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CHAPTER I.

I scarcely know where to beg�n, though I somet�mes facet�ously
place the cause of �t all to Charley Furuseth’s cred�t. He kept a
summer cottage �n M�ll Valley, under the shadow of Mount
Tamalpa�s, and never occup�ed �t except when he loafed through the
w�nter months and read N�etzsche and Schopenhauer to rest h�s
bra�n. When summer came on, he elected to sweat out a hot and
dusty ex�stence �n the c�ty and to to�l �ncessantly. Had �t not been my
custom to run up to see h�m every Saturday afternoon and to stop
over t�ll Monday morn�ng, th�s part�cular January Monday morn�ng
would not have found me afloat on San Franc�sco Bay.

Not but that I was afloat �n a safe craft, for the Mart�nez was a new
ferry-steamer, mak�ng her fourth or f�fth tr�p on the run between
Sausal�to and San Franc�sco. The danger lay �n the heavy fog wh�ch
blanketed the bay, and of wh�ch, as a landsman, I had l�ttle
apprehens�on. In fact, I remember the plac�d exaltat�on w�th wh�ch I
took up my pos�t�on on the forward upper deck, d�rectly beneath the
p�lot-house, and allowed the mystery of the fog to lay hold of my
�mag�nat�on. A fresh breeze was blow�ng, and for a t�me I was alone
�n the mo�st obscur�ty—yet not alone, for I was d�mly consc�ous of
the presence of the p�lot, and of what I took to be the capta�n, �n the
glass house above my head.

I remember th�nk�ng how comfortable �t was, th�s d�v�s�on of labour
wh�ch made �t unnecessary for me to study fogs, w�nds, t�des, and
nav�gat�on, �n order to v�s�t my fr�end who l�ved across an arm of the
sea. It was good that men should be spec�al�sts, I mused. The
pecul�ar knowledge of the p�lot and capta�n suff�ced for many
thousands of people who knew no more of the sea and nav�gat�on
than I knew. On the other hand, �nstead of hav�ng to devote my



energy to the learn�ng of a mult�tude of th�ngs, I concentrated �t upon
a few part�cular th�ngs, such as, for �nstance, the analys�s of Poe’s
place �n Amer�can l�terature—an essay of m�ne, by the way, �n the
current Atlant�c. Com�ng aboard, as I passed through the cab�n, I had
not�ced w�th greedy eyes a stout gentleman read�ng the Atlant�c,
wh�ch was open at my very essay. And there �t was aga�n, the
d�v�s�on of labour, the spec�al knowledge of the p�lot and capta�n
wh�ch perm�tted the stout gentleman to read my spec�al knowledge
on Poe wh�le they carr�ed h�m safely from Sausal�to to San
Franc�sco.

A red-faced man, slamm�ng the cab�n door beh�nd h�m and
stump�ng out on the deck, �nterrupted my reflect�ons, though I made
a mental note of the top�c for use �n a projected essay wh�ch I had
thought of call�ng “The Necess�ty for Freedom: A Plea for the Art�st.”
The red-faced man shot a glance up at the p�lot-house, gazed
around at the fog, stumped across the deck and back (he ev�dently
had art�f�c�al legs), and stood st�ll by my s�de, legs w�de apart, and
w�th an express�on of keen enjoyment on h�s face. I was not wrong
when I dec�ded that h�s days had been spent on the sea.

“It’s nasty weather l�ke th�s here that turns heads grey before the�r
t�me,” he sa�d, w�th a nod toward the p�lot-house.

“I had not thought there was any part�cular stra�n,” I answered. “It
seems as s�mple as A, B, C. They know the d�rect�on by compass,
the d�stance, and the speed. I should not call �t anyth�ng more than
mathemat�cal certa�nty.”

“Stra�n!” he snorted. “S�mple as A, B, C! Mathemat�cal certa�nty!”
He seemed to brace h�mself up and lean backward aga�nst the a�r

as he stared at me. “How about th�s here t�de that’s rush�n’ out
through the Golden Gate?” he demanded, or bellowed, rather. “How
fast �s she ebb�n’? What’s the dr�ft, eh? L�sten to that, w�ll you? A
bell-buoy, and we’re a-top of �t! See ’em alter�n’ the course!”

From out of the fog came the mournful toll�ng of a bell, and I could
see the p�lot turn�ng the wheel w�th great rap�d�ty. The bell, wh�ch had
seemed stra�ght ahead, was now sound�ng from the s�de. Our own
wh�stle was blow�ng hoarsely, and from t�me to t�me the sound of
other wh�stles came to us from out of the fog.



“That’s a ferry-boat of some sort,” the new-comer sa�d, �nd�cat�ng a
wh�stle off to the r�ght. “And there! D’ye hear that? Blown by mouth.
Some scow schooner, most l�kely. Better watch out, Mr. Schooner-
man. Ah, I thought so. Now hell’s a popp�n’ for somebody!”

The unseen ferry-boat was blow�ng blast after blast, and the
mouth-blown horn was toot�ng �n terror-str�cken fash�on.

“And now they’re pay�n’ the�r respects to each other and try�n’ to
get clear,” the red-faced man went on, as the hurr�ed wh�stl�ng
ceased.

H�s face was sh�n�ng, h�s eyes flash�ng w�th exc�tement as he
translated �nto art�culate language the speech of the horns and
s�rens. “That’s a steam-s�ren a-go�n’ �t over there to the left. And you
hear that fellow w�th a frog �n h�s throat—a steam schooner as near
as I can judge, crawl�n’ �n from the Heads aga�nst the t�de.”

A shr�ll l�ttle wh�stle, p�p�ng as �f gone mad, came from d�rectly
ahead and from very near at hand. Gongs sounded on the Mart�nez.
Our paddle-wheels stopped, the�r puls�ng beat d�ed away, and then
they started aga�n. The shr�ll l�ttle wh�stle, l�ke the ch�rp�ng of a
cr�cket am�d the cr�es of great beasts, shot through the fog from
more to the s�de and sw�ftly grew fa�nt and fa�nter. I looked to my
compan�on for enl�ghtenment.

“One of them dare-dev�l launches,” he sa�d. “I almost w�sh we’d
sunk h�m, the l�ttle r�p! They’re the cause of more trouble. And what
good are they? Any jackass gets aboard one and runs �t from hell to
breakfast, blow�n’ h�s wh�stle to beat the band and tell�n’ the rest of
the world to look out for h�m, because he’s com�n’ and can’t look out
for h�mself! Because he’s com�n’! And you’ve got to look out, too!
R�ght of way! Common decency! They don’t know the mean�n’ of �t!”

I felt qu�te amused at h�s unwarranted choler, and wh�le he
stumped �nd�gnantly up and down I fell to dwell�ng upon the romance
of the fog. And romant�c �t certa�nly was—the fog, l�ke the grey
shadow of �nf�n�te mystery, brood�ng over the wh�rl�ng speck of earth;
and men, mere motes of l�ght and sparkle, cursed w�th an �nsane
rel�sh for work, r�d�ng the�r steeds of wood and steel through the
heart of the mystery, grop�ng the�r way bl�ndly through the Unseen,



and clamour�ng and clang�ng �n conf�dent speech the wh�le the�r
hearts are heavy w�th �ncert�tude and fear.

The vo�ce of my compan�on brought me back to myself w�th a
laugh. I too had been grop�ng and flounder�ng, the wh�le I thought I
rode clear-eyed through the mystery.

“Hello! somebody com�n’ our way,” he was say�ng. “And d’ye hear
that? He’s com�n’ fast. Walk�ng r�ght along. Guess he don’t hear us
yet. W�nd’s �n wrong d�rect�on.”

The fresh breeze was blow�ng r�ght down upon us, and I could
hear the wh�stle pla�nly, off to one s�de and a l�ttle ahead.

“Ferry-boat?” I asked.
He nodded, then added, “Or he wouldn’t be keep�n’ up such a

cl�p.” He gave a short chuckle. “They’re gett�n’ anx�ous up there.”
I glanced up. The capta�n had thrust h�s head and shoulders out of

the p�lot-house, and was star�ng �ntently �nto the fog as though by
sheer force of w�ll he could penetrate �t. H�s face was anx�ous, as
was the face of my compan�on, who had stumped over to the ra�l and
was gaz�ng w�th a l�ke �ntentness �n the d�rect�on of the �nv�s�ble
danger.

Then everyth�ng happened, and w�th �nconce�vable rap�d�ty. The
fog seemed to break away as though spl�t by a wedge, and the bow
of a steamboat emerged, tra�l�ng fog-wreaths on e�ther s�de l�ke
seaweed on the snout of Lev�athan. I could see the p�lot-house and a
wh�te-bearded man lean�ng partly out of �t, on h�s elbows. He was
clad �n a blue un�form, and I remember not�ng how tr�m and qu�et he
was. H�s qu�etness, under the c�rcumstances, was terr�ble. He
accepted Dest�ny, marched hand �n hand w�th �t, and coolly
measured the stroke. As he leaned there, he ran a calm and
speculat�ve eye over us, as though to determ�ne the prec�se po�nt of
the coll�s�on, and took no not�ce whatever when our p�lot, wh�te w�th
rage, shouted, “Now you’ve done �t!”

On look�ng back, I real�ze that the remark was too obv�ous to make
rejo�nder necessary.

“Grab hold of someth�ng and hang on,” the red-faced man sa�d to
me. All h�s bluster had gone, and he seemed to have caught the



contag�on of preternatural calm. “And l�sten to the women scream,”
he sa�d gr�mly—almost b�tterly, I thought, as though he had been
through the exper�ence before.

The vessels came together before I could follow h�s adv�ce. We
must have been struck squarely am�dsh�ps, for I saw noth�ng, the
strange steamboat hav�ng passed beyond my l�ne of v�s�on. The
Mart�nez heeled over, sharply, and there was a crash�ng and rend�ng
of t�mber. I was thrown flat on the wet deck, and before I could
scramble to my feet I heard the scream of the women. Th�s �t was, I
am certa�n,—the most �ndescr�bable of blood-curdl�ng sounds,—that
threw me �nto a pan�c. I remembered the l�fe-preservers stored �n the
cab�n, but was met at the door and swept backward by a w�ld rush of
men and women. What happened �n the next few m�nutes I do not
recollect, though I have a clear remembrance of pull�ng down l�fe-
preservers from the overhead racks, wh�le the red-faced man
fastened them about the bod�es of an hyster�cal group of women.
Th�s memory �s as d�st�nct and sharp as that of any p�cture I have
seen. It �s a p�cture, and I can see �t now,—the jagged edges of the
hole �n the s�de of the cab�n, through wh�ch the grey fog sw�rled and
edd�ed; the empty upholstered seats, l�ttered w�th all the ev�dences
of sudden fl�ght, such as packages, hand satchels, umbrellas, and
wraps; the stout gentleman who had been read�ng my essay,
encased �n cork and canvas, the magaz�ne st�ll �n h�s hand, and
ask�ng me w�th monotonous �ns�stence �f I thought there was any
danger; the red-faced man, stump�ng gallantly around on h�s art�f�c�al
legs and buckl�ng l�fe-preservers on all comers; and f�nally, the
scream�ng bedlam of women.

Th�s �t was, the scream�ng of the women, that most tr�ed my
nerves. It must have tr�ed, too, the nerves of the red-faced man, for I
have another p�cture wh�ch w�ll never fade from my m�nd. The stout
gentleman �s stuff�ng the magaz�ne �nto h�s overcoat pocket and
look�ng on cur�ously. A tangled mass of women, w�th drawn, wh�te
faces and open mouths, �s shr�ek�ng l�ke a chorus of lost souls; and
the red-faced man, h�s face now purpl�sh w�th wrath, and w�th arms
extended overhead as �n the act of hurl�ng thunderbolts, �s shout�ng,
“Shut up! Oh, shut up!”



I remember the scene �mpelled me to sudden laughter, and �n the
next �nstant I real�zed I was becom�ng hyster�cal myself; for these
were women of my own k�nd, l�ke my mother and s�sters, w�th the
fear of death upon them and unw�ll�ng to d�e. And I remember that
the sounds they made rem�nded me of the squeal�ng of p�gs under
the kn�fe of the butcher, and I was struck w�th horror at the v�v�dness
of the analogy. These women, capable of the most subl�me
emot�ons, of the tenderest sympath�es, were open-mouthed and
scream�ng. They wanted to l�ve, they were helpless, l�ke rats �n a
trap, and they screamed.

The horror of �t drove me out on deck. I was feel�ng s�ck and
squeam�sh, and sat down on a bench. In a hazy way I saw and
heard men rush�ng and shout�ng as they strove to lower the boats. It
was just as I had read descr�pt�ons of such scenes �n books. The
tackles jammed. Noth�ng worked. One boat lowered away w�th the
plugs out, f�lled w�th women and ch�ldren and then w�th water, and
caps�zed. Another boat had been lowered by one end, and st�ll hung
�n the tackle by the other end, where �t had been abandoned.
Noth�ng was to be seen of the strange steamboat wh�ch had caused
the d�saster, though I heard men say�ng that she would undoubtedly
send boats to our ass�stance.

I descended to the lower deck. The Mart�nez was s�nk�ng fast, for
the water was very near. Numbers of the passengers were leap�ng
overboard. Others, �n the water, were clamour�ng to be taken aboard
aga�n. No one heeded them. A cry arose that we were s�nk�ng. I was
se�zed by the consequent pan�c, and went over the s�de �n a surge of
bod�es. How I went over I do not know, though I d�d know, and
�nstantly, why those �n the water were so des�rous of gett�ng back on
the steamer. The water was cold—so cold that �t was pa�nful. The
pang, as I plunged �nto �t, was as qu�ck and sharp as that of f�re. It b�t
to the marrow. It was l�ke the gr�p of death. I gasped w�th the angu�sh
and shock of �t, f�ll�ng my lungs before the l�fe-preserver popped me
to the surface. The taste of the salt was strong �n my mouth, and I
was strangl�ng w�th the acr�d stuff �n my throat and lungs.

But �t was the cold that was most d�stress�ng. I felt that I could
surv�ve but a few m�nutes. People were struggl�ng and flounder�ng �n



the water about me. I could hear them cry�ng out to one another. And
I heard, also, the sound of oars. Ev�dently the strange steamboat
had lowered �ts boats. As the t�me went by I marvelled that I was st�ll
al�ve. I had no sensat�on whatever �n my lower l�mbs, wh�le a ch�ll�ng
numbness was wrapp�ng about my heart and creep�ng �nto �t. Small
waves, w�th sp�teful foam�ng crests, cont�nually broke over me and
�nto my mouth, send�ng me off �nto more strangl�ng paroxysms.

The no�ses grew �nd�st�nct, though I heard a f�nal and despa�r�ng
chorus of screams �n the d�stance, and knew that the Mart�nez had
gone down. Later,—how much later I have no knowledge,—I came
to myself w�th a start of fear. I was alone. I could hear no calls or
cr�es—only the sound of the waves, made we�rdly hollow and
reverberant by the fog. A pan�c �n a crowd, wh�ch partakes of a sort
of commun�ty of �nterest, �s not so terr�ble as a pan�c when one �s by
oneself; and such a pan�c I now suffered. Wh�ther was I dr�ft�ng? The
red-faced man had sa�d that the t�de was ebb�ng through the Golden
Gate. Was I, then, be�ng carr�ed out to sea? And the l�fe-preserver �n
wh�ch I floated? Was �t not l�able to go to p�eces at any moment? I
had heard of such th�ngs be�ng made of paper and hollow rushes
wh�ch qu�ckly became saturated and lost all buoyancy. And I could
not sw�m a stroke. And I was alone, float�ng, apparently, �n the m�dst
of a grey pr�mord�al vastness. I confess that a madness se�zed me,
that I shr�eked aloud as the women had shr�eked, and beat the water
w�th my numb hands.

How long th�s lasted I have no concept�on, for a blankness
�ntervened, of wh�ch I remember no more than one remembers of
troubled and pa�nful sleep. When I aroused, �t was as after centur�es
of t�me; and I saw, almost above me and emerg�ng from the fog, the
bow of a vessel, and three tr�angular sa�ls, each shrewdly lapp�ng the
other and f�lled w�th w�nd. Where the bow cut the water there was a
great foam�ng and gurgl�ng, and I seemed d�rectly �n �ts path. I tr�ed
to cry out, but was too exhausted. The bow plunged down, just
m�ss�ng me and send�ng a swash of water clear over my head. Then
the long, black s�de of the vessel began sl�pp�ng past, so near that I
could have touched �t w�th my hands. I tr�ed to reach �t, �n a mad
resolve to claw �nto the wood w�th my na�ls, but my arms were heavy
and l�feless. Aga�n I strove to call out, but made no sound.



The stern of the vessel shot by, dropp�ng, as �t d�d so, �nto a hollow
between the waves; and I caught a gl�mpse of a man stand�ng at the
wheel, and of another man who seemed to be do�ng l�ttle else than
smoke a c�gar. I saw the smoke �ssu�ng from h�s l�ps as he slowly
turned h�s head and glanced out over the water �n my d�rect�on. It
was a careless, unpremed�tated glance, one of those haphazard
th�ngs men do when they have no �mmed�ate call to do anyth�ng �n
part�cular, but act because they are al�ve and must do someth�ng.

But l�fe and death were �n that glance. I could see the vessel be�ng
swallowed up �n the fog; I saw the back of the man at the wheel, and
the head of the other man turn�ng, slowly turn�ng, as h�s gaze struck
the water and casually l�fted along �t toward me. H�s face wore an
absent express�on, as of deep thought, and I became afra�d that �f
h�s eyes d�d l�ght upon me he would nevertheless not see me. But
h�s eyes d�d l�ght upon me, and looked squarely �nto m�ne; and he
d�d see me, for he sprang to the wheel, thrust�ng the other man
as�de, and wh�rled �t round and round, hand over hand, at the same
t�me shout�ng orders of some sort. The vessel seemed to go off at a
tangent to �ts former course and leapt almost �nstantly from v�ew �nto
the fog.

I felt myself sl�pp�ng �nto unconsc�ousness, and tr�ed w�th all the
power of my w�ll to f�ght above the suffocat�ng blankness and
darkness that was r�s�ng around me. A l�ttle later I heard the stroke of
oars, grow�ng nearer and nearer, and the calls of a man. When he
was very near I heard h�m cry�ng, �n vexed fash�on, “Why �n hell don’t
you s�ng out?” Th�s meant me, I thought, and then the blankness and
darkness rose over me.



CHAPTER II.

