CHAPTER VIIT

The Wind-Ships Have Haq It

Dinner was over. A huge driftwood log glowed and sputtered
ireplace of the San Diego Yacht Club, then located on the Coro-
e of San Diego Bay. The muted rumble of the surf came from a
red yards away, and somevhere in the growing murk outside a

1 lldeer uttered its shrill "Kildeeeee!" as it wheeled, on busy
wings, above the lonely beach.

; Gathered around the fire that evening in the late summer of
i§25 v-ro a doctor with a flair for showmanship, an oceanographer, an
o!:'ﬁn:.r of the United States Navy and two newspapermen who had a fond-
ness M 01d ships. They were there for a purpose, although they were
not all clear as to vhat that purpose was to be.

"Well, gentlemen," sald one of them, "We might as well get
down to business, and I'm going to start by reading you this clipping

from one of last week's papers; it's an A.P. story out of New York . . .

The story had to do with the Benj. F. Packard, a Yankee-
grain trade, in
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