-bore gun in

his hands and his pockets bulged with cartridges.
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“You clumsy lout,” growled Dick. “You had better nip down into
the boat quickly or there’ll be a moan from the wardroom that I've
kept the boat waiting for a wild Irishman.”

Down the ladder the two snotties hurried and took their places
in the boat; O’Malley on the cabin-top with his messmates and
Dick at the wheel. Dick was just getting ready to shove off, in fact
the bowman had already let go the head-rope, when the Com-
mander, who had stepped to the head of the gangway, hailed him.

“Hold on a minute, Mr. Valliant!” Dick hastily ordered the bow-
man to make the head-rope fast and prepared to go inboard again.

“Don’t come up !”'The Commander stopped him. “I don’t want
you—it’s Mr. O’Malley who has caught my eye. If I remember
rightly, the last time you were out in a boat you broke up my port
gangway through carelessness in coming alongside. There will be
no shore leave for you this afternoon, young man. Your time will be
employed standing by the carpenter’s bench watching him repair
the damage you did. Hurry up and don’t keep the boat waiting.” A
grin spread over the face of every snotty in the boat as the popular
‘Coppernob’ climbed ruefully out and mounted the gangway, mur-
muring, so/fo voce, “I never did like that man.” Dick’s merriment
was even less concealed than the others, for as the ‘bloke’ turned his
back—possibly also to hide a smile—he hurled a parting shot at his
friend, as he rang for full speed on the engines, “Did ye ever know
me go huntin’ round for work.”

Dick was kept pretty busy all the afternoon with duty trips in
his picquet-boat, taking the other officers ashore and fetching them
off, carrying and collecting the various despatches and mails and so
on. He certainly was able to get a momentary glimpse of his friend
standing in a most woebegone manner near the carpenter’s bench
looking on, the perfect picture of boredom and injured innocence,
while the ‘chippy chaps’ fashioned a new gangway in place of the

one he had broken up when in charge of the steamboat.
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“Enjoying yourself, ‘Coppernob’ ?” he asked as he passed him.

“Now don't I just look as though I was, Dicky,” was the doleful
reply. “About that ‘bloke’ of ours,” he went on, “If I had an uncle
who was an Admiral like yours I'd drop him a line and tell him to
get us another quickly, because ...”

'This mention of Sir Trevor brought back the contents of the
important letter rather vividly to Dick’s mind. In the wealth of his
grievance at having to run the steamboat instead of getting an af-
ternoon ashore he had quite forgotten it.

“Talking about the uncle,” he broke in on O’Malley’s lament,
“I've got a bit of news for you. Look for me on the port side of the
after superstructure after the boats have been hoisted in to-night
and I'll let you into a bit of private information.”

'The Commander’s voice rang out at this moment from some-
where none too far off, and Dick, having no wish to share his
friend’s enforced study of the carpenter’s skill, took himself oft with
considerable haste.

'That evening when the sun went down behind the craggy hills
of the Orkney Islands, the ensign was hauled down with the age-old
solemnity of the naval service. According to routine, all the boats
were hoisted inboard so that in case of sudden emergency, the cruis-
er could put to sea at short notice. Dick mounted the iron-runged
ladder to the after superstructure and stood leaning against one of
the businesslike twelve-pounder muzzles awaiting O’Malley’s ap-
pearance. He had not long to wait, for in a few minutes his friend
was there beside him.

“What’s all the mystery, old chap ?” was his first question.

“There isn’t a mystery at all,” was Dick’s terse answer. “The whole
yarn is this. To-day’s mail brought a letter from my uncle to say that
there seemed little prospect of any active service up here with the
Grand Fleet, but that he knew of some stunt elsewhere, and that
if T liked I could get transferred—he would see to that—to a ship
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which would see some fun, and—this is where you come in—if I
could think of any other snotty who would like to come along too
he will get him shifted to the same ship. That’s all there is about it.
As far as I'm concerned I'm rather keen on the idea. What do you
think about it ?”

'The red-headed Irishman didn’t think at all. His answer came
absolutely pat. “Wherever you think of going, it’s myself will come
too, Dicky. Here’s a chance for deliverance from my tormentor, the
‘bloke’—I don’t think he likes the colour of my hair !”

'They both laughed at this, for the Argonauts Commander was
well known to be one of the kindest-hearted officers in the Service,
but was also a keen disciplinarian, with the result that the midship-
men and he did not always see eye to eye—and the Commander
came off best each time.

For some minutes the two discussed the letter from every point
of view, but were quite unable to make head or tail of what the
projected scheme could be. At last, decided that no matter where
or what the adventure should be, they would accept the offer, they
climbed down again, and going into the gunroom, set to work to
accept. That night’s mail-train thundering through the Scotch hills
and dales carried a letter addressed to Dick’s uncle stating most
respectfully, amongst other things, that Midshipmen Valliant and
O’Malley would not hesitate for a moment, but would literally
jump at the chance of seeing strenuous active service in any one or
all of the Seven Seas.