I seemed sw�ng�ng �n a m�ghty rhythm through orb�t vastness.
Sparkl�ng po�nts of l�ght spluttered and shot past me. They were
stars, I knew, and flar�ng comets, that peopled my fl�ght among the
suns. As I reached the l�m�t of my sw�ng and prepared to rush back
on the counter sw�ng, a great gong struck and thundered. For an
�mmeasurable per�od, lapped �n the r�ppl�ng of plac�d centur�es, I
enjoyed and pondered my tremendous fl�ght.

But a change came over the face of the dream, for a dream I told
myself �t must be. My rhythm grew shorter and shorter. I was jerked
from sw�ng to counter sw�ng w�th �rr�tat�ng haste. I could scarcely
catch my breath, so f�ercely was I �mpelled through the heavens. The
gong thundered more frequently and more fur�ously. I grew to awa�t �t
w�th a nameless dread. Then �t seemed as though I were be�ng
dragged over rasp�ng sands, wh�te and hot �n the sun. Th�s gave
place to a sense of �ntolerable angu�sh. My sk�n was scorch�ng �n the
torment of f�re. The gong clanged and knelled. The sparkl�ng po�nts
of l�ght flashed past me �n an �nterm�nable stream, as though the
whole s�dereal system were dropp�ng �nto the vo�d. I gasped, caught
my breath pa�nfully, and opened my eyes. Two men were kneel�ng
bes�de me, work�ng over me. My m�ghty rhythm was the l�ft and
forward plunge of a sh�p on the sea. The terr�f�c gong was a fry�ng-
pan, hang�ng on the wall, that rattled and clattered w�th each leap of
the sh�p. The rasp�ng, scorch�ng sands were a man’s hard hands
chaf�ng my naked chest. I squ�rmed under the pa�n of �t, and half
l�fted my head. My chest was raw and red, and I could see t�ny blood
globules start�ng through the torn and �nflamed cut�cle.

“That’ll do, Yonson,” one of the men sa�d. “Carn’t yer see you’ve
bloom�n’ well rubbed all the gent’s sk�n orf?”



The man addressed as Yonson, a man of the heavy Scand�nav�an
type, ceased chaf�ng me, and arose awkwardly to h�s feet. The man
who had spoken to h�m was clearly a Cockney, w�th the clean l�nes
and weakly pretty, almost effem�nate, face of the man who has
absorbed the sound of Bow Bells w�th h�s mother’s m�lk. A draggled
musl�n cap on h�s head and a d�rty gunny-sack about h�s sl�m h�ps
procla�med h�m cook of the dec�dedly d�rty sh�p’s galley �n wh�ch I
found myself.

“An’ ’ow yer feel�n’ now, s�r?” he asked, w�th the subserv�ent sm�rk
wh�ch comes only of generat�ons of t�p-seek�ng ancestors.

For reply, I tw�sted weakly �nto a s�tt�ng posture, and was helped
by Yonson to my feet. The rattle and bang of the fry�ng-pan was
grat�ng horr�bly on my nerves. I could not collect my thoughts.
Clutch�ng the woodwork of the galley for support,—and I confess the
grease w�th wh�ch �t was scummed put my teeth on edge,—I reached
across a hot cook�ng-range to the offend�ng utens�l, unhooked �t, and
wedged �t securely �nto the coal-box.

The cook gr�nned at my exh�b�t�on of nerves, and thrust �nto my
hand a steam�ng mug w�th an “’Ere, th�s’ll do yer good.” It was a
nauseous mess,—sh�p’s coffee,—but the heat of �t was rev�v�fy�ng.
Between gulps of the molten stuff I glanced down at my raw and
bleed�ng chest and turned to the Scand�nav�an.

“Thank you, Mr. Yonson,” I sa�d; “but don’t you th�nk your
measures were rather hero�c?”

It was because he understood the reproof of my act�on, rather than
of my words, that he held up h�s palm for �nspect�on. It was
remarkably calloused. I passed my hand over the horny project�ons,
and my teeth went on edge once more from the horr�ble rasp�ng
sensat�on produced.

“My name �s Johnson, not Yonson,” he sa�d, �n very good, though
slow, Engl�sh, w�th no more than a shade of accent to �t.

There was m�ld protest �n h�s pale blue eyes, and w�thal a t�m�d
frankness and manl�ness that qu�te won me to h�m.

“Thank you, Mr. Johnson,” I corrected, and reached out my hand
for h�s.



He hes�tated, awkward and bashful, sh�fted h�s we�ght from one
leg to the other, then blunder�ngly gr�pped my hand �n a hearty
shake.

“Have you any dry clothes I may put on?” I asked the cook.
“Yes, s�r,” he answered, w�th cheerful alacr�ty. “I’ll run down an’

tyke a look over my k�t, �f you’ve no object�ons, s�r, to wear�n’ my
th�ngs.”

He d�ved out of the galley door, or gl�ded rather, w�th a sw�ftness
and smoothness of ga�t that struck me as be�ng not so much cat-l�ke
as o�ly. In fact, th�s o�l�ness, or greas�ness, as I was later to learn,
was probably the most sal�ent express�on of h�s personal�ty.

“And where am I?” I asked Johnson, whom I took, and r�ghtly, to
be one of the sa�lors. “What vessel �s th�s, and where �s she bound?”

“Off the Farallones, head�ng about sou-west,” he answered, slowly
and method�cally, as though grop�ng for h�s best Engl�sh, and r�g�dly
observ�ng the order of my quer�es. “The schooner Ghost, bound
seal-hunt�ng to Japan.”

“And who �s the capta�n? I must see h�m as soon as I am dressed.”
Johnson looked puzzled and embarrassed. He hes�tated wh�le he

groped �n h�s vocabulary and framed a complete answer. “The cap’n
�s Wolf Larsen, or so men call h�m. I never heard h�s other name. But
you better speak soft w�th h�m. He �s mad th�s morn�ng. The mate—”

But he d�d not f�n�sh. The cook had gl�ded �n.
“Better sl�ng yer ’ook out of ’ere, Yonson,” he sa�d. “The old man’ll

be want�n’ yer on deck, an’ th�s ayn’t no d’y to fall foul of ’�m.”
Johnson turned obed�ently to the door, at the same t�me, over the

cook’s shoulder, favour�ng me w�th an amaz�ngly solemn and
portentous w�nk as though to emphas�ze h�s �nterrupted remark and
the need for me to be soft-spoken w�th the capta�n.

Hang�ng over the cook’s arm was a loose and crumpled array of
ev�l-look�ng and sour-smell�ng garments.

“They was put aw’y wet, s�r,” he vouchsafed explanat�on. “But
you’ll ’ave to make them do t�ll I dry yours out by the f�re.”



Cl�ng�ng to the woodwork, stagger�ng w�th the roll of the sh�p, and
a�ded by the cook, I managed to sl�p �nto a rough woollen undersh�rt.
On the �nstant my flesh was creep�ng and crawl�ng from the harsh
contact. He not�ced my �nvoluntary tw�tch�ng and gr�mac�ng, and
sm�rked:

“I only ’ope yer don’t ever ’ave to get used to such as that �n th�s
l�fe, ’cos you’ve got a bloom�n’ soft sk�n, that you ’ave, more l�ke a
lydy’s than any I know of. I was bloom�n’ well sure you was a
gentleman as soon as I set eyes on yer.”

I had taken a d�sl�ke to h�m at f�rst, and as he helped to dress me
th�s d�sl�ke �ncreased. There was someth�ng repuls�ve about h�s
touch. I shrank from h�s hand; my flesh revolted. And between th�s
and the smells ar�s�ng from var�ous pots bo�l�ng and bubbl�ng on the
galley f�re, I was �n haste to get out �nto the fresh a�r. Further, there
was the need of see�ng the capta�n about what arrangements could
be made for gett�ng me ashore.

A cheap cotton sh�rt, w�th frayed collar and a bosom d�scoloured
w�th what I took to be anc�ent blood-sta�ns, was put on me am�d a
runn�ng and apologet�c f�re of comment. A pa�r of workman’s brogans
encased my feet, and for trousers I was furn�shed w�th a pa�r of pale
blue, washed-out overalls, one leg of wh�ch was fully ten �nches
shorter than the other. The abbrev�ated leg looked as though the
dev�l had there clutched for the Cockney’s soul and m�ssed the
shadow for the substance.

“And whom have I to thank for th�s k�ndness?” I asked, when I
stood completely arrayed, a t�ny boy’s cap on my head, and for coat
a d�rty, str�ped cotton jacket wh�ch ended at the small of my back and
the sleeves of wh�ch reached just below my elbows.

The cook drew h�mself up �n a smugly humble fash�on, a
deprecat�ng sm�rk on h�s face. Out of my exper�ence w�th stewards
on the Atlant�c l�ners at the end of the voyage, I could have sworn he
was wa�t�ng for h�s t�p. From my fuller knowledge of the creature I
now know that the posture was unconsc�ous. An hered�tary serv�l�ty,
no doubt, was respons�ble.

“Mugr�dge, s�r,” he fawned, h�s effem�nate features runn�ng �nto a
greasy sm�le. “Thomas Mugr�dge, s�r, an’ at yer serv�ce.”



“All r�ght, Thomas,” I sa�d. “I shall not forget you—when my clothes
are dry.”

A soft l�ght suffused h�s face and h�s eyes gl�stened, as though
somewhere �n the deeps of h�s be�ng h�s ancestors had qu�ckened
and st�rred w�th d�m memor�es of t�ps rece�ved �n former l�ves.

“Thank you, s�r,” he sa�d, very gratefully and very humbly �ndeed.
Prec�sely �n the way that the door sl�d back, he sl�d as�de, and I

stepped out on deck. I was st�ll weak from my prolonged �mmers�on.
A puff of w�nd caught me,—and I staggered across the mov�ng deck
to a corner of the cab�n, to wh�ch I clung for support. The schooner,
heeled over far out from the perpend�cular, was bow�ng and plung�ng
�nto the long Pac�f�c roll. If she were head�ng south-west as Johnson
had sa�d, the w�nd, then, I calculated, was blow�ng nearly from the
south. The fog was gone, and �n �ts place the sun sparkled cr�sply on
the surface of the water. I turned to the east, where I knew Cal�forn�a
must l�e, but could see noth�ng save low-ly�ng fog-banks—the same
fog, doubtless, that had brought about the d�saster to the Mart�nez
and placed me �n my present s�tuat�on. To the north, and not far
away, a group of naked rocks thrust above the sea, on one of wh�ch I
could d�st�ngu�sh a l�ghthouse. In the south-west, and almost �n our
course, I saw the pyram�dal loom of some vessel’s sa�ls.

Hav�ng completed my survey of the hor�zon, I turned to my more
�mmed�ate surround�ngs. My f�rst thought was that a man who had
come through a coll�s�on and rubbed shoulders w�th death mer�ted
more attent�on than I rece�ved. Beyond a sa�lor at the wheel who
stared cur�ously across the top of the cab�n, I attracted no not�ce
whatever.

Everybody seemed �nterested �n what was go�ng on am�d sh�ps.
There, on a hatch, a large man was ly�ng on h�s back. He was fully
clothed, though h�s sh�rt was r�pped open �n front. Noth�ng was to be
seen of h�s chest, however, for �t was covered w�th a mass of black
ha�r, �n appearance l�ke the furry coat of a dog. H�s face and neck
were h�dden beneath a black beard, �ntershot w�th grey, wh�ch would
have been st�ff and bushy had �t not been l�mp and draggled and
dr�pp�ng w�th water. H�s eyes were closed, and he was apparently
unconsc�ous; but h�s mouth was w�de open, h�s breast, heav�ng as



though from suffocat�on as he laboured no�s�ly for breath. A sa�lor,
from t�me to t�me and qu�te method�cally, as a matter of rout�ne,
dropped a canvas bucket �nto the ocean at the end of a rope, hauled
�t �n hand under hand, and slu�ced �ts contents over the prostrate
man.

Pac�ng back and forth the length of the hatchways and savagely
chew�ng the end of a c�gar, was the man whose casual glance had
rescued me from the sea. H�s he�ght was probably f�ve feet ten
�nches, or ten and a half; but my f�rst �mpress�on, or feel of the man,
was not of th�s, but of h�s strength. And yet, wh�le he was of mass�ve
bu�ld, w�th broad shoulders and deep chest, I could not character�ze
h�s strength as mass�ve. It was what m�ght be termed a s�newy,
knotty strength, of the k�nd we ascr�be to lean and w�ry men, but
wh�ch, �n h�m, because of h�s heavy bu�ld, partook more of the
enlarged gor�lla order. Not that �n appearance he seemed �n the least
gor�lla-l�ke. What I am str�v�ng to express �s th�s strength �tself, more
as a th�ng apart from h�s phys�cal semblance. It was a strength we
are wont to assoc�ate w�th th�ngs pr�m�t�ve, w�th w�ld an�mals, and the
creatures we �mag�ne our tree-dwell�ng prototypes to have been—a
strength savage, feroc�ous, al�ve �n �tself, the essence of l�fe �n that �t
�s the potency of mot�on, the elemental stuff �tself out of wh�ch the
many forms of l�fe have been moulded; �n short, that wh�ch wr�thes �n
the body of a snake when the head �s cut off, and the snake, as a
snake, �s dead, or wh�ch l�ngers �n the shapeless lump of turtle-meat
and reco�ls and qu�vers from the prod of a f�nger.

Such was the �mpress�on of strength I gathered from th�s man who
paced up and down. He was f�rmly planted on h�s legs; h�s feet
struck the deck squarely and w�th surety; every movement of a
muscle, from the heave of the shoulders to the t�ghten�ng of the l�ps
about the c�gar, was dec�s�ve, and seemed to come out of a strength
that was excess�ve and overwhelm�ng. In fact, though th�s strength
pervaded every act�on of h�s, �t seemed but the advert�sement of a
greater strength that lurked w�th�n, that lay dormant and no more
than st�rred from t�me to t�me, but wh�ch m�ght arouse, at any
moment, terr�ble and compell�ng, l�ke the rage of a l�on or the wrath
of a storm.



The cook stuck h�s head out of the galley door and gr�nned
encourag�ngly at me, at the same t�me jerk�ng h�s thumb �n the
d�rect�on of the man who paced up and down by the hatchway. Thus
I was g�ven to understand that he was the capta�n, the “Old Man,” �n
the cook’s vernacular, the �nd�v�dual whom I must �nterv�ew and put
to the trouble of somehow gett�ng me ashore. I had half started
forward, to get over w�th what I was certa�n would be a stormy f�ve
m�nutes, when a more v�olent suffocat�ng paroxysm se�zed the
unfortunate person who was ly�ng on h�s back. He wrenched and
wr�thed about convuls�vely. The ch�n, w�th the damp black beard,
po�nted h�gher �n the a�r as the back muscles st�ffened and the chest
swelled �n an unconsc�ous and �nst�nct�ve effort to get more a�r.
Under the wh�skers, and all unseen, I knew that the sk�n was tak�ng
on a purpl�sh hue.

The capta�n, or Wolf Larsen, as men called h�m, ceased pac�ng
and gazed down at the dy�ng man. So f�erce had th�s f�nal struggle
become that the sa�lor paused �n the act of fl�ng�ng more water over
h�m and stared cur�ously, the canvas bucket partly t�lted and dr�pp�ng
�ts contents to the deck. The dy�ng man beat a tattoo on the hatch
w�th h�s heels, stra�ghtened out h�s legs, and st�ffened �n one great
tense effort, and rolled h�s head from s�de to s�de. Then the muscles
relaxed, the head stopped roll�ng, and a s�gh, as of profound rel�ef,
floated upward from h�s l�ps. The jaw dropped, the upper l�p l�fted,
and two rows of tobacco-d�scoloured teeth appeared. It seemed as
though h�s features had frozen �nto a d�abol�cal gr�n at the world he
had left and outw�tted.

Then a most surpr�s�ng th�ng occurred. The capta�n broke loose
upon the dead man l�ke a thunderclap. Oaths rolled from h�s l�ps �n a
cont�nuous stream. And they were not namby-pamby oaths, or mere
express�ons of �ndecency. Each word was a blasphemy, and there
were many words. They cr�sped and crackled l�ke electr�c sparks. I
had never heard anyth�ng l�ke �t �n my l�fe, nor could I have
conce�ved �t poss�ble. W�th a turn for l�terary express�on myself, and
a penchant for forc�ble f�gures and phrases, I apprec�ated, as no
other l�stener, I dare say, the pecul�ar v�v�dness and strength and
absolute blasphemy of h�s metaphors. The cause of �t all, as near as
I could make out, was that the man, who was mate, had gone on a



debauch before leav�ng San Franc�sco, and then had the poor taste
to d�e at the beg�nn�ng of the voyage and leave Wolf Larsen short-
handed.

It should be unnecessary to state, at least to my fr�ends, that I was
shocked. Oaths and v�le language of any sort had always been
repellent to me. I felt a w�lt�ng sensat�on, a s�nk�ng at the heart, and, I
m�ght just as well say, a g�dd�ness. To me, death had always been
�nvested w�th solemn�ty and d�gn�ty. It had been peaceful �n �ts
occurrence, sacred �n �ts ceremon�al. But death �n �ts more sord�d
and terr�ble aspects was a th�ng w�th wh�ch I had been unacqua�nted
t�ll now. As I say, wh�le I apprec�ated the power of the terr�f�c
denunc�at�on that swept out of Wolf Larsen’s mouth, I was
�nexpress�bly shocked. The scorch�ng torrent was enough to w�ther
the face of the corpse. I should not have been surpr�sed �f the wet
black beard had fr�zzled and curled and flared up �n smoke and
flame. But the dead man was unconcerned. He cont�nued to gr�n
w�th a sardon�c humour, w�th a cyn�cal mockery and def�ance. He
was master of the s�tuat�on.



CHAPTER III.

Wolf Larsen ceased swear�ng as suddenly as he had begun. He
rel�ghted h�s c�gar and glanced around. H�s eyes chanced upon the
cook.

“Well, Cooky?” he began, w�th a suaveness that was cold and of
the temper of steel.

“Yes, s�r,” the cook eagerly �nterpolated, w�th appeas�ng and
apologet�c serv�l�ty.

“Don’t you th�nk you’ve stretched that neck of yours just about
enough? It’s unhealthy, you know. The mate’s gone, so I can’t afford
to lose you too. You must be very, very careful of your health, Cooky.
Understand?”

H�s last word, �n str�k�ng contrast w�th the smoothness of h�s
prev�ous utterance, snapped l�ke the lash of a wh�p. The cook
qua�led under �t.

