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e ha:nzozia::eoin::::e Zin salon was enough for the Coast Guard officer,
Fire! over the ouble when he heard, helf distinctly, the word
TR ship's P. A, system; the_place wes all in flames, but so
far, the fire Was confined to the salon itself. What puzzled him was that
although there were people everywhere, no one was dotng anything about it ——
at least, anything effective.

He took a quick look around and saw a fire-hose, complete with nozzle,
1ying at his feet. Well -- this was a break! He scampered back along the hose,
to find the hydrant-valve and turn on the water. He was there in seconds, and
Was more tham mildly annoyed to discover that the hose was not connected to
the big brass valve. Muttering something about stupid people, he grabbed up
the end of the hose, jammed 1ts brass coupling agalnst the outlet of the valve
and began to twist. It caught, went about a quarter of a turn —- and jJammed.
Thoroughly engry at what he thought now was his own cclumsinesss he twisted
the coupling to the left, re-set it and tried once more. Again it Jammed --
end there dawned upon him the chilling, frightening truth: A French ship,
with 1ts hose cut to so many threads to the centimeter, in an Amerlcen port
where hose-coupings were measuedd at so.many to the inch. By now, twisting Ekxx
streamers of fire and smoke were roaring out through openings into the salon,
rapidly lgniting everything combustible in their path.
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