With the despatch of this letter the two conspirators, finding it
amazingly difficult in a close little community like a warship’s gun-
room not to let a word of what had transpired escape their lips, set-
tled down to wait for further news. The days passed all too quickly in
the usual harbour routine of the fleet—gunnery exercises, gunnery
drill and then a full-charge battle practice just outside the extensive
waters of Scapa Flow ; then torpedo exercise and drill, and finally a
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torpedo target practice. Day succeeded day, and the precious week
in harbour was almost gone, and still there was no reply. Dick knew
that it took a little less than two days for a letter to get to London
from the fleet, and in his epistle to his uncle he had laid great stress
upon the fact, cunningly worded to deceive the censor’s eye, that
they would have only a week in harbour. On the evening of the sixth
day orders were received on board both by letter and signal that
the Sixteenth Cruiser Squadron, of which Argonaut was the junior
ship, would sail at noon the next day for patrol. The last mail came
aboard that night, and Dick eagerly devoured the contents of his
letter-rack—but there was nothing from his uncle whatsoever. This
seemed to be the last chance, and there was nothing now that could
be done until the cruiser got in again from patrol. In the morning
all was bustle and preparation—getting ready for sea. Boats were
hoisted in, gangways stowed inboard, while dense clouds of smoke
poured from the cruiser’s funnels as her stokers forced the fires to
have steam by the time ordered. At seven bells—half-past eleven
oclock—All Hands’were piped up to their stations for getting un-
der way.

“This,” said O’Malley, as he picked up his hat and moved out of
the gunroom, “is where we fade away very gracefully in case some-
body finds us a job.” Neither he nor Dick had any especial duty or
station while the ship was getting under way, so by devious routes
they made their way to their usual coign of vantage near the port
twelve-pounder in the after superstructure. Here they could see all
that was afoot, be handy to appear instantly should they hear their
names called in a voice of impatient authority, but—above all—
where they could remain unseen.

“Irying main engines,” growled Dick as the vessel throbbed for
a few minutes under their feet. “I'm afraid we shall have to wait for
news till we get in from this beastly patrol. It looks as if we were in
for a nice time outside, too.” Overhead, the sky had taken on a dull
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leaden aspect betokening early snow ; the cold was intense, and a
falling barometer heralded one of those shrieking gales for which
these northern waters of the North Sea are so noted.

“It isn’t any use bothering our sweet heads about it,” observed
the Irishman. “After all, I expect your uncle had to work things to
get what we wanted, and that would take time—even for him. The
job won't spoil for having to wait a day or so, will it ?”

Dick made no reply. He had not the mercurial temperament of
his chum, nor had he the Irishman’s philosophic outlook. He stared
moodily out over the grey-painted canvas bridge cover and watched
the movements of the rest of the ships in the squadron. A trickle of
bunting wandered slowly up to the masthead of their flagship, the
Jason, hung poised for a minute and fluttered down again.

“Eugh ! ‘Shorten in to three shackles’ just hauled down and,”
as another hoist took its place, “ “‘Weigh anchor’ flying! I'm afraid
there’s no chance left this trip. What a rotten shame.”

From the string of bright coloured flags his eye wandered down
to the flagship’s signal bridge and rested upon the black and white
arms of the semaphore raised in letter ‘]’ of the general call-up sign.

“There you are O’Malley,” he cried, “flagship’s semaphoring
something. I bet you I take it in and you don’t !”

Reading aloud and in unison the two, forgetting their troubles,
began their competition.

“F-O-L-L-O-W-I-N-G, FOLLOWING, R-E-C-E-I-V-E-D, RECEIVED,
F-R-O-, FROM F-

“Bother, I've missed that. Did you get it, Dick ?” grumbled
O’Malley.

“I was getting it, but now you've put me oft,” was the retort.
“Start again.”

“ARGONAUT TO STOP ENGINES AT LONGHOPE BOOM AND DIS-
CHARGE MIDSHIPMEN VALLIANT AND O'MALLEY INTO FLEET DRIFT-
ER WHICH WILL MEET THEM THERE. THEY ARE TO PROCEED WITH
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THEIR GEAR TO BASE DEPOT SHIP TO AWAIT ORDERS FOR TRANSFER.
AFTER ...

With a wild whoop of glee the two waited no longer to hear
what was to happen ‘after.” Taking the slippery iron rungs of the
ladder three at a time and sliding down the steel hand-rail for the
last ten or fifteen feet they dropped to the deck below and, almost
cannoning into the Fleet-Paymaster, a portly and rather pompous
old gentleman, at the bottom, tore down to the gunroom flat.

There, to their intense joy, they found one of the bandsmen, who
acted as their servant.

“Higgins, my boy !” shouted O’Malley, “just set to work to get
M. Valliant’s sea-chest and mine stowed and packed as quickly as

'”

ever you can. We're due to leave the ship at any minute