“Yes, s�r,” was the meek reply, as the offend�ng head d�sappeared
�nto the galley.

At th�s sweep�ng rebuke, wh�ch the cook had only po�nted, the rest
of the crew became un�nterested and fell to work at one task or
another. A number of men, however, who were loung�ng about a
compan�on-way between the galley and hatch, and who d�d not
seem to be sa�lors, cont�nued talk�ng �n low tones w�th one another.
These, I afterward learned, were the hunters, the men who shot the
seals, and a very super�or breed to common sa�lor-folk.

“Johansen!” Wolf Larsen called out. A sa�lor stepped forward
obed�ently. “Get your palm and needle and sew the beggar up. You’ll
f�nd some old canvas �n the sa�l-locker. Make �t do.”



“What’ll I put on h�s feet, s�r?” the man asked, after the customary
“Ay, ay, s�r.”

“We’ll see to that,” Wolf Larsen answered, and elevated h�s vo�ce
�n a call of “Cooky!”

Thomas Mugr�dge popped out of h�s galley l�ke a jack-�n-the-box.
“Go below and f�ll a sack w�th coal.”
“Any of you fellows got a B�ble or Prayer-book?” was the capta�n’s

next demand, th�s t�me of the hunters loung�ng about the compan�on-
way.

They shook the�r heads, and some one made a jocular remark
wh�ch I d�d not catch, but wh�ch ra�sed a general laugh.

Wolf Larsen made the same demand of the sa�lors. B�bles and
Prayer-books seemed scarce art�cles, but one of the men
volunteered to pursue the quest amongst the watch below, return�ng
�n a m�nute w�th the �nformat�on that there was none.

The capta�n shrugged h�s shoulders. “Then we’ll drop h�m over
w�thout any palaver�ng, unless our cler�cal-look�ng castaway has the
bur�al serv�ce at sea by heart.”

By th�s t�me he had swung fully around and was fac�ng me. “You’re
a preacher, aren’t you?” he asked.

The hunters,—there were s�x of them,—to a man, turned and
regarded me. I was pa�nfully aware of my l�keness to a scarecrow. A
laugh went up at my appearance,—a laugh that was not lessened or
softened by the dead man stretched and gr�nn�ng on the deck before
us; a laugh that was as rough and harsh and frank as the sea �tself;
that arose out of coarse feel�ngs and blunted sens�b�l�t�es, from
natures that knew ne�ther courtesy nor gentleness.

Wolf Larsen d�d not laugh, though h�s grey eyes l�ghted w�th a
sl�ght gl�nt of amusement; and �n that moment, hav�ng stepped
forward qu�te close to h�m, I rece�ved my f�rst �mpress�on of the man
h�mself, of the man as apart from h�s body, and from the torrent of
blasphemy I had heard h�m spew forth. The face, w�th large features
and strong l�nes, of the square order, yet well f�lled out, was
apparently mass�ve at f�rst s�ght; but aga�n, as w�th the body, the
mass�veness seemed to van�sh, and a conv�ct�on to grow of a



tremendous and excess�ve mental or sp�r�tual strength that lay
beh�nd, sleep�ng �n the deeps of h�s be�ng. The jaw, the ch�n, the
brow r�s�ng to a goodly he�ght and swell�ng heav�ly above the eyes,—
these, wh�le strong �n themselves, unusually strong, seemed to
speak an �mmense v�gour or v�r�l�ty of sp�r�t that lay beh�nd and
beyond and out of s�ght. There was no sound�ng such a sp�r�t, no
measur�ng, no determ�n�ng of metes and bounds, nor neatly
class�fy�ng �n some p�geon-hole w�th others of s�m�lar type.

The eyes—and �t was my dest�ny to know them well—were large
and handsome, w�de apart as the true art�st’s are w�de, shelter�ng
under a heavy brow and arched over by th�ck black eyebrows. The
eyes themselves were of that baffl�ng protean grey wh�ch �s never
tw�ce the same; wh�ch runs through many shades and colour�ngs l�ke
�ntershot s�lk �n sunsh�ne; wh�ch �s grey, dark and l�ght, and green�sh-
grey, and somet�mes of the clear azure of the deep sea. They were
eyes that masked the soul w�th a thousand gu�ses, and that
somet�mes opened, at rare moments, and allowed �t to rush up as
though �t were about to fare forth nakedly �nto the world on some
wonderful adventure,—eyes that could brood w�th the hopeless
sombreness of leaden sk�es; that could snap and crackle po�nts of
f�re l�ke those wh�ch sparkle from a wh�rl�ng sword; that could grow
ch�ll as an arct�c landscape, and yet aga�n, that could warm and
soften and be all a-dance w�th love-l�ghts, �ntense and mascul�ne,
lur�ng and compell�ng, wh�ch at the same t�me fasc�nate and
dom�nate women t�ll they surrender �n a gladness of joy and of rel�ef
and sacr�f�ce.

But to return. I told h�m that, unhapp�ly for the bur�al serv�ce, I was
not a preacher, when he sharply demanded:

“What do you do for a l�v�ng?”
I confess I had never had such a quest�on asked me before, nor

had I ever canvassed �t. I was qu�te taken aback, and before I could
f�nd myself had s�ll�ly stammered, “I—I am a gentleman.”

H�s l�p curled �n a sw�ft sneer.
“I have worked, I do work,” I cr�ed �mpetuously, as though he were

my judge and I requ�red v�nd�cat�on, and at the same t�me very much
aware of my arrant �d�ocy �n d�scuss�ng the subject at all.



“For your l�v�ng?”
There was someth�ng so �mperat�ve and masterful about h�m that I

was qu�te bes�de myself—“rattled,” as Furuseth would have termed
�t, l�ke a quak�ng ch�ld before a stern school-master.

“Who feeds you?” was h�s next quest�on.
“I have an �ncome,” I answered stoutly, and could have b�tten my

tongue the next �nstant. “All of wh�ch, you w�ll pardon my observ�ng,
has noth�ng whatsoever to do w�th what I w�sh to see you about.”

But he d�sregarded my protest.
“Who earned �t? Eh? I thought so. Your father. You stand on dead

men’s legs. You’ve never had any of your own. You couldn’t walk
alone between two sunr�ses and hustle the meat for your belly for
three meals. Let me see your hand.”

H�s tremendous, dormant strength must have st�rred, sw�ftly and
accurately, or I must have slept a moment, for before I knew �t he
had stepped two paces forward, gr�pped my r�ght hand �n h�s, and
held �t up for �nspect�on. I tr�ed to w�thdraw �t, but h�s f�ngers
t�ghtened, w�thout v�s�ble effort, t�ll I thought m�ne would be crushed.
It �s hard to ma�nta�n one’s d�gn�ty under such c�rcumstances. I could
not squ�rm or struggle l�ke a schoolboy. Nor could I attack such a
creature who had but to tw�st my arm to break �t. Noth�ng rema�ned
but to stand st�ll and accept the �nd�gn�ty. I had t�me to not�ce that the
pockets of the dead man had been empt�ed on the deck, and that h�s
body and h�s gr�n had been wrapped from v�ew �n canvas, the folds
of wh�ch the sa�lor, Johansen, was sew�ng together w�th coarse wh�te
tw�ne, shov�ng the needle through w�th a leather contr�vance f�tted on
the palm of h�s hand.

Wolf Larsen dropped my hand w�th a fl�rt of d�sda�n.
“Dead men’s hands have kept �t soft. Good for l�ttle else than d�sh-

wash�ng and scull�on work.”
“I w�sh to be put ashore,” I sa�d f�rmly, for I now had myself �n

control. “I shall pay you whatever you judge your delay and trouble to
be worth.”

He looked at me cur�ously. Mockery shone �n h�s eyes.



“I have a counter propos�t�on to make, and for the good of your
soul. My mate’s gone, and there’ll be a lot of promot�on. A sa�lor
comes aft to take mate’s place, cab�n-boy goes for’ard to take
sa�lor’s place, and you take the cab�n-boy’s place, s�gn the art�cles
for the cru�se, twenty dollars per month and found. Now what do you
say? And m�nd you, �t’s for your own soul’s sake. It w�ll be the
mak�ng of you. You m�ght learn �n t�me to stand on your own legs,
and perhaps to toddle along a b�t.”

But I took no not�ce. The sa�ls of the vessel I had seen off to the
south-west had grown larger and pla�ner. They were of the same
schooner-r�g as the Ghost, though the hull �tself, I could see, was
smaller. She was a pretty s�ght, leap�ng and fly�ng toward us, and
ev�dently bound to pass at close range. The w�nd had been
momentar�ly �ncreas�ng, and the sun, after a few angry gleams, had
d�sappeared. The sea had turned a dull leaden grey and grown
rougher, and was now toss�ng foam�ng wh�tecaps to the sky. We
were travell�ng faster, and heeled farther over. Once, �n a gust, the
ra�l d�pped under the sea, and the decks on that s�de were for the
moment awash w�th water that made a couple of the hunters hast�ly
l�ft the�r feet.

“That vessel w�ll soon be pass�ng us,” I sa�d, after a moment’s
pause. “As she �s go�ng �n the oppos�te d�rect�on, she �s very
probably bound for San Franc�sco.”

“Very probably,” was Wolf Larsen’s answer, as he turned partly
away from me and cr�ed out, “Cooky! Oh, Cooky!”

The Cockney popped out of the galley.
“Where’s that boy? Tell h�m I want h�m.”
“Yes, s�r;” and Thomas Mugr�dge fled sw�ftly aft and d�sappeared

down another compan�on-way near the wheel. A moment later he
emerged, a heavy-set young fellow of e�ghteen or n�neteen, w�th a
glower�ng, v�lla�nous countenance, tra�l�ng at h�s heels.

“’Ere ’e �s, s�r,” the cook sa�d.
But Wolf Larsen �gnored that worthy, turn�ng at once to the cab�n-

boy.
“What’s your name, boy?”



“George Leach, s�r,” came the sullen answer, and the boy’s
bear�ng showed clearly that he d�v�ned the reason for wh�ch he had
been summoned.

“Not an Ir�sh name,” the capta�n snapped sharply. “O’Toole or
McCarthy would su�t your mug a damn s�ght better. Unless, very
l�kely, there’s an Ir�shman �n your mother’s woodp�le.”

I saw the young fellow’s hands clench at the �nsult, and the blood
crawl scarlet up h�s neck.

“But let that go,” Wolf Larsen cont�nued. “You may have very good
reasons for forgett�ng your name, and I’ll l�ke you none the worse for
�t as long as you toe the mark. Telegraph H�ll, of course, �s your port
of entry. It st�cks out all over your mug. Tough as they make them
and tw�ce as nasty. I know the k�nd. Well, you can make up your
m�nd to have �t taken out of you on th�s craft. Understand? Who
sh�pped you, anyway?”

“McCready and Swanson.”
“S�r!” Wolf Larsen thundered.
“McCready and Swanson, s�r,” the boy corrected, h�s eyes burn�ng

w�th a b�tter l�ght.
“Who got the advance money?”
“They d�d, s�r.”
“I thought as much. And damned glad you were to let them have �t.

Couldn’t make yourself scarce too qu�ck, w�th several gentlemen you
may have heard of look�ng for you.”

The boy metamorphosed �nto a savage on the �nstant. H�s body
bunched together as though for a spr�ng, and h�s face became as an
�nfur�ated beast’s as he snarled, “It’s a—”

“A what?” Wolf Larsen asked, a pecul�ar softness �n h�s vo�ce, as
though he were overwhelm�ngly cur�ous to hear the unspoken word.

The boy hes�tated, then mastered h�s temper. “Noth�n’, s�r. I take �t
back.”

“And you have shown me I was r�ght.” Th�s w�th a grat�f�ed sm�le.
“How old are you?”

“Just turned s�xteen, s�r.”



“A l�e. You’ll never see e�ghteen aga�n. B�g for your age at that,
w�th muscles l�ke a horse. Pack up your k�t and go for’ard �nto the
fo’c’sle. You’re a boat-puller now. You’re promoted; see?”

W�thout wa�t�ng for the boy’s acceptance, the capta�n turned to the
sa�lor who had just f�n�shed the gruesome task of sew�ng up the
corpse. “Johansen, do you know anyth�ng about nav�gat�on?”

“No, s�r.”
“Well, never m�nd; you’re mate just the same. Get your traps aft

�nto the mate’s berth.”
“Ay, ay, s�r,” was the cheery response, as Johansen started

forward.
In the meant�me the erstwh�le cab�n-boy had not moved. “What are

you wa�t�ng for?” Wolf Larsen demanded.
“I d�dn’t s�gn for boat-puller, s�r,” was the reply. “I s�gned for cab�n-

boy. An’ I don’t want no boat-pull�n’ �n m�ne.”
“Pack up and go for’ard.”
Th�s t�me Wolf Larsen’s command was thr�ll�ngly �mperat�ve. The

boy glowered sullenly, but refused to move.
Then came another st�rr�ng of Wolf Larsen’s tremendous strength.

It was utterly unexpected, and �t was over and done w�th between
the t�cks of two seconds. He had sprung fully s�x feet across the deck
and dr�ven h�s f�st �nto the other’s stomach. At the same moment, as
though I had been struck myself, I felt a s�cken�ng shock �n the p�t of
my stomach. I �nstance th�s to show the sens�t�veness of my nervous
organ�zat�on at the t�me, and how unused I was to spectacles of
brutal�ty. The cab�n-boy—and he we�ghed one hundred and s�xty-f�ve
at the very least—crumpled up. H�s body wrapped l�mply about the
f�st l�ke a wet rag about a st�ck. He l�fted �nto the a�r, descr�bed a
short curve, and struck the deck alongs�de the corpse on h�s head
and shoulders, where he lay and wr�thed about �n agony.

“Well?” Larsen asked of me. “Have you made up your m�nd?”
I had glanced occas�onally at the approach�ng schooner, and �t

was now almost abreast of us and not more than a couple of
hundred yards away. It was a very tr�m and neat l�ttle craft. I could



see a large, black number on one of �ts sa�ls, and I had seen p�ctures
of p�lot-boats.

“What vessel �s that?” I asked.
“The p�lot-boat Lady M�ne,” Wolf Larsen answered gr�mly. “Got r�d

of her p�lots and runn�ng �nto San Franc�sco. She’ll be there �n f�ve or
s�x hours w�th th�s w�nd.”

“W�ll you please s�gnal �t, then, so that I may be put ashore.”
“Sorry, but I’ve lost the s�gnal book overboard,” he remarked, and

the group of hunters gr�nned.
I debated a moment, look�ng h�m squarely �n the eyes. I had seen

the fr�ghtful treatment of the cab�n-boy, and knew that I should very
probably rece�ve the same, �f not worse. As I say, I debated w�th
myself, and then I d�d what I cons�der the bravest act of my l�fe. I ran
to the s�de, wav�ng my arms and shout�ng:

“Lady M�ne ahoy! Take me ashore! A thousand dollars �f you take
me ashore!”

I wa�ted, watch�ng two men who stood by the wheel, one of them
steer�ng. The other was l�ft�ng a megaphone to h�s l�ps. I d�d not turn
my head, though I expected every moment a k�ll�ng blow from the
human brute beh�nd me. At last, after what seemed centur�es,
unable longer to stand the stra�n, I looked around. He had not
moved. He was stand�ng �n the same pos�t�on, sway�ng eas�ly to the
roll of the sh�p and l�ght�ng a fresh c�gar.

“What �s the matter? Anyth�ng wrong?”
Th�s was the cry from the Lady M�ne.
“Yes!” I shouted, at the top of my lungs. “L�fe or death! One

thousand dollars �f you take me ashore!”
“Too much ’Fr�sco tanglefoot for the health of my crew!” Wolf

Larsen shouted after. “Th�s one”—�nd�cat�ng me w�th h�s thumb
—“fanc�es sea-serpents and monkeys just now!”

The man on the Lady M�ne laughed back through the megaphone.
The p�lot-boat plunged past.

“G�ve h�m hell for me!” came a f�nal cry, and the two men waved
the�r arms �n farewell.



I leaned despa�r�ngly over the ra�l, watch�ng the tr�m l�ttle schooner
sw�ftly �ncreas�ng the bleak sweep of ocean between us. And she
would probably be �n San Franc�sco �n f�ve or s�x hours! My head
seemed burst�ng. There was an ache �n my throat as though my
heart were up �n �t. A curl�ng wave struck the s�de and splashed salt
spray on my l�ps. The w�nd puffed strongly, and the Ghost heeled far
over, bury�ng her lee ra�l. I could hear the water rush�ng down upon
the deck.

When I turned around, a moment later, I saw the cab�n-boy
stagger�ng to h�s feet. H�s face was ghastly wh�te, tw�tch�ng w�th
suppressed pa�n. He looked very s�ck.

“Well, Leach, are you go�ng for’ard?” Wolf Larsen asked.
“Yes, s�r,” came the answer of a sp�r�t cowed.
“And you?” I was asked.
“I’ll g�ve you a thousand—” I began, but was �nterrupted.
“Stow that! Are you go�ng to take up your dut�es as cab�n-boy? Or

do I have to take you �n hand?”
What was I to do? To be brutally beaten, to be k�lled perhaps,

would not help my case. I looked stead�ly �nto the cruel grey eyes.
They m�ght have been gran�te for all the l�ght and warmth of a human
soul they conta�ned. One may see the soul st�r �n some men’s eyes,
but h�s were bleak, and cold, and grey as the sea �tself.

“Well?”
“Yes,” I sa�d.
“Say ‘yes, s�r.’”
“Yes, s�r,” I corrected.
“What �s your name?”
“Van Weyden, s�r.”
“F�rst name?”
“Humphrey, s�r; Humphrey Van Weyden.”
“Age?”
“Th�rty-f�ve, s�r.”
“That’ll do. Go to the cook and learn your dut�es.”



And thus �t was that I passed �nto a state of �nvoluntary serv�tude
to Wolf Larsen. He was stronger than I, that was all. But �t was very
unreal at the t�me. It �s no less unreal now that I look back upon �t. It
w�ll always be to me a monstrous, �nconce�vable th�ng, a horr�ble
n�ghtmare.

“Hold on, don’t go yet.”
I stopped obed�ently �n my walk toward the galley.
“Johansen, call all hands. Now that we’ve everyth�ng cleaned up,

we’ll have the funeral and get the decks cleared of useless lumber.”
Wh�le Johansen was summon�ng the watch below, a couple of

sa�lors, under the capta�n’s d�rect�on, la�d the canvas-swathed corpse
upon a hatch-cover. On e�ther s�de the deck, aga�nst the ra�l and
bottoms up, were lashed a number of small boats. Several men
p�cked up the hatch-cover w�th �ts ghastly fre�ght, carr�ed �t to the lee
s�de, and rested �t on the boats, the feet po�nt�ng overboard. To the
feet was attached the sack of coal wh�ch the cook had fetched.

I had always conce�ved a bur�al at sea to be a very solemn and
awe-�nsp�r�ng event, but I was qu�ckly d�s�llus�oned, by th�s bur�al at
any rate. One of the hunters, a l�ttle dark-eyed man whom h�s mates
called “Smoke,” was tell�ng stor�es, l�berally �nterspr�nkled w�th oaths
and obscen�t�es; and every m�nute or so the group of hunters gave
mouth to a laughter that sounded to me l�ke a wolf-chorus or the
bark�ng of hell-hounds. The sa�lors trooped no�s�ly aft, some of the
watch below rubb�ng the sleep from the�r eyes, and talked �n low
tones together. There was an om�nous and worr�ed express�on on
the�r faces. It was ev�dent that they d�d not l�ke the outlook of a
voyage under such a capta�n and begun so �nausp�c�ously. From
t�me to t�me they stole glances at Wolf Larsen, and I could see that
they were apprehens�ve of the man.

He stepped up to the hatch-cover, and all caps came off. I ran my
eyes over them—twenty men all told; twenty-two �nclud�ng the man
at the wheel and myself. I was pardonably cur�ous �n my survey, for �t
appeared my fate to be pent up w�th them on th�s m�n�ature float�ng
world for I knew not how many weeks or months. The sa�lors, �n the
ma�n, were Engl�sh and Scand�nav�an, and the�r faces seemed of the
heavy, stol�d order. The hunters, on the other hand, had stronger and



more d�vers�f�ed faces, w�th hard l�nes and the marks of the free play
of pass�ons. Strange to say, and I noted �t at once, Wolf Larsen’s
features showed no such ev�l stamp. There seemed noth�ng v�c�ous
�n them. True, there were l�nes, but they were the l�nes of dec�s�on
and f�rmness. It seemed, rather, a frank and open countenance,
wh�ch frankness or openness was enhanced by the fact that he was
smooth-shaven. I could hardly bel�eve—unt�l the next �nc�dent
occurred—that �t was the face of a man who could behave as he had
behaved to the cab�n-boy.

At th�s moment, as he opened h�s mouth to speak, puff after puff
struck the schooner and pressed her s�de under. The w�nd shr�eked
a w�ld song through the r�gg�ng. Some of the hunters glanced
anx�ously aloft. The lee ra�l, where the dead man lay, was bur�ed �n
the sea, and as the schooner l�fted and r�ghted the water swept
across the deck wett�ng us above our shoe-tops. A shower of ra�n
drove down upon us, each drop st�ng�ng l�ke a ha�lstone. As �t
passed, Wolf Larsen began to speak, the bare-headed men sway�ng
�n un�son, to the heave and lunge of the deck.

“I only remember one part of the serv�ce,” he sa�d, “and that �s,
‘And the body shall be cast �nto the sea.’ So cast �t �n.”

He ceased speak�ng. The men hold�ng the hatch-cover seemed
perplexed, puzzled no doubt by the br�efness of the ceremony. He
burst upon them �n a fury.

“L�ft up that end there, damn you! What the hell’s the matter w�th
you?”

They elevated the end of the hatch-cover w�th p�t�ful haste, and,
l�ke a dog flung overs�de, the dead man sl�d feet f�rst �nto the sea.
The coal at h�s feet dragged h�m down. He was gone.

“Johansen,” Wolf Larsen sa�d br�skly to the new mate, “keep all
hands on deck now they’re here. Get �n the topsa�ls and j�bs and
make a good job of �t. We’re �n for a sou’-easter. Better reef the j�b
and ma�nsa�l too, wh�le you’re about �t.”

In a moment the decks were �n commot�on, Johansen bellow�ng
orders and the men pull�ng or lett�ng go ropes of var�ous sorts—all
naturally confus�ng to a landsman such as myself. But �t was the
heartlessness of �t that espec�ally struck me. The dead man was an



ep�sode that was past, an �nc�dent that was dropped, �n a canvas
cover�ng w�th a sack of coal, wh�le the sh�p sped along and her work
went on. Nobody had been affected. The hunters were laugh�ng at a
fresh story of Smoke’s; the men pull�ng and haul�ng, and two of them
cl�mb�ng aloft; Wolf Larsen was study�ng the cloud�ng sky to
w�ndward; and the dead man, dy�ng obscenely, bur�ed sord�dly, and
s�nk�ng down, down—

Then �t was that the cruelty of the sea, �ts relentlessness and
awfulness, rushed upon me. L�fe had become cheap and tawdry, a
beastly and �nart�culate th�ng, a soulless st�rr�ng of the ooze and
sl�me. I held on to the weather ra�l, close by the shrouds, and gazed
out across the desolate foam�ng waves to the low-ly�ng fog-banks
that h�d San Franc�sco and the Cal�forn�a coast. Ra�n-squalls were
dr�v�ng �n between, and I could scarcely see the fog. And th�s strange
vessel, w�th �ts terr�ble men, pressed under by w�nd and sea and
ever leap�ng up and out, was head�ng away �nto the south-west, �nto
the great and lonely Pac�f�c expanse.



CHAPTER IV.

What happened to me next on the seal�ng-schooner Ghost, as I
strove to f�t �nto my new env�ronment, are matters of hum�l�at�on and
pa�n. The cook, who was called “the doctor” by the crew, “Tommy” by
the hunters, and “Cooky” by Wolf Larsen, was a changed person.
The d�fference worked �n my status brought about a correspond�ng
d�fference �n treatment from h�m. Serv�le and fawn�ng as he had
been before, he was now as dom�neer�ng and bell�cose. In truth, I
was no longer the f�ne gentleman w�th a sk�n soft as a “lydy’s,” but
only an ord�nary and very worthless cab�n-boy.

He absurdly �ns�sted upon my address�ng h�m as Mr. Mugr�dge,
and h�s behav�our and carr�age were �nsufferable as he showed me
my dut�es. Bes�des my work �n the cab�n, w�th �ts four small state-
rooms, I was supposed to be h�s ass�stant �n the galley, and my
colossal �gnorance concern�ng such th�ngs as peel�ng potatoes or
wash�ng greasy pots was a source of unend�ng and sarcast�c wonder
to h�m. He refused to take �nto cons�derat�on what I was, or, rather,
what my l�fe and the th�ngs I was accustomed to had been. Th�s was
part of the att�tude he chose to adopt toward me; and I confess, ere
the day was done, that I hated h�m w�th more l�vely feel�ngs than I
had ever hated any one �n my l�fe before.

Th�s f�rst day was made more d�ff�cult for me from the fact that the
Ghost, under close reefs (terms such as these I d�d not learn t�ll
later), was plung�ng through what Mr. Mugr�dge called an “’owl�n’
sou’-easter.” At half-past f�ve, under h�s d�rect�ons, I set the table �n
the cab�n, w�th rough-weather trays �n place, and then carr�ed the tea
and cooked food down from the galley. In th�s connect�on I cannot
forbear relat�ng my f�rst exper�ence w�th a board�ng sea.



“Look sharp or you’ll get doused,” was Mr. Mugr�dge’s part�ng
�njunct�on, as I left the galley w�th a b�g tea-pot �n one hand, and �n
the hollow of the other arm several loaves of fresh-baked bread. One
of the hunters, a tall, loose-jo�nted chap named Henderson, was
go�ng aft at the t�me from the steerage (the name the hunters
facet�ously gave the�r m�dsh�ps sleep�ng quarters) to the cab�n. Wolf
Larsen was on the poop, smok�ng h�s everlast�ng c�gar.

“’Ere she comes. Sl�ng yer ’ook!” the cook cr�ed.
I stopped, for I d�d not know what was com�ng, and saw the galley

door sl�de shut w�th a bang. Then I saw Henderson leap�ng l�ke a
madman for the ma�n r�gg�ng, up wh�ch he shot, on the �ns�de, t�ll he
was many feet h�gher than my head. Also I saw a great wave, curl�ng
and foam�ng, po�sed far above the ra�l. I was d�rectly under �t. My
m�nd d�d not work qu�ckly, everyth�ng was so new and strange. I
grasped that I was �n danger, but that was all. I stood st�ll, �n
trep�dat�on. Then Wolf Larsen shouted from the poop:

“Grab hold someth�ng, you—you Hump!”
But �t was too late. I sprang toward the r�gg�ng, to wh�ch I m�ght

have clung, and was met by the descend�ng wall of water. What
happened after that was very confus�ng. I was beneath the water,
suffocat�ng and drown�ng. My feet were out from under me, and I
was turn�ng over and over and be�ng swept along I knew not where.
Several t�mes I coll�ded aga�nst hard objects, once str�k�ng my r�ght
knee a terr�ble blow. Then the flood seemed suddenly to subs�de and
I was breath�ng the good a�r aga�n. I had been swept aga�nst the
galley and around the steerage compan�on-way from the weather
s�de �nto the lee scuppers. The pa�n from my hurt knee was
agon�z�ng. I could not put my we�ght on �t, or, at least, I thought I
could not put my we�ght on �t; and I felt sure the leg was broken. But
the cook was after me, shout�ng through the lee galley door:

“’Ere, you! Don’t tyke all n�ght about �t! Where’s the pot? Lost
overboard? Serve you bloody well r�ght �f yer neck was broke!”

I managed to struggle to my feet. The great tea-pot was st�ll �n my
hand. I l�mped to the galley and handed �t to h�m. But he was
consumed w�th �nd�gnat�on, real or fe�gned.



“Gawd bl�me me �f you ayn’t a slob. Wot ’re you good for anyw’y,
I’d l�ke to know? Eh? Wot ’re you good for any’wy? Cawn’t even
carry a b�t of tea aft w�thout los�n’ �t. Now I’ll ’ave to bo�l some more.

“An’ wot ’re you sn�ffl�n’ about?” he burst out at me, w�th renewed
rage. “’Cos you’ve ’urt yer pore l�ttle leg, pore l�ttle mamma’s darl�n’.”

I was not sn�ffl�ng, though my face m�ght well have been drawn
and tw�tch�ng from the pa�n. But I called up all my resolut�on, set my
teeth, and hobbled back and forth from galley to cab�n and cab�n to
galley w�thout further m�shap. Two th�ngs I had acqu�red by my
acc�dent: an �njured knee-cap that went undressed and from wh�ch I
suffered for weary months, and the name of “Hump,” wh�ch Wolf
Larsen had called me from the poop. Thereafter, fore and aft, I was
known by no other name, unt�l the term became a part of my
thought-processes and I �dent�f�ed �t w�th myself, thought of myself as
Hump, as though Hump were I and had always been I.

It was no easy task, wa�t�ng on the cab�n table, where sat Wolf
Larsen, Johansen, and the s�x hunters. The cab�n was small, to
beg�n w�th, and to move around, as I was compelled to, was not
made eas�er by the schooner’s v�olent p�tch�ng and wallow�ng. But
what struck me most forc�bly was the total lack of sympathy on the
part of the men whom I served. I could feel my knee through my
clothes, swell�ng, and swell�ng, and I was s�ck and fa�nt from the pa�n
of �t. I could catch gl�mpses of my face, wh�te and ghastly, d�storted
w�th pa�n, �n the cab�n m�rror. All the men must have seen my
cond�t�on, but not one spoke or took not�ce of me, t�ll I was almost
grateful to Wolf Larsen, later on (I was wash�ng the d�shes), when he
sa�d:

“Don’t let a l�ttle th�ng l�ke that bother you. You’ll get used to such
th�ngs �n t�me. It may cr�pple you some, but all the same you’ll be
learn�ng to walk.

“That’s what you call a paradox, �sn’t �t?” he added.
He seemed pleased when I nodded my head w�th the customary

“Yes, s�r.”
“I suppose you know a b�t about l�terary th�ngs? Eh? Good. I’ll

have some talks w�th you some t�me.”



And then, tak�ng no further account of me, he turned h�s back and
went up on deck.

That n�ght, when I had f�n�shed an endless amount of work, I was
sent to sleep �n the steerage, where I made up a spare bunk. I was
glad to get out of the detestable presence of the cook and to be off
my feet. To my surpr�se, my clothes had dr�ed on me and there
seemed no �nd�cat�ons of catch�ng cold, e�ther from the last soak�ng
or from the prolonged soak�ng from the founder�ng of the Mart�nez.
Under ord�nary c�rcumstances, after all that I had undergone, I
should have been f�t for bed and a tra�ned nurse.

But my knee was bother�ng me terr�bly. As well as I could make
out, the kneecap seemed turned up on edge �n the m�dst of the
swell�ng. As I sat �n my bunk exam�n�ng �t (the s�x hunters were all �n
the steerage, smok�ng and talk�ng �n loud vo�ces), Henderson took a
pass�ng glance at �t.

“Looks nasty,” he commented. “T�e a rag around �t, and �t’ll be all
r�ght.”

That was all; and on the land I would have been ly�ng on the broad
of my back, w�th a surgeon attend�ng on me, and w�th str�ct
�njunct�ons to do noth�ng but rest. But I must do these men just�ce.
Callous as they were to my suffer�ng, they were equally callous to
the�r own when anyth�ng befell them. And th�s was due, I bel�eve,
f�rst, to hab�t; and second, to the fact that they were less sens�t�vely
organ�zed. I really bel�eve that a f�nely-organ�zed, h�gh-strung man
would suffer tw�ce and thr�ce as much as they from a l�ke �njury.

T�red as I was,—exhausted, �n fact,—I was prevented from
sleep�ng by the pa�n �n my knee. It was all I could do to keep from
groan�ng aloud. At home I should undoubtedly have g�ven vent to my
angu�sh; but th�s new and elemental env�ronment seemed to call for
a savage repress�on. L�ke the savage, the att�tude of these men was
sto�cal �n great th�ngs, ch�ld�sh �n l�ttle th�ngs. I remember, later �n the
voyage, see�ng Kerfoot, another of the hunters, lose a f�nger by
hav�ng �t smashed to a jelly; and he d�d not even murmur or change
the express�on on h�s face. Yet I have seen the same man, t�me and
aga�n, fly �nto the most outrageous pass�on over a tr�fle.



He was do�ng �t now, voc�ferat�ng, bellow�ng, wav�ng h�s arms, and
curs�ng l�ke a f�end, and all because of a d�sagreement w�th another
hunter as to whether a seal pup knew �nst�nct�vely how to sw�m. He
held that �t d�d, that �t could sw�m the moment �t was born. The other
hunter, Lat�mer, a lean, Yankee-look�ng fellow w�th shrewd, narrow-
sl�tted eyes, held otherw�se, held that the seal pup was born on the
land for no other reason than that �t could not sw�m, that �ts mother
was compelled to teach �t to sw�m as b�rds were compelled to teach
the�r nestl�ngs how to fly.

For the most part, the rema�n�ng four hunters leaned on the table
or lay �n the�r bunks and left the d�scuss�on to the two antagon�sts.
But they were supremely �nterested, for every l�ttle wh�le they
ardently took s�des, and somet�mes all were talk�ng at once, t�ll the�r
vo�ces surged back and forth �n waves of sound l�ke m�m�c thunder-
rolls �n the conf�ned space. Ch�ld�sh and �mmater�al as the top�c was,
the qual�ty of the�r reason�ng was st�ll more ch�ld�sh and �mmater�al.
In truth, there was very l�ttle reason�ng or none at all. The�r method
was one of assert�on, assumpt�on, and denunc�at�on. They proved
that a seal pup could sw�m or not sw�m at b�rth by stat�ng the
propos�t�on very bell�cosely and then follow�ng �t up w�th an attack on
the oppos�ng man’s judgment, common sense, nat�onal�ty, or past
h�story. Rebuttal was prec�sely s�m�lar. I have related th�s �n order to
show the mental cal�bre of the men w�th whom I was thrown �n
contact. Intellectually they were ch�ldren, �nhab�t�ng the phys�cal
forms of men.

And they smoked, �ncessantly smoked, us�ng a coarse, cheap,
and offens�ve-smell�ng tobacco. The a�r was th�ck and murky w�th the
smoke of �t; and th�s, comb�ned w�th the v�olent movement of the sh�p
as she struggled through the storm, would surely have made me
sea-s�ck had I been a v�ct�m to that malady. As �t was, �t made me
qu�te squeam�sh, though th�s nausea m�ght have been due to the
pa�n of my leg and exhaust�on.

As I lay there th�nk�ng, I naturally dwelt upon myself and my
s�tuat�on. It was unparalleled, undreamed-of, that I, Humphrey Van
Weyden, a scholar and a d�lettante, �f you please, �n th�ngs art�st�c
and l�terary, should be ly�ng here on a Ber�ng Sea seal-hunt�ng



schooner. Cab�n-boy! I had never done any hard manual labour, or
scull�on labour, �n my l�fe. I had l�ved a plac�d, uneventful, sedentary
ex�stence all my days—the l�fe of a scholar and a recluse on an
assured and comfortable �ncome. V�olent l�fe and athlet�c sports had
never appealed to me. I had always been a book-worm; so my
s�sters and father had called me dur�ng my ch�ldhood. I had gone
camp�ng but once �n my l�fe, and then I left the party almost at �ts
start and returned to the comforts and conven�ences of a roof. And
here I was, w�th dreary and endless v�stas before me of table-sett�ng,
potato-peel�ng, and d�sh-wash�ng. And I was not strong. The doctors
had always sa�d that I had a remarkable const�tut�on, but I had never
developed �t or my body through exerc�se. My muscles were small
and soft, l�ke a woman’s, or so the doctors had sa�d t�me and aga�n
�n the course of the�r attempts to persuade me to go �n for phys�cal-
culture fads. But I had preferred to use my head rather than my
body; and here I was, �n no f�t cond�t�on for the rough l�fe �n prospect.

These are merely a few of the th�ngs that went through my m�nd,
and are related for the sake of v�nd�cat�ng myself �n advance �n the
weak and helpless rôle I was dest�ned to play. But I thought, also, of
my mother and s�sters, and p�ctured the�r gr�ef. I was among the
m�ss�ng dead of the Mart�nez d�saster, an unrecovered body. I could
see the head-l�nes �n the papers; the fellows at the Un�vers�ty Club
and the B�belot shak�ng the�r heads and say�ng, “Poor chap!” And I
could see Charley Furuseth, as I had sa�d good-bye to h�m that
morn�ng, loung�ng �n a dress�ng-gown on the be-p�llowed w�ndow
couch and del�ver�ng h�mself of oracular and pess�m�st�c ep�grams.

And all the wh�le, roll�ng, plung�ng, cl�mb�ng the mov�ng mounta�ns
and fall�ng and wallow�ng �n the foam�ng valleys, the schooner Ghost
was f�ght�ng her way farther and farther �nto the heart of the Pac�f�c—
and I was on her. I could hear the w�nd above. It came to my ears as
a muffled roar. Now and aga�n feet stamped overhead. An endless
creak�ng was go�ng on all about me, the woodwork and the f�tt�ngs
groan�ng and squeak�ng and compla�n�ng �n a thousand keys. The
hunters were st�ll argu�ng and roar�ng l�ke some sem�-human
amph�b�ous breed. The a�r was f�lled w�th oaths and �ndecent
express�ons. I could see the�r faces, flushed and angry, the brutal�ty
d�storted and emphas�zed by the s�ckly yellow of the sea-lamps



wh�ch rocked back and forth w�th the sh�p. Through the d�m smoke-
haze the bunks looked l�ke the sleep�ng dens of an�mals �n a
menager�e. O�lsk�ns and sea-boots were hang�ng from the walls, and
here and there r�fles and shotguns rested securely �n the racks. It
was a sea-f�tt�ng for the buccaneers and p�rates of by-gone years.
My �mag�nat�on ran r�ot, and st�ll I could not sleep. And �t was a long,
long n�ght, weary and dreary and long.



CHAPTER V.

But my f�rst n�ght �n the hunters’ steerage was also my last. Next
day Johansen, the new mate, was routed from the cab�n by Wolf
Larsen, and sent �nto the steerage to sleep thereafter, wh�le I took
possess�on of the t�ny cab�n state-room, wh�ch, on the f�rst day of the
voyage, had already had two occupants. The reason for th�s change
was qu�ckly learned by the hunters, and became the cause of a deal
of grumbl�ng on the�r part. It seemed that Johansen, �n h�s sleep,
l�ved over each n�ght the events of the day. H�s �ncessant talk�ng and
shout�ng and bellow�ng of orders had been too much for Wolf
Larsen, who had accord�ngly fo�sted the nu�sance upon h�s hunters.

After a sleepless n�ght, I arose weak and �n agony, to hobble
through my second day on the Ghost. Thomas Mugr�dge routed me
out at half-past f�ve, much �n the fash�on that B�ll Sykes must have
routed out h�s dog; but Mr. Mugr�dge’s brutal�ty to me was pa�d back
�n k�nd and w�th �nterest. The unnecessary no�se he made (I had la�n
w�de-eyed the whole n�ght) must have awakened one of the hunters;
for a heavy shoe wh�zzed through the sem�-darkness, and Mr.
Mugr�dge, w�th a sharp howl of pa�n, humbly begged everybody’s
pardon. Later on, �n the galley, I not�ced that h�s ear was bru�sed and
swollen. It never went ent�rely back to �ts normal shape, and was
called a “caul�flower ear” by the sa�lors.

The day was f�lled w�th m�serable var�ety. I had taken my dr�ed
clothes down from the galley the n�ght before, and the f�rst th�ng I d�d
was to exchange the cook’s garments for them. I looked for my
purse. In add�t�on to some small change (and I have a good memory
for such th�ngs), �t had conta�ned one hundred and e�ghty-f�ve dollars
�n gold and paper. The purse I found, but �ts contents, w�th the
except�on of the small s�lver, had been abstracted. I spoke to the



cook about �t, when I went on deck to take up my dut�es �n the galley,
and though I had looked forward to a surly answer, I had not
expected the bell�gerent harangue that I rece�ved.

“Look ’ere, ’Ump,” he began, a mal�c�ous l�ght �n h�s eyes and a
snarl �n h�s throat; “d’ye want yer nose punched? If you th�nk I’m a
th�ef, just keep �t to yerself, or you’ll f�nd ’ow bloody well m�styken
you are. Str�ke me bl�nd �f th�s ayn’t grat�tude for yer! ’Ere you come,
a pore m�s’rable spec�men of ’uman scum, an’ I tykes yer �nto my
galley an’ treats yer ’ansom, an’ th�s �s wot I get for �t. Nex’ t�me you
can go to ’ell, say I, an’ I’ve a good m�nd to g�ve you what-for
anyw’y.”

So say�ng, he put up h�s f�sts and started for me. To my shame be
�t, I cowered away from the blow and ran out the galley door. What
else was I to do? Force, noth�ng but force, obta�ned on th�s brute-
sh�p. Moral suas�on was a th�ng unknown. P�cture �t to yourself: a
man of ord�nary stature, slender of bu�ld, and w�th weak,
undeveloped muscles, who has l�ved a peaceful, plac�d l�fe, and �s
unused to v�olence of any sort—what could such a man poss�bly do?
There was no more reason that I should stand and face these
human beasts than that I should stand and face an �nfur�ated bull.

So I thought �t out at the t�me, feel�ng the need for v�nd�cat�on and
des�r�ng to be at peace w�th my consc�ence. But th�s v�nd�cat�on d�d
not sat�sfy. Nor, to th�s day can I perm�t my manhood to look back
upon those events and feel ent�rely exonerated. The s�tuat�on was
someth�ng that really exceeded rat�onal formulas for conduct and
demanded more than the cold conclus�ons of reason. When v�ewed
�n the l�ght of formal log�c, there �s not one th�ng of wh�ch to be
ashamed; but nevertheless a shame r�ses w�th�n me at the
recollect�on, and �n the pr�de of my manhood I feel that my manhood
has �n unaccountable ways been sm�rched and sull�ed.

All of wh�ch �s ne�ther here nor there. The speed w�th wh�ch I ran
from the galley caused excruc�at�ng pa�n �n my knee, and I sank
down helplessly at the break of the poop. But the Cockney had not
pursued me.

“Look at ’�m run! Look at ’�m run!” I could hear h�m cry�ng. “An’ w�th
a gyme leg at that! Come on back, you pore l�ttle mamma’s darl�ng. I



won’t ’�t yer; no, I won’t.”
I came back and went on w�th my work; and here the ep�sode

ended for the t�me, though further developments were yet to take
place. I set the breakfast-table �n the cab�n, and at seven o’clock
wa�ted on the hunters and off�cers. The storm had ev�dently broken
dur�ng the n�ght, though a huge sea was st�ll runn�ng and a st�ff w�nd
blow�ng. Sa�l had been made �n the early watches, so that the Ghost
was rac�ng along under everyth�ng except the two topsa�ls and the
fly�ng j�b. These three sa�ls, I gathered from the conversat�on, were
to be set �mmed�ately after breakfast. I learned, also, that Wolf
Larsen was anx�ous to make the most of the storm, wh�ch was
dr�v�ng h�m to the south-west �nto that port�on of the sea where he
expected to p�ck up w�th the north-east trades. It was before th�s
steady w�nd that he hoped to make the major port�on of the run to
Japan, curv�ng south �nto the trop�cs and north aga�n as he
approached the coast of As�a.

After breakfast I had another unenv�able exper�ence. When I had
f�n�shed wash�ng the d�shes, I cleaned the cab�n stove and carr�ed
the ashes up on deck to empty them. Wolf Larsen and Henderson
were stand�ng near the wheel, deep �n conversat�on. The sa�lor,
Johnson, was steer�ng. As I started toward the weather s�de I saw
h�m make a sudden mot�on w�th h�s head, wh�ch I m�stook for a token
of recogn�t�on and good-morn�ng. In real�ty, he was attempt�ng to
warn me to throw my ashes over the lee s�de. Unconsc�ous of my
blunder, I passed by Wolf Larsen and the hunter and flung the ashes
over the s�de to w�ndward. The w�nd drove them back, and not only
over me, but over Henderson and Wolf Larsen. The next �nstant the
latter k�cked me, v�olently, as a cur �s k�cked. I had not real�zed there
could be so much pa�n �n a k�ck. I reeled away from h�m and leaned
aga�nst the cab�n �n a half-fa�nt�ng cond�t�on. Everyth�ng was
sw�mm�ng before my eyes, and I turned s�ck. The nausea
overpowered me, and I managed to crawl to the s�de of the vessel.
But Wolf Larsen d�d not follow me up. Brush�ng the ashes from h�s
clothes, he had resumed h�s conversat�on w�th Henderson.
Johansen, who had seen the affa�r from the break of the poop, sent
a couple of sa�lors aft to clean up the mess.



Later �n the morn�ng I rece�ved a surpr�se of a totally d�fferent sort.
Follow�ng the cook’s �nstruct�ons, I had gone �nto Wolf Larsen’s
state-room to put �t to r�ghts and make the bed. Aga�nst the wall,
near the head of the bunk, was a rack f�lled w�th books. I glanced
over them, not�ng w�th aston�shment such names as Shakespeare,
Tennyson, Poe, and De Qu�ncey. There were sc�ent�f�c works, too,
among wh�ch were represented men such as Tyndall, Proctor, and
Darw�n. Astronomy and phys�cs were represented, and I remarked
Bulf�nch’s Age of Fable, Shaw’s H�story of Engl�sh and Amer�can
L�terature, and Johnson’s Natural H�story �n two large volumes. Then
there were a number of grammars, such as Metcalf’s, and Reed and
Kellogg’s; and I sm�led as I saw a copy of The Dean’s Engl�sh.

I could not reconc�le these books w�th the man from what I had
seen of h�m, and I wondered �f he could poss�bly read them. But
when I came to make the bed I found, between the blankets,
dropped apparently as he had sunk off to sleep, a complete
Brown�ng, the Cambr�dge Ed�t�on. It was open at “In a Balcony,” and
I not�ced, here and there, passages underl�ned �n penc�l. Further,
lett�ng drop the volume dur�ng a lurch of the sh�p, a sheet of paper
fell out. It was scrawled over w�th geometr�cal d�agrams and
calculat�ons of some sort.

It was patent that th�s terr�ble man was no �gnorant clod, such as
one would �nev�tably suppose h�m to be from h�s exh�b�t�ons of
brutal�ty. At once he became an en�gma. One s�de or the other of h�s
nature was perfectly comprehens�ble; but both s�des together were
bew�lder�ng. I had already remarked that h�s language was excellent,
marred w�th an occas�onal sl�ght �naccuracy. Of course, �n common
speech w�th the sa�lors and hunters, �t somet�mes fa�rly br�stled w�th
errors, wh�ch was due to the vernacular �tself; but �n the few words
he had held w�th me �t had been clear and correct.

Th�s gl�mpse I had caught of h�s other s�de must have emboldened
me, for I resolved to speak to h�m about the money I had lost.

“I have been robbed,” I sa�d to h�m, a l�ttle later, when I found h�m
pac�ng up and down the poop alone.

“S�r,” he corrected, not harshly, but sternly.
“I have been robbed, s�r,” I amended.



“How d�d �t happen?” he asked.
Then I told h�m the whole c�rcumstance, how my clothes had been

left to dry �n the galley, and how, later, I was nearly beaten by the
cook when I ment�oned the matter.

He sm�led at my rec�tal. “P�ck�ngs,” he concluded; “Cooky’s
p�ck�ngs. And don’t you th�nk your m�serable l�fe worth the pr�ce?
Bes�des, cons�der �t a lesson. You’ll learn �n t�me how to take care of
your money for yourself. I suppose, up to now, your lawyer has done
�t for you, or your bus�ness agent.”

I could feel the qu�et sneer through h�s words, but demanded,
“How can I get �t back aga�n?”

“That’s your look-out. You haven’t any lawyer or bus�ness agent
now, so you’ll have to depend on yourself. When you get a dollar,
hang on to �t. A man who leaves h�s money ly�ng around, the way
you d�d, deserves to lose �t. Bes�des, you have s�nned. You have no
r�ght to put temptat�on �n the way of your fellow-creatures. You
tempted Cooky, and he fell. You have placed h�s �mmortal soul �n
jeopardy. By the way, do you bel�eve �n the �mmortal soul?”

H�s l�ds l�fted laz�ly as he asked the quest�on, and �t seemed that
the deeps were open�ng to me and that I was gaz�ng �nto h�s soul.
But �t was an �llus�on. Far as �t m�ght have seemed, no man has ever
seen very far �nto Wolf Larsen’s soul, or seen �t at all,—of th�s I am
conv�nced. It was a very lonely soul, I was to learn, that never
unmasked, though at rare moments �t played at do�ng so.

“I read �mmortal�ty �n your eyes,” I answered, dropp�ng the “s�r,”—
an exper�ment, for I thought the �nt�macy of the conversat�on
warranted �t.

He took no not�ce. “By that, I take �t, you see someth�ng that �s
al�ve, but that necessar�ly does not have to l�ve for ever.”

“I read more than that,” I cont�nued boldly.
“Then you read consc�ousness. You read the consc�ousness of l�fe

that �t �s al�ve; but st�ll no further away, no endlessness of l�fe.”
How clearly he thought, and how well he expressed what he

thought! From regard�ng me cur�ously, he turned h�s head and
glanced out over the leaden sea to w�ndward. A bleakness came �nto



h�s eyes, and the l�nes of h�s mouth grew severe and harsh. He was
ev�dently �n a pess�m�st�c mood.

“Then to what end?” he demanded abruptly, turn�ng back to me. “If
I am �mmortal—why?”

I halted. How could I expla�n my �deal�sm to th�s man? How could I
put �nto speech a someth�ng felt, a someth�ng l�ke the stra�ns of
mus�c heard �n sleep, a someth�ng that conv�nced yet transcended
utterance?

“What do you bel�eve, then?” I countered.
“I bel�eve that l�fe �s a mess,” he answered promptly. “It �s l�ke

yeast, a ferment, a th�ng that moves and may move for a m�nute, an
hour, a year, or a hundred years, but that �n the end w�ll cease to
move. The b�g eat the l�ttle that they may cont�nue to move, the
strong eat the weak that they may reta�n the�r strength. The lucky eat
the most and move the longest, that �s all. What do you make of
those th�ngs?”

He swept h�s arm �n an �mpat�ent gesture toward a number of the
sa�lors who were work�ng on some k�nd of rope stuff am�dsh�ps.

“They move, so does the jelly-f�sh move. They move �n order to
eat �n order that they may keep mov�ng. There you have �t. They l�ve
for the�r belly’s sake, and the belly �s for the�r sake. It’s a c�rcle; you
get nowhere. Ne�ther do they. In the end they come to a standst�ll.
They move no more. They are dead.”

“They have dreams,” I �nterrupted, “rad�ant, flash�ng dreams—”
“Of grub,” he concluded sentent�ously.
“And of more—”
“Grub. Of a larger appet�te and more luck �n sat�sfy�ng �t.” H�s vo�ce

sounded harsh. There was no lev�ty �n �t. “For, look you, they dream
of mak�ng lucky voyages wh�ch w�ll br�ng them more money, of
becom�ng the mates of sh�ps, of f�nd�ng fortunes—�n short, of be�ng
�n a better pos�t�on for prey�ng on the�r fellows, of hav�ng all n�ght �n,
good grub and somebody else to do the d�rty work. You and I are just
l�ke them. There �s no d�fference, except that we have eaten more
and better. I am eat�ng them now, and you too. But �n the past you
have eaten more than I have. You have slept �n soft beds, and worn



f�ne clothes, and eaten good meals. Who made those beds? and
those clothes? and those meals? Not you. You never made anyth�ng
�n your own sweat. You l�ve on an �ncome wh�ch your father earned.
You are l�ke a fr�gate b�rd swoop�ng down upon the boob�es and
robb�ng them of the f�sh they have caught. You are one w�th a crowd
of men who have made what they call a government, who are
masters of all the other men, and who eat the food the other men get
and would l�ke to eat themselves. You wear the warm clothes. They
made the clothes, but they sh�ver �n rags and ask you, the lawyer, or
bus�ness agent who handles your money, for a job.”

“But that �s bes�de the matter,” I cr�ed.
“Not at all.” He was speak�ng rap�dly now, and h�s eyes were

flash�ng. “It �s p�gg�shness, and �t �s l�fe. Of what use or sense �s an
�mmortal�ty of p�gg�shness? What �s the end? What �s �t all about?
You have made no food. Yet the food you have eaten or wasted
m�ght have saved the l�ves of a score of wretches who made the
food but d�d not eat �t. What �mmortal end d�d you serve? or d�d
they? Cons�der yourself and me. What does your boasted
�mmortal�ty amount to when your l�fe runs foul of m�ne? You would
l�ke to go back to the land, wh�ch �s a favourable place for your k�nd
of p�gg�shness. It �s a wh�m of m�ne to keep you aboard th�s sh�p,
where my p�gg�shness flour�shes. And keep you I w�ll. I may make or
break you. You may d�e to-day, th�s week, or next month. I could k�ll
you now, w�th a blow of my f�st, for you are a m�serable weakl�ng. But
�f we are �mmortal, what �s the reason for th�s? To be p�gg�sh as you
and I have been all our l�ves does not seem to be just the th�ng for
�mmortals to be do�ng. Aga�n, what’s �t all about? Why have I kept
you here?—”

“Because you are stronger,” I managed to blurt out.
“But why stronger?” he went on at once w�th h�s perpetual quer�es.

“Because I am a b�gger b�t of the ferment than you? Don’t you see?
Don’t you see?”

“But the hopelessness of �t,” I protested.
“I agree w�th you,” he answered. “Then why move at all, s�nce

mov�ng �s l�v�ng? W�thout mov�ng and be�ng part of the yeast there
would be no hopelessness. But,—and there �t �s,—we want to l�ve



and move, though we have no reason to, because �t happens that �t
�s the nature of l�fe to l�ve and move, to want to l�ve and move. If �t
were not for th�s, l�fe would be dead. It �s because of th�s l�fe that �s �n
you that you dream of your �mmortal�ty. The l�fe that �s �n you �s al�ve
and wants to go on be�ng al�ve for ever. Bah! An etern�ty of
p�gg�shness!”

He abruptly turned on h�s heel and started forward. He stopped at
the break of the poop and called me to h�m.

“By the way, how much was �t that Cooky got away w�th?” he
asked.

“One hundred and e�ghty-f�ve dollars, s�r,” I answered.
He nodded h�s head. A moment later, as I started down the

compan�on sta�rs to lay the table for d�nner, I heard h�m loudly
curs�ng some men am�dsh�ps.



CHAPTER VI.

By the follow�ng morn�ng the storm had blown �tself qu�te out and
the Ghost was roll�ng sl�ghtly on a calm sea w�thout a breath of w�nd.
Occas�onal l�ght a�rs were felt, however, and Wolf Larsen patrolled
the poop constantly, h�s eyes ever search�ng the sea to the north-
eastward, from wh�ch d�rect�on the great trade-w�nd must blow.

The men were all on deck and busy prepar�ng the�r var�ous boats
for the season’s hunt�ng. There are seven boats aboard, the
capta�n’s d�ngey, and the s�x wh�ch the hunters w�ll use. Three, a
hunter, a boat-puller, and a boat-steerer, compose a boat’s crew. On
board the schooner the boat-pullers and steerers are the crew. The
hunters, too, are supposed to be �n command of the watches,
subject, always, to the orders of Wolf Larsen.

All th�s, and more, I have learned. The Ghost �s cons�dered the
fastest schooner �n both the San Franc�sco and V�ctor�a fleets. In
fact, she was once a pr�vate yacht, and was bu�lt for speed. Her l�nes
and f�tt�ngs—though I know noth�ng about such th�ngs—speak for
themselves. Johnson was tell�ng me about her �n a short chat I had
w�th h�m dur�ng yesterday’s second dog-watch. He spoke
enthus�ast�cally, w�th the love for a f�ne craft such as some men feel
for horses. He �s greatly d�sgusted w�th the outlook, and I am g�ven
to understand that Wolf Larsen bears a very unsavoury reputat�on
among the seal�ng capta�ns. It was the Ghost herself that lured
Johnson �nto s�gn�ng for the voyage, but he �s already beg�nn�ng to
repent.

As he told me, the Ghost �s an e�ghty-ton schooner of a
remarkably f�ne model. Her beam, or w�dth, �s twenty-three feet, and
her length a l�ttle over n�nety feet. A lead keel of fabulous but
unknown we�ght makes her very stable, wh�le she carr�es an



�mmense spread of canvas. From the deck to the truck of the
ma�ntopmast �s someth�ng over a hundred feet, wh�le the foremast
w�th �ts topmast �s e�ght or ten feet shorter. I am g�v�ng these deta�ls
so that the s�ze of th�s l�ttle float�ng world wh�ch holds twenty-two
men may be apprec�ated. It �s a very l�ttle world, a mote, a speck,
and I marvel that men should dare to venture the sea on a
contr�vance so small and frag�le.

Wolf Larsen has, also, a reputat�on for reckless carry�ng on of sa�l.
I overheard Henderson and another of the hunters, Stand�sh, a
Cal�forn�an, talk�ng about �t. Two years ago he d�smasted the Ghost
�n a gale on Ber�ng Sea, whereupon the present masts were put �n,
wh�ch are stronger and heav�er �n every way. He �s sa�d to have
remarked, when he put them �n, that he preferred turn�ng her over to
los�ng the st�cks.

Every man aboard, w�th the except�on of Johansen, who �s rather
overcome by h�s promot�on, seems to have an excuse for hav�ng
sa�led on the Ghost. Half the men forward are deep-water sa�lors,
and the�r excuse �s that they d�d not know anyth�ng about her or her
capta�n. And those who do know, wh�sper that the hunters, wh�le
excellent shots, were so notor�ous for the�r quarrelsome and rascally
procl�v�t�es that they could not s�gn on any decent schooner.

I have made the acqua�ntance of another one of the crew,—Lou�s
he �s called, a rotund and jov�al-faced Nova Scot�a Ir�shman, and a
very soc�able fellow, prone to talk as long as he can f�nd a l�stener. In
the afternoon, wh�le the cook was below asleep and I was peel�ng
the everlast�ng potatoes, Lou�s dropped �nto the galley for a “yarn.”
H�s excuse for be�ng aboard was that he was drunk when he s�gned.
He assured me aga�n and aga�n that �t was the last th�ng �n the world
he would dream of do�ng �n a sober moment. It seems that he has
been seal-hunt�ng regularly each season for a dozen years, and �s
accounted one of the two or three very best boat-steerers �n both
fleets.

“Ah, my boy,” he shook h�s head om�nously at me, “’t�s the worst
schooner ye could �v selected, nor were ye drunk at the t�me as was
I. ’T�s seal�n’ �s the sa�lor’s parad�se—on other sh�ps than th�s. The
mate was the f�rst, but mark me words, there’ll be more dead men



before the tr�p �s done w�th. H�st, now, between you an’ meself and
the stanch�on there, th�s Wolf Larsen �s a regular dev�l, an’ the
Ghost’ll be a hell-sh�p l�ke she’s always ben s�nce he had hold �v her.
Don’t I know? Don’t I know? Don’t I remember h�m �n Hakodate two
years gone, when he had a row an’ shot four �v h�s men? Wasn’t I a-
lay�n’ on the Emma L., not three hundred yards away? An’ there was
a man the same year he k�lled w�th a blow �v h�s f�st. Yes, s�r, k�lled
’�m dead-oh. H�s head must �v smashed l�ke an eggshell. An’ wasn’t
there the Governor of Kura Island, an’ the Ch�ef �v Pol�ce, Japanese
gentlemen, s�r, an’ d�dn’t they come aboard the Ghost as h�s guests,
a-br�ng�n’ the�r w�ves along—wee an’ pretty l�ttle b�ts of th�ngs l�ke
you see ’em pa�nted on fans. An’ as he was a-gett�n’ under way,
d�dn’t the fond husbands get left astern-l�ke �n the�r sampan, as �t
m�ght be by acc�dent? An’ wasn’t �t a week later that the poor l�ttle
lad�es was put ashore on the other s�de of the �sland, w�th noth�n’
before ’em but to walk home acrost the mounta�ns on the�r weeny-
teeny l�ttle straw sandals wh�ch wouldn’t hang together a m�le? Don’t
I know? ’T�s the beast he �s, th�s Wolf Larsen—the great b�g beast
ment�oned �v �n Revelat�on; an’ no good end w�ll he ever come to.
But I’ve sa�d noth�n’ to ye, m�nd ye. I’ve wh�spered never a word; for
old fat Lou�s’ll l�ve the voyage out �f the last mother’s son of yez go to
the f�shes.”

“Wolf Larsen!” he snorted a moment later. “L�sten to the word, w�ll
ye! Wolf—’t�s what he �s. He’s not black-hearted l�ke some men. ’T�s
no heart he has at all. Wolf, just wolf, ’t�s what he �s. D’ye wonder
he’s well named?”

“But �f he �s so well-known for what he �s,” I quer�ed, “how �s �t that
he can get men to sh�p w�th h�m?”

“An’ how �s �t ye can get men to do anyth�ng on God’s earth an’
sea?” Lou�s demanded w�th Celt�c f�re. “How d’ye f�nd me aboard �f
’twasn’t that I was drunk as a p�g when I put me name down?
There’s them that can’t sa�l w�th better men, l�ke the hunters, and
them that don’t know, l�ke the poor dev�ls of w�nd-jammers for’ard
there. But they’ll come to �t, they’ll come to �t, an’ be sorry the day
they was born. I could weep for the poor creatures, d�d I but forget



poor old fat Lou�s and the troubles before h�m. But ’t�s not a wh�sper
I’ve dropped, m�nd ye, not a wh�sper.”

“Them hunters �s the w�cked boys,” he broke forth aga�n, for he
suffered from a const�tut�onal plethora of speech. “But wa�t t�ll they
get to cutt�ng up �v j�nks and row�n’ ’round. He’s the boy’ll f�x ’em. ’T�s
h�m that’ll put the fear of God �n the�r rotten black hearts. Look at that
hunter �v m�ne, Horner. ‘Jock’ Horner they call h�m, so qu�et-l�ke an’
easy-go�n’, soft-spoken as a g�rl, t�ll ye’d th�nk butter wouldn’t melt �n
the mouth �v h�m. D�dn’t he k�ll h�s boat-steerer last year? ’Twas
called a sad acc�dent, but I met the boat-puller �n Yokohama an’ the
stra�ght �v �t was g�ven me. An’ there’s Smoke, the black l�ttle dev�l—
d�dn’t the Roos�ans have h�m for three years �n the salt m�nes of
S�ber�a, for poach�n’ on Copper Island, wh�ch �s a Roos�an preserve?
Shackled he was, hand an’ foot, w�th h�s mate. An’ d�dn’t they have
words or a ruct�on of some k�nd?—for ’twas the other fellow Smoke
sent up �n the buckets to the top of the m�ne; an’ a p�ece at a t�me he
went up, a leg to-day, an’ to-morrow an arm, the next day the head,
an’ so on.”

“But you can’t mean �t!” I cr�ed out, overcome w�th the horror of �t.
“Mean what!” he demanded, qu�ck as a flash. “’T�s noth�n’ I’ve

sa�d. Deef I am, and dumb, as ye should be for the sake �v your
mother; an’ never once have I opened me l�ps but to say f�ne th�ngs
�v them an’ h�m, God curse h�s soul, an’ may he rot �n purgatory ten
thousand years, and then go down to the last an’ deepest hell �v all!”

Johnson, the man who had chafed me raw when I f�rst came
aboard, seemed the least equ�vocal of the men forward or aft. In fact,
there was noth�ng equ�vocal about h�m. One was struck at once by
h�s stra�ghtforwardness and manl�ness, wh�ch, �n turn, were
tempered by a modesty wh�ch m�ght be m�staken for t�m�d�ty. But
t�m�d he was not. He seemed, rather, to have the courage of h�s
conv�ct�ons, the certa�nty of h�s manhood. It was th�s that made h�m
protest, at the commencement of our acqua�ntance, aga�nst be�ng
called Yonson. And upon th�s, and h�m, Lou�s passed judgment and
prophecy.

“’T�s a f�ne chap, that squarehead Johnson we’ve for’ard w�th us,”
he sa�d. “The best sa�lorman �n the fo’c’sle. He’s my boat-puller. But



�t’s to trouble he’ll come w�th Wolf Larsen, as the sparks fly upward.
It’s meself that knows. I can see �t brew�n’ an’ com�n’ up l�ke a storm
�n the sky. I’ve talked to h�m l�ke a brother, but �t’s l�ttle he sees �n
tak�n’ �n h�s l�ghts or fly�n’ false s�gnals. He grumbles out when th�ngs
don’t go to su�t h�m, and there’ll be always some tell-tale carry�n’
word �v �t aft to the Wolf. The Wolf �s strong, and �t’s the way of a wolf
to hate strength, an’ strength �t �s he’ll see �n Johnson—no knuckl�n’
under, and a ‘Yes, s�r, thank ye k�ndly, s�r,’ for a curse or a blow. Oh,
she’s a-com�n’! She’s a-com�n’! An’ God knows where I’ll get another
boat-puller! What does the fool up an’ say, when the old man calls
h�m Yonson, but ‘Me name �s Johnson, s�r,’ an’ then spells �t out,
letter for letter. Ye should �v seen the old man’s face! I thought he’d
let dr�ve at h�m on the spot. He d�dn’t, but he w�ll, an’ he’ll break that
squarehead’s heart, or �t’s l�ttle I know �v the ways �v men on the
sh�ps �v the sea.”

Thomas Mugr�dge �s becom�ng unendurable. I am compelled to
M�ster h�m and to S�r h�m w�th every speech. One reason for th�s �s
that Wolf Larsen seems to have taken a fancy to h�m. It �s an
unprecedented th�ng, I take �t, for a capta�n to be chummy w�th the
cook; but th�s �s certa�nly what Wolf Larsen �s do�ng. Two or three
t�mes he put h�s head �nto the galley and chaffed Mugr�dge good-
naturedly, and once, th�s afternoon, he stood by the break of the
poop and chatted w�th h�m for fully f�fteen m�nutes. When �t was over,
and Mugr�dge was back �n the galley, he became greas�ly rad�ant,
and went about h�s work, humm�ng coster songs �n a nerve-rack�ng
and d�scordant falsetto.

“I always get along w�th the off�cers,” he remarked to me �n a
conf�dent�al tone. “I know the w’y, I do, to myke myself upprec�-yted.
There was my last sk�pper—w’y I thought noth�n’ of dropp�n’ down �n
the cab�n for a l�ttle chat and a fr�endly glass. ‘Mugr�dge,’ sez ’e to
me, ‘Mugr�dge,’ sez ’e, ‘you’ve m�ssed yer vokyt�on.’ ‘An’ ’ow’s that?’
sez I. ‘Yer should ’a been born a gentleman, an’ never ’ad to work for
yer l�v�n’.’ God str�ke me dead, ’Ump, �f that ayn’t wot ’e sez, an’ me
a-s�tt�n’ there �n ’�s own cab�n, jolly-l�ke an’ comfortable, a-smok�n’ ’�s
c�gars an’ dr�nk�n’ ’�s rum.”



Th�s ch�tter-chatter drove me to d�stract�on. I never heard a vo�ce I
hated so. H�s o�ly, �ns�nuat�ng tones, h�s greasy sm�le and h�s
monstrous self-conce�t grated on my nerves t�ll somet�mes I was all
�n a tremble. Pos�t�vely, he was the most d�sgust�ng and loathsome
person I have ever met. The f�lth of h�s cook�ng was �ndescr�bable;
and, as he cooked everyth�ng that was eaten aboard, I was
compelled to select what I ate w�th great c�rcumspect�on, choos�ng
from the least d�rty of h�s concoct�ons.

My hands bothered me a great deal, unused as they were to work.
The na�ls were d�scoloured and black, wh�le the sk�n was already
gra�ned w�th d�rt wh�ch even a scrubb�ng-brush could not remove.
Then bl�sters came, �n a pa�nful and never-end�ng process�on, and I
had a great burn on my forearm, acqu�red by los�ng my balance �n a
roll of the sh�p and p�tch�ng aga�nst the galley stove. Nor was my
knee any better. The swell�ng had not gone down, and the cap was
st�ll up on edge. Hobbl�ng about on �t from morn�ng t�ll n�ght was not
help�ng �t any. What I needed was rest, �f �t were ever to get well.

Rest! I never before knew the mean�ng of the word. I had been
rest�ng all my l�fe and d�d not know �t. But now, could I s�t st�ll for one
half-hour and do noth�ng, not even th�nk, �t would be the most
pleasurable th�ng �n the world. But �t �s a revelat�on, on the other
hand. I shall be able to apprec�ate the l�ves of the work�ng people
hereafter. I d�d not dream that work was so terr�ble a th�ng. From
half-past f�ve �n the morn�ng t�ll ten o’clock at n�ght I am everybody’s
slave, w�th not one moment to myself, except such as I can steal
near the end of the second dog-watch. Let me pause for a m�nute to
look out over the sea sparkl�ng �n the sun, or to gaze at a sa�lor go�ng
aloft to the gaff-topsa�ls, or runn�ng out the bowspr�t, and I am sure to
hear the hateful vo�ce, “’Ere, you, ’Ump, no sodger�n’. I’ve got my
peepers on yer.”

There are s�gns of rampant bad temper �n the steerage, and the
goss�p �s go�ng around that Smoke and Henderson have had a f�ght.
Henderson seems the best of the hunters, a slow-go�ng fellow, and
hard to rouse; but roused he must have been, for Smoke had a
bru�sed and d�scoloured eye, and looked part�cularly v�c�ous when he
came �nto the cab�n for supper.



A cruel th�ng happened just before supper, �nd�cat�ve of the
callousness and brut�shness of these men. There �s one green hand
�n the crew, Harr�son by name, a clumsy-look�ng country boy,
mastered, I �mag�ne, by the sp�r�t of adventure, and mak�ng h�s f�rst
voyage. In the l�ght baffl�ng a�rs the schooner had been tack�ng about
a great deal, at wh�ch t�mes the sa�ls pass from one s�de to the other
and a man �s sent aloft to sh�ft over the fore-gaff-topsa�l. In some
way, when Harr�son was aloft, the sheet jammed �n the block through
wh�ch �t runs at the end of the gaff. As I understood �t, there were two
ways of gett�ng �t cleared,—f�rst, by lower�ng the foresa�l, wh�ch was
comparat�vely easy and w�thout danger; and second, by cl�mb�ng out
the peak-halyards to the end of the gaff �tself, an exceed�ngly
hazardous performance.

Johansen called out to Harr�son to go out the halyards. It was
patent to everybody that the boy was afra�d. And well he m�ght be,
e�ghty feet above the deck, to trust h�mself on those th�n and jerk�ng
ropes. Had there been a steady breeze �t would not have been so
bad, but the Ghost was roll�ng empt�ly �n a long sea, and w�th each
roll the canvas flapped and boomed and the halyards slacked and
jerked taut. They were capable of snapp�ng a man off l�ke a fly from
a wh�p-lash.

Harr�son heard the order and understood what was demanded of
h�m, but hes�tated. It was probably the f�rst t�me he had been aloft �n
h�s l�fe. Johansen, who had caught the contag�on of Wolf Larsen’s
masterfulness, burst out w�th a volley of abuse and curses.

“That’ll do, Johansen,” Wolf Larsen sa�d brusquely. “I’ll have you
know that I do the swear�ng on th�s sh�p. If I need your ass�stance, I’ll
call you �n.”

“Yes, s�r,” the mate acknowledged subm�ss�vely.
In the meant�me Harr�son had started out on the halyards. I was

look�ng up from the galley door, and I could see h�m trembl�ng, as �f
w�th ague, �n every l�mb. He proceeded very slowly and caut�ously,
an �nch at a t�me. Outl�ned aga�nst the clear blue of the sky, he had
the appearance of an enormous sp�der crawl�ng along the tracery of
�ts web.



It was a sl�ght uph�ll cl�mb, for the foresa�l peaked h�gh; and the
halyards, runn�ng through var�ous blocks on the gaff and mast, gave
h�m separate holds for hands and feet. But the trouble lay �n that the
w�nd was not strong enough nor steady enough to keep the sa�l full.
When he was half-way out, the Ghost took a long roll to w�ndward
and back aga�n �nto the hollow between two seas. Harr�son ceased
h�s progress and held on t�ghtly. E�ghty feet beneath, I could see the
agon�zed stra�n of h�s muscles as he gr�pped for very l�fe. The sa�l
empt�ed and the gaff swung am�d-sh�ps. The halyards slackened,
and, though �t all happened very qu�ckly, I could see them sag
beneath the we�ght of h�s body. Then the gaff swung to the s�de w�th
an abrupt sw�ftness, the great sa�l boomed l�ke a cannon, and the
three rows of reef-po�nts slatted aga�nst the canvas l�ke a volley of
r�fles. Harr�son, cl�ng�ng on, made the g�ddy rush through the a�r. Th�s
rush ceased abruptly. The halyards became �nstantly taut. It was the
snap of the wh�p. H�s clutch was broken. One hand was torn loose
from �ts hold. The other l�ngered desperately for a moment, and
followed. H�s body p�tched out and down, but �n some way he
managed to save h�mself w�th h�s legs. He was hang�ng by them,
head downward. A qu�ck effort brought h�s hands up to the halyards
aga�n; but he was a long t�me rega�n�ng h�s former pos�t�on, where he
hung, a p�t�able object.

“I’ll bet he has no appet�te for supper,” I heard Wolf Larsen’s vo�ce,
wh�ch came to me from around the corner of the galley. “Stand from
under, you, Johansen! Watch out! Here she comes!”

In truth, Harr�son was very s�ck, as a person �s sea-s�ck; and for a
long t�me he clung to h�s precar�ous perch w�thout attempt�ng to
move. Johansen, however, cont�nued v�olently to urge h�m on to the
complet�on of h�s task.

“It �s a shame,” I heard Johnson growl�ng �n pa�nfully slow and
correct Engl�sh. He was stand�ng by the ma�n r�gg�ng, a few feet
away from me. “The boy �s w�ll�ng enough. He w�ll learn �f he has a
chance. But th�s �s—” He paused awh�le, for the word “murder” was
h�s f�nal judgment.

“H�st, w�ll ye!” Lou�s wh�spered to h�m, “For the love �v your mother
hold your mouth!”



But Johnson, look�ng on, st�ll cont�nued h�s grumbl�ng.
“Look here,” the hunter Stand�sh spoke to Wolf Larsen, “that’s my

boat-puller, and I don’t want to lose h�m.”
“That’s all r�ght, Stand�sh,” was the reply. “He’s your boat-puller

when you’ve got h�m �n the boat; but he’s my sa�lor when I have h�m
aboard, and I’ll do what I damn well please w�th h�m.”

“But that’s no reason—” Stand�sh began �n a torrent of speech.
“That’ll do, easy as she goes,” Wolf Larsen counselled back. “I’ve

told you what’s what, and let �t stop at that. The man’s m�ne, and I’ll
make soup of h�m and eat �t �f I want to.”

There was an angry gleam �n the hunter’s eye, but he turned on
h�s heel and entered the steerage compan�on-way, where he
rema�ned, look�ng upward. All hands were on deck now, and all eyes
were aloft, where a human l�fe was at grapples w�th death. The
callousness of these men, to whom �ndustr�al organ�zat�on gave
control of the l�ves of other men, was appall�ng. I, who had l�ved out
of the wh�rl of the world, had never dreamed that �ts work was carr�ed
on �n such fash�on. L�fe had always seemed a pecul�arly sacred
th�ng, but here �t counted for noth�ng, was a c�pher �n the ar�thmet�c
of commerce. I must say, however, that the sa�lors themselves were
sympathet�c, as �nstance the case of Johnson; but the masters (the
hunters and the capta�n) were heartlessly �nd�fferent. Even the
protest of Stand�sh arose out of the fact that he d�d not w�sh to lose
h�s boat-puller. Had �t been some other hunter’s boat-puller, he, l�ke
them, would have been no more than amused.

But to return to Harr�son. It took Johansen, �nsult�ng and rev�l�ng
the poor wretch, fully ten m�nutes to get h�m started aga�n. A l�ttle
later he made the end of the gaff, where, astr�de the spar �tself, he
had a better chance for hold�ng on. He cleared the sheet, and was
free to return, sl�ghtly downh�ll now, along the halyards to the mast.
But he had lost h�s nerve. Unsafe as was h�s present pos�t�on, he
was loath to forsake �t for the more unsafe pos�t�on on the halyards.

He looked along the a�ry path he must traverse, and then down to
the deck. H�s eyes were w�de and star�ng, and he was trembl�ng
v�olently. I had never seen fear so strongly stamped upon a human
face. Johansen called va�nly for h�m to come down. At any moment



he was l�able to be snapped off the gaff, but he was helpless w�th
fr�ght. Wolf Larsen, walk�ng up and down w�th Smoke and �n
conversat�on, took no more not�ce of h�m, though he cr�ed sharply,
once, to the man at the wheel:

“You’re off your course, my man! Be careful, unless you’re look�ng
for trouble!”

“Ay, ay, s�r,” the helmsman responded, putt�ng a couple of spokes
down.

He had been gu�lty of runn�ng the Ghost several po�nts off her
course �n order that what l�ttle w�nd there was should f�ll the foresa�l
and hold �t steady. He had str�ven to help the unfortunate Harr�son at
the r�sk of �ncurr�ng Wolf Larsen’s anger.

The t�me went by, and the suspense, to me, was terr�ble. Thomas
Mugr�dge, on the other hand, cons�dered �t a laughable affa�r, and
was cont�nually bobb�ng h�s head out the galley door to make jocose
remarks. How I hated h�m! And how my hatred for h�m grew and
grew, dur�ng that fearful t�me, to cyclopean d�mens�ons. For the f�rst
t�me �n my l�fe I exper�enced the des�re to murder—“saw red,” as
some of our p�cturesque wr�ters phrase �t. L�fe �n general m�ght st�ll
be sacred, but l�fe �n the part�cular case of Thomas Mugr�dge had
become very profane �ndeed. I was fr�ghtened when I became
consc�ous that I was see�ng red, and the thought flashed through my
m�nd: was I, too, becom�ng ta�nted by the brutal�ty of my
env�ronment?—I, who even �n the most flagrant cr�mes had den�ed
the just�ce and r�ghteousness of cap�tal pun�shment?

Fully half-an-hour went by, and then I saw Johnson and Lou�s �n
some sort of altercat�on. It ended w�th Johnson fl�ng�ng off Lou�s’s
deta�n�ng arm and start�ng forward. He crossed the deck, sprang �nto
the fore r�gg�ng, and began to cl�mb. But the qu�ck eye of Wolf
Larsen caught h�m.

“Here, you, what are you up to?” he cr�ed.
Johnson’s ascent was arrested. He looked h�s capta�n �n the eyes

and repl�ed slowly:
“I am go�ng to get that boy down.”



“You’ll get down out of that r�gg�ng, and damn l�vely about �t! D’ye
hear? Get down!”

Johnson hes�tated, but the long years of obed�ence to the masters
of sh�ps overpowered h�m, and he dropped sullenly to the deck and
went on forward.

At half after f�ve I went below to set the cab�n table, but I hardly
knew what I d�d, for my eyes and my bra�n were f�lled w�th the v�s�on
of a man, wh�te-faced and trembl�ng, com�cally l�ke a bug, cl�ng�ng to
the thrash�ng gaff. At s�x o’clock, when I served supper, go�ng on
deck to get the food from the galley, I saw Harr�son, st�ll �n the same
pos�t�on. The conversat�on at the table was of other th�ngs. Nobody
seemed �nterested �n the wantonly �mper�lled l�fe. But mak�ng an
extra tr�p to the galley a l�ttle later, I was gladdened by the s�ght of
Harr�son stagger�ng weakly from the r�gg�ng to the forecastle scuttle.
He had f�nally summoned the courage to descend.

Before clos�ng th�s �nc�dent, I must g�ve a scrap of conversat�on I
had w�th Wolf Larsen �n the cab�n, wh�le I was wash�ng the d�shes.

“You were look�ng squeam�sh th�s afternoon,” he began. “What
was the matter?”

I could see that he knew what had made me poss�bly as s�ck as
Harr�son, that he was try�ng to draw me, and I answered, “It was
because of the brutal treatment of that boy.”

He gave a short laugh. “L�ke sea-s�ckness, I suppose. Some men
are subject to �t, and others are not.”

“Not so,” I objected.
“Just so,” he went on. “The earth �s as full of brutal�ty as the sea �s

full of mot�on. And some men are made s�ck by the one, and some
by the other. That’s the only reason.”

“But you, who make a mock of human l�fe, don’t you place any
value upon �t whatever?” I demanded.

“Value? What value?” He looked at me, and though h�s eyes were
steady and mot�onless, there seemed a cyn�cal sm�le �n them. “What
k�nd of value? How do you measure �t? Who values �t?”

“I do,” I made answer.



“Then what �s �t worth to you? Another man’s l�fe, I mean. Come
now, what �s �t worth?”

The value of l�fe? How could I put a tang�ble value upon �t?
Somehow, I, who have always had express�on, lacked express�on
when w�th Wolf Larsen. I have s�nce determ�ned that a part of �t was
due to the man’s personal�ty, but that the greater part was due to h�s
totally d�fferent outlook. Unl�ke other mater�al�sts I had met and w�th
whom I had someth�ng �n common to start on, I had noth�ng �n
common w�th h�m. Perhaps, also, �t was the elemental s�mpl�c�ty of
h�s m�nd that baffled me. He drove so d�rectly to the core of the
matter, d�vest�ng a quest�on always of all superfluous deta�ls, and
w�th such an a�r of f�nal�ty, that I seemed to f�nd myself struggl�ng �n
deep water, w�th no foot�ng under me. Value of l�fe? How could I
answer the quest�on on the spur of the moment? The sacredness of
l�fe I had accepted as ax�omat�c. That �t was �ntr�ns�cally valuable
was a tru�sm I had never quest�oned. But when he challenged the
tru�sm I was speechless.

“We were talk�ng about th�s yesterday,” he sa�d. “I held that l�fe
was a ferment, a yeasty someth�ng wh�ch devoured l�fe that �t m�ght
l�ve, and that l�v�ng was merely successful p�gg�shness. Why, �f there
�s anyth�ng �n supply and demand, l�fe �s the cheapest th�ng �n the
world. There �s only so much water, so much earth, so much a�r; but
the l�fe that �s demand�ng to be born �s l�m�tless. Nature �s a
spendthr�ft. Look at the f�sh and the�r m�ll�ons of eggs. For that
matter, look at you and me. In our lo�ns are the poss�b�l�t�es of
m�ll�ons of l�ves. Could we but f�nd t�me and opportun�ty and ut�l�ze
the last b�t and every b�t of the unborn l�fe that �s �n us, we could
become the fathers of nat�ons and populate cont�nents. L�fe? Bah! It
has no value. Of cheap th�ngs �t �s the cheapest. Everywhere �t goes
begg�ng. Nature sp�lls �t out w�th a lav�sh hand. Where there �s room
for one l�fe, she sows a thousand l�ves, and �t’s l�fe eats l�fe t�ll the
strongest and most p�gg�sh l�fe �s left.”

“You have read Darw�n,” I sa�d. “But you read h�m
m�sunderstand�ngly when you conclude that the struggle for
ex�stence sanct�ons your wanton destruct�on of l�fe.”



He shrugged h�s shoulders. “You know you only mean that �n
relat�on to human l�fe, for of the flesh and the fowl and the f�sh you
destroy as much as I or any other man. And human l�fe �s �n no w�se
d�fferent, though you feel �t �s and th�nk that you reason why �t �s.
Why should I be pars�mon�ous w�th th�s l�fe wh�ch �s cheap and
w�thout value? There are more sa�lors than there are sh�ps on the
sea for them, more workers than there are factor�es or mach�nes for
them. Why, you who l�ve on the land know that you house your poor
people �n the slums of c�t�es and loose fam�ne and pest�lence upon
them, and that there st�ll rema�n more poor people, dy�ng for want of
a crust of bread and a b�t of meat (wh�ch �s l�fe destroyed), than you
know what to do w�th. Have you ever seen the London dockers
f�ght�ng l�ke w�ld beasts for a chance to work?”

He started for the compan�on sta�rs, but turned h�s head for a f�nal
word. “Do you know the only value l�fe has �s what l�fe puts upon
�tself? And �t �s of course over-est�mated s�nce �t �s of necess�ty
prejud�ced �n �ts own favour. Take that man I had aloft. He held on as
�f he were a prec�ous th�ng, a treasure beyond d�amonds or rub�es.
To you? No. To me? Not at all. To h�mself? Yes. But I do not accept
h�s est�mate. He sadly overrates h�mself. There �s plenty more l�fe
demand�ng to be born. Had he fallen and dr�pped h�s bra�ns upon the
deck l�ke honey from the comb, there would have been no loss to the
world. He was worth noth�ng to the world. The supply �s too large. To
h�mself only was he of value, and to show how f�ct�t�ous even th�s
value was, be�ng dead he �s unconsc�ous that he has lost h�mself. He
alone rated h�mself beyond d�amonds and rub�es. D�amonds and
rub�es are gone, spread out on the deck to be washed away by a
bucket of sea-water, and he does not even know that the d�amonds
and rub�es are gone. He does not lose anyth�ng, for w�th the loss of
h�mself he loses the knowledge of loss. Don’t you see? And what
have you to say?”

“That you are at least cons�stent,” was all I could say, and I went
on wash�ng the d�shes.



CHAPTER VII.

At last, after three days of var�able w�nds, we have caught the
north-east trades. I came on deck, after a good n�ght’s rest �n sp�te of
my poor knee, to f�nd the Ghost foam�ng along, w�ng-and-w�ng, and
every sa�l draw�ng except the j�bs, w�th a fresh breeze astern. Oh,
the wonder of the great trade-w�nd! All day we sa�led, and all n�ght,
and the next day, and the next, day after day, the w�nd always astern
and blow�ng stead�ly and strong. The schooner sa�led herself. There
was no pull�ng and haul�ng on sheets and tackles, no sh�ft�ng of
topsa�ls, no work at all for the sa�lors to do except to steer. At n�ght
when the sun went down, the sheets were slackened; �n the
morn�ng, when they y�elded up the damp of the dew and relaxed,
they were pulled t�ght aga�n—and that was all.

Ten knots, twelve knots, eleven knots, vary�ng from t�me to t�me, �s
the speed we are mak�ng. And ever out of the north-east the brave
w�nd blows, dr�v�ng us on our course two hundred and f�fty m�les
between the dawns. It saddens me and gladdens me, the ga�t w�th
wh�ch we are leav�ng San Franc�sco beh�nd and w�th wh�ch we are
foam�ng down upon the trop�cs. Each day grows percept�bly warmer.
In the second dog-watch the sa�lors come on deck, str�pped, and
heave buckets of water upon one another from overs�de. Fly�ng-f�sh
are beg�nn�ng to be seen, and dur�ng the n�ght the watch above
scrambles over the deck �n pursu�t of those that fall aboard. In the
morn�ng, Thomas Mugr�dge be�ng duly br�bed, the galley �s
pleasantly areek w�th the odour of the�r fry�ng; wh�le dolph�n meat �s
served fore and aft on such occas�ons as Johnson catches the
blaz�ng beaut�es from the bowspr�t end.

Johnson seems to spend all h�s spare t�me there or aloft at the
crosstrees, watch�ng the Ghost cleav�ng the water under press of



sa�l. There �s pass�on, adorat�on, �n h�s eyes, and he goes about �n a
sort of trance, gaz�ng �n ecstasy at the swell�ng sa�ls, the foam�ng
wake, and the heave and the run of her over the l�qu�d mounta�ns
that are mov�ng w�th us �n stately process�on.

The days and n�ghts are “all a wonder and a w�ld del�ght,” and
though I have l�ttle t�me from my dreary work, I steal odd moments to
gaze and gaze at the unend�ng glory of what I never dreamed the
world possessed. Above, the sky �s sta�nless blue—blue as the sea
�tself, wh�ch under the forefoot �s of the colour and sheen of azure
sat�n. All around the hor�zon are pale, fleecy clouds, never chang�ng,
never mov�ng, l�ke a s�lver sett�ng for the flawless turquo�se sky.

I do not forget one n�ght, when I should have been asleep, of ly�ng
on the forecastle-head and gaz�ng down at the spectral r�pple of
foam thrust as�de by the Ghost’s forefoot. It sounded l�ke the gurgl�ng
of a brook over mossy stones �n some qu�et dell, and the croon�ng
song of �t lured me away and out of myself t�ll I was no longer Hump
the cab�n-boy, nor Van Weyden, the man who had dreamed away
th�rty-f�ve years among books. But a vo�ce beh�nd me, the
unm�stakable vo�ce of Wolf Larsen, strong w�th the �nv�nc�ble
cert�tude of the man and mellow w�th apprec�at�on of the words he
was quot�ng, aroused me.

“‘O the blaz�ng trop�c n�ght, when the wake’s a welt of l�ght
That holds the hot sky tame,
And the steady forefoot snores through the planet-powdered floors
Where the scared whale flukes �n flame.
Her plates are scarred by the sun, dear lass,
And her ropes are taut w�th the dew,
For we’re boom�ng down on the old tra�l, our own tra�l, the out tra�l,
We’re sagg�ng south on the Long Tra�l—the tra�l that �s always new.’”

“Eh, Hump? How’s �t str�ke you?” he asked, after the due pause
wh�ch words and sett�ng demanded.

I looked �nto h�s face. It was aglow w�th l�ght, as the sea �tself, and
the eyes were flash�ng �n the starsh�ne.

“It str�kes me as remarkable, to say the least, that you should
show enthus�asm,” I answered coldly.

“Why, man, �t’s l�v�ng! �t’s l�fe!” he cr�ed.



“Wh�ch �s a cheap th�ng and w�thout value.” I flung h�s words at
h�m.

He laughed, and �t was the f�rst t�me I had heard honest m�rth �n
h�s vo�ce.

“Ah, I cannot get you to understand, cannot dr�ve �t �nto your head,
what a th�ng th�s l�fe �s. Of course l�fe �s valueless, except to �tself.
And I can tell you that my l�fe �s pretty valuable just now—to myself.
It �s beyond pr�ce, wh�ch you w�ll acknowledge �s a terr�f�c overrat�ng,
but wh�ch I cannot help, for �t �s the l�fe that �s �n me that makes the
rat�ng.”

He appeared wa�t�ng for the words w�th wh�ch to express the
thought that was �n h�m, and f�nally went on.

“Do you know, I am f�lled w�th a strange upl�ft; I feel as �f all t�me
were echo�ng through me, as though all powers were m�ne. I know
truth, d�v�ne good from ev�l, r�ght from wrong. My v�s�on �s clear and
far. I could almost bel�eve �n God. But,” and h�s vo�ce changed and
the l�ght went out of h�s face,—“what �s th�s cond�t�on �n wh�ch I f�nd
myself? th�s joy of l�v�ng? th�s exultat�on of l�fe? th�s �nsp�rat�on, I may
well call �t? It �s what comes when there �s noth�ng wrong w�th one’s
d�gest�on, when h�s stomach �s �n tr�m and h�s appet�te has an edge,
and all goes well. It �s the br�be for l�v�ng, the champagne of the
blood, the effervescence of the ferment—that makes some men
th�nk holy thoughts, and other men to see God or to create h�m when
they cannot see h�m. That �s all, the drunkenness of l�fe, the st�rr�ng
and crawl�ng of the yeast, the babbl�ng of the l�fe that �s �nsane w�th
consc�ousness that �t �s al�ve. And—bah! To-morrow I shall pay for �t
as the drunkard pays. And I shall know that I must d�e, at sea most
l�kely, cease crawl�ng of myself to be all a-crawl w�th the corrupt�on of
the sea; to be fed upon, to be carr�on, to y�eld up all the strength and
movement of my muscles that �t may become strength and
movement �n f�n and scale and the guts of f�shes. Bah! And bah!
aga�n. The champagne �s already flat. The sparkle and bubble has
gone out and �t �s a tasteless dr�nk.”

He left me as suddenly as he had come, spr�ng�ng to the deck w�th
the we�ght and softness of a t�ger. The Ghost ploughed on her way. I
noted the gurgl�ng forefoot was very l�ke a snore, and as I l�stened to



�t the effect of Wolf Larsen’s sw�ft rush from subl�me exultat�on to
despa�r slowly left me. Then some deep-water sa�lor, from the wa�st
of the sh�p, l�fted a r�ch tenor vo�ce �n the “Song of the Trade W�nd”:

“Oh, I am the w�nd the seamen love—
I am steady, and strong, and true;
They follow my track by the clouds above,
O’er the fathomless trop�c blue.

* * * * *

Through dayl�ght and dark I follow the bark
I keep l�ke a hound on her tra�l;
I’m strongest at noon, yet under the moon,
I st�ffen the bunt of her sa�l.”



CHAPTER VIII.

Somet�mes I th�nk Wolf Larsen mad, or half-mad at least, what of
h�s strange moods and vagar�es. At other t�mes I take h�m for a great
man, a gen�us who has never arr�ved. And, f�nally, I am conv�nced
that he �s the perfect type of the pr�m�t�ve man, born a thousand
years or generat�ons too late and an anachron�sm �n th�s culm�nat�ng
century of c�v�l�zat�on. He �s certa�nly an �nd�v�dual�st of the most
pronounced type. Not only that, but he �s very lonely. There �s no
congen�al�ty between h�m and the rest of the men aboard sh�p. H�s
tremendous v�r�l�ty and mental strength wall h�m apart. They are
more l�ke ch�ldren to h�m, even the hunters, and as ch�ldren he treats
them, descend�ng perforce to the�r level and play�ng w�th them as a
man plays w�th pupp�es. Or else he probes them w�th the cruel hand
of a v�v�sect�on�st, grop�ng about �n the�r mental processes and
exam�n�ng the�r souls as though to see of what soul-stuff �s made.

I have seen h�m a score of t�mes, at table, �nsult�ng th�s hunter or
that, w�th cool and level eyes and, w�thal, a certa�n a�r of �nterest,
ponder�ng the�r act�ons or repl�es or petty rages w�th a cur�os�ty
almost laughable to me who stood onlooker and who understood.
Concern�ng h�s own rages, I am conv�nced that they are not real, that
they are somet�mes exper�ments, but that �n the ma�n they are the
hab�ts of a pose or att�tude he has seen f�t to take toward h�s fellow-
men. I know, w�th the poss�ble except�on of the �nc�dent of the dead
mate, that I have not seen h�m really angry; nor do I w�sh ever to see
h�m �n a genu�ne rage, when all the force of h�m �s called �nto play.

Wh�le on the quest�on of vagar�es, I shall tell what befell Thomas
Mugr�dge �n the cab�n, and at the same t�me complete an �nc�dent
upon wh�ch I have already touched once or tw�ce. The twelve o’clock
d�nner was over, one day, and I had just f�n�shed putt�ng the cab�n �n



order, when Wolf Larsen and Thomas Mugr�dge descended the
compan�on sta�rs. Though the cook had a cubby-hole of a state-room
open�ng off from the cab�n, �n the cab�n �tself he had never dared to
l�nger or to be seen, and he fl�tted to and fro, once or tw�ce a day, a
t�m�d spectre.

“So you know how to play ‘Nap,’” Wolf Larsen was say�ng �n a
pleased sort of vo�ce. “I m�ght have guessed an Engl�shman would
know. I learned �t myself �n Engl�sh sh�ps.”

Thomas Mugr�dge was bes�de h�mself, a bl�ther�ng �mbec�le, so
pleased was he at chumm�ng thus w�th the capta�n. The l�ttle a�rs he
put on and the pa�nful str�v�ng to assume the easy carr�age of a man
born to a d�gn�f�ed place �n l�fe would have been s�cken�ng had they
not been lud�crous. He qu�te �gnored my presence, though I cred�ted
h�m w�th be�ng s�mply unable to see me. H�s pale, w�shy-washy eyes
were sw�mm�ng l�ke lazy summer seas, though what bl�ssful v�s�ons
they beheld were beyond my �mag�nat�on.

“Get the cards, Hump,” Wolf Larsen ordered, as they took seats at
the table. “And br�ng out the c�gars and the wh�sky you’ll f�nd �n my
berth.”

I returned w�th the art�cles �n t�me to hear the Cockney h�nt�ng
broadly that there was a mystery about h�m, that he m�ght be a
gentleman’s son gone wrong or someth�ng or other; also, that he
was a rem�ttance man and was pa�d to keep away from England
—“p’yed ’ansomely, s�r,” was the way he put �t; “p’yed ’ansomely to
sl�ng my ’ook an’ keep sl�ng�n’ �t.”

I had brought the customary l�quor glasses, but Wolf Larsen
frowned, shook h�s head, and s�gnalled w�th h�s hands for me to
br�ng the tumblers. These he f�lled two-th�rds full w�th und�luted
wh�sky—“a gentleman’s dr�nk?” quoth Thomas Mugr�dge,—and they
cl�nked the�r glasses to the glor�ous game of “Nap,” l�ghted c�gars,
and fell to shuffl�ng and deal�ng the cards.

They played for money. They �ncreased the amounts of the bets.
They drank wh�sky, they drank �t neat, and I fetched more. I do not
know whether Wolf Larsen cheated or not,—a th�ng he was
thoroughly capable of do�ng,—but he won stead�ly. The cook made
repeated journeys to h�s bunk for money. Each t�me he performed



the journey w�th greater swagger, but he never brought more than a
few dollars at a t�me. He grew maudl�n, fam�l�ar, could hardly see the
cards or s�t upr�ght. As a prel�m�nary to another journey to h�s bunk,
he hooked Wolf Larsen’s buttonhole w�th a greasy foref�nger and
vacuously procla�med and re�terated, “I got money, I got money, I tell
yer, an’ I’m a gentleman’s son.”

Wolf Larsen was unaffected by the dr�nk, yet he drank glass for
glass, and �f anyth�ng h�s glasses were fuller. There was no change
�n h�m. He d�d not appear even amused at the other’s ant�cs.

In the end, w�th loud protestat�ons that he could lose l�ke a
gentleman, the cook’s last money was staked on the game—and
lost. Whereupon he leaned h�s head on h�s hands and wept. Wolf
Larsen looked cur�ously at h�m, as though about to probe and
v�v�sect h�m, then changed h�s m�nd, as from the foregone
conclus�on that there was noth�ng there to probe.

“Hump,” he sa�d to me, elaborately pol�te, “k�ndly take Mr.
Mugr�dge’s arm and help h�m up on deck. He �s not feel�ng very
well.”

“And tell Johnson to douse h�m w�th a few buckets of salt water,”
he added, �n a lower tone for my ear alone.

I left Mr. Mugr�dge on deck, �n the hands of a couple of gr�nn�ng
sa�lors who had been told off for the purpose. Mr. Mugr�dge was
sleep�ly splutter�ng that he was a gentleman’s son. But as I
descended the compan�on sta�rs to clear the table I heard h�m shr�ek
as the f�rst bucket of water struck h�m.

Wolf Larsen was count�ng h�s w�nn�ngs.
“One hundred and e�ghty-f�ve dollars even,” he sa�d aloud. “Just as

I thought. The beggar came aboard w�thout a cent.”
“And what you have won �s m�ne, s�r,” I sa�d boldly.
He favoured me w�th a qu�zz�cal sm�le. “Hump, I have stud�ed

some grammar �n my t�me, and I th�nk your tenses are tangled. ‘Was
m�ne,’ you should have sa�d, not ’�s m�ne.’”

“It �s a quest�on, not of grammar, but of eth�cs,” I answered.
It was poss�bly a m�nute before he spoke.



“D’ye know, Hump,” he sa�d, w�th a slow ser�ousness wh�ch had �n
�t an �ndef�nable stra�n of sadness, “that th�s �s the f�rst t�me I have
heard the word ‘eth�cs’ �n the mouth of a man. You and I are the only
men on th�s sh�p who know �ts mean�ng.”

“At one t�me �n my l�fe,” he cont�nued, after another pause, “I
dreamed that I m�ght some day talk w�th men who used such
language, that I m�ght l�ft myself out of the place �n l�fe �n wh�ch I had
been born, and hold conversat�on and m�ngle w�th men who talked
about just such th�ngs as eth�cs. And th�s �s the f�rst t�me I have ever
heard the word pronounced. Wh�ch �s all by the way, for you are
wrong. It �s a quest�on ne�ther of grammar nor eth�cs, but of fact.”

“I understand,” I sa�d. “The fact �s that you have the money.”
H�s face br�ghtened. He seemed pleased at my persp�cac�ty. “But �t

�s avo�d�ng the real quest�on,” I cont�nued, “wh�ch �s one of r�ght.”
“Ah,” he remarked, w�th a wry pucker of h�s mouth, “I see you st�ll

bel�eve �n such th�ngs as r�ght and wrong.”
“But don’t you?—at all?” I demanded.
“Not the least b�t. M�ght �s r�ght, and that �s all there �s to �t.

Weakness �s wrong. Wh�ch �s a very poor way of say�ng that �t �s
good for oneself to be strong, and ev�l for oneself to be weak—or
better yet, �t �s pleasurable to be strong, because of the prof�ts;
pa�nful to be weak, because of the penalt�es. Just now the
possess�on of th�s money �s a pleasurable th�ng. It �s good for one to
possess �t. Be�ng able to possess �t, I wrong myself and the l�fe that
�s �n me �f I g�ve �t to you and forego the pleasure of possess�ng �t.”

“But you wrong me by w�thhold�ng �t,” I objected.
“Not at all. One man cannot wrong another man. He can only

wrong h�mself. As I see �t, I do wrong always when I cons�der the
�nterests of others. Don’t you see? How can two part�cles of the
yeast wrong each other by str�v�ng to devour each other? It �s the�r
�nborn her�tage to str�ve to devour, and to str�ve not to be devoured.
When they depart from th�s they s�n.”

“Then you don’t bel�eve �n altru�sm?” I asked.
He rece�ved the word as �f �t had a fam�l�ar r�ng, though he

pondered �t thoughtfully. “Let me see, �t means someth�ng about



coöperat�on, doesn’t �t?”
“Well, �n a way there has come to be a sort of connect�on,” I

answered unsurpr�sed by th�s t�me at such gaps �n h�s vocabulary,
wh�ch, l�ke h�s knowledge, was the acqu�rement of a self-read, self-
educated man, whom no one had d�rected �n h�s stud�es, and who
had thought much and talked l�ttle or not at all. “An altru�st�c act �s an
act performed for the welfare of others. It �s unself�sh, as opposed to
an act performed for self, wh�ch �s self�sh.”

He nodded h�s head. “Oh, yes, I remember �t now. I ran across �t �n
Spencer.”

“Spencer!” I cr�ed. “Have you read h�m?”
“Not very much,” was h�s confess�on. “I understood qu�te a good

deal of F�rst Pr�nc�ples, but h�s B�ology took the w�nd out of my sa�ls,
and h�s Psychology left me butt�ng around �n the doldrums for many
a day. I honestly could not understand what he was dr�v�ng at. I put �t
down to mental def�c�ency on my part, but s�nce then I have dec�ded
that �t was for want of preparat�on. I had no proper bas�s. Only
Spencer and myself know how hard I hammered. But I d�d get
someth�ng out of h�s Data of Eth�cs. There’s where I ran across
‘altru�sm,’ and I remember now how �t was used.”

I wondered what th�s man could have got from such a work.
Spencer I remembered enough to know that altru�sm was �mperat�ve
to h�s �deal of h�ghest conduct. Wolf Larsen, ev�dently, had s�fted the
great ph�losopher’s teach�ngs, reject�ng and select�ng accord�ng to
h�s needs and des�res.

“What else d�d you run across?” I asked.
H�s brows drew �n sl�ghtly w�th the mental effort of su�tably

phras�ng thoughts wh�ch he had never before put �nto speech. I felt
an elat�on of sp�r�t. I was grop�ng �nto h�s soul-stuff as he made a
pract�ce of grop�ng �n the soul-stuff of others. I was explor�ng v�rg�n
terr�tory. A strange, a terr�bly strange, reg�on was unroll�ng �tself
before my eyes.

“In as few words as poss�ble,” he began, “Spencer puts �t
someth�ng l�ke th�s: F�rst, a man must act for h�s own benef�t—to do



th�s �s to be moral and good. Next, he must act for the benef�t of h�s
ch�ldren. And th�rd, he must act for the benef�t of h�s race.”

“And the h�ghest, f�nest, r�ght conduct,” I �nterjected, “�s that act
wh�ch benef�ts at the same t�me the man, h�s ch�ldren, and h�s race.”

“I wouldn’t stand for that,” he repl�ed. “Couldn’t see the necess�ty
for �t, nor the common sense. I cut out the race and the ch�ldren. I
would sacr�f�ce noth�ng for them. It’s just so much slush and
sent�ment, and you must see �t yourself, at least for one who does
not bel�eve �n eternal l�fe. W�th �mmortal�ty before me, altru�sm would
be a pay�ng bus�ness propos�t�on. I m�ght elevate my soul to all k�nds
of alt�tudes. But w�th noth�ng eternal before me but death, g�ven for a
br�ef spell th�s yeasty crawl�ng and squ�rm�ng wh�ch �s called l�fe,
why, �t would be �mmoral for me to perform any act that was a
sacr�f�ce. Any sacr�f�ce that makes me lose one crawl or squ�rm �s
fool�sh,—and not only fool�sh, for �t �s a wrong aga�nst myself and a
w�cked th�ng. I must not lose one crawl or squ�rm �f I am to get the
most out of the ferment. Nor w�ll the eternal movelessness that �s
com�ng to me be made eas�er or harder by the sacr�f�ces or
self�shnesses of the t�me when I was yeasty and acrawl.”

“Then you are an �nd�v�dual�st, a mater�al�st, and, log�cally, a
hedon�st.”

“B�g words,” he sm�led. “But what �s a hedon�st?”
He nodded agreement when I had g�ven the def�n�t�on. “And you

are also,” I cont�nued, “a man one could not trust �n the least th�ng
where �t was poss�ble for a self�sh �nterest to �ntervene?”

“Now you’re beg�nn�ng to understand,” he sa�d, br�ghten�ng.
“You are a man utterly w�thout what the world calls morals?”
“That’s �t.”
“A man of whom to be always afra�d—”
“That’s the way to put �t.”
“As one �s afra�d of a snake, or a t�ger, or a shark?”
“Now you know me,” he sa�d. “And you know me as I am generally

known. Other men call me ‘Wolf.’”



“You are a sort of monster,” I added audac�ously, “a Cal�ban who
has pondered Setebos, and who acts as you act, �n �dle moments, by
wh�m and fancy.”

H�s brow clouded at the allus�on. He d�d not understand, and I
qu�ckly learned that he d�d not know the poem.

“I’m just read�ng Brown�ng,” he confessed, “and �t’s pretty tough. I
haven’t got very far along, and as �t �s I’ve about lost my bear�ngs.”

Not to be t�resome, I shall say that I fetched the book from h�s
state-room and read “Cal�ban” aloud. He was del�ghted. It was a
pr�m�t�ve mode of reason�ng and of look�ng at th�ngs that he
understood thoroughly. He �nterrupted aga�n and aga�n w�th
comment and cr�t�c�sm. When I f�n�shed, he had me read �t over a
second t�me, and a th�rd. We fell �nto d�scuss�on—ph�losophy,
sc�ence, evolut�on, rel�g�on. He betrayed the �naccurac�es of the self-
read man, and, �t must be granted, the sureness and d�rectness of
the pr�m�t�ve m�nd. The very s�mpl�c�ty of h�s reason�ng was �ts
strength, and h�s mater�al�sm was far more compell�ng than the
subtly complex mater�al�sm of Charley Furuseth. Not that I—a
conf�rmed and, as Furuseth phrased �t, a temperamental �deal�st—
was to be compelled; but that Wolf Larsen stormed the last
strongholds of my fa�th w�th a v�gour that rece�ved respect, wh�le not
accorded conv�ct�on.

T�me passed. Supper was at hand and the table not la�d. I became
restless and anx�ous, and when Thomas Mugr�dge glared down the
compan�on-way, s�ck and angry of countenance, I prepared to go
about my dut�es. But Wolf Larsen cr�ed out to h�m:

“Cooky, you’ve got to hustle to-n�ght. I’m busy w�th Hump, and
you’ll do the best you can w�thout h�m.”

And aga�n the unprecedented was establ�shed. That n�ght I sat at
table w�th the capta�n and the hunters, wh�le Thomas Mugr�dge
wa�ted on us and washed the d�shes afterward—a wh�m, a Cal�ban-
mood of Wolf Larsen’s, and one I foresaw would br�ng me trouble. In
the meant�me we talked and talked, much to the d�sgust of the
hunters, who could not understand a word.



CHAPTER IX.

Three days of rest, three blessed days of rest, are what I had w�th
Wolf Larsen, eat�ng at the cab�n table and do�ng noth�ng but d�scuss
l�fe, l�terature, and the un�verse, the wh�le Thomas Mugr�dge fumed
and raged and d�d my work as well as h�s own.

“Watch out for squalls, �s all I can say to you,” was Lou�s’s
warn�ng, g�ven dur�ng a spare half-hour on deck wh�le Wolf Larsen
was engaged �n stra�ghten�ng out a row among the hunters.

“Ye can’t tell what’ll be happen�n’,” Lou�s went on, �n response to
my query for more def�n�te �nformat�on. “The man’s as contrary as a�r
currents or water currents. You can never guess the ways �v h�m. ’T�s
just as you’re th�nk�n’ you know h�m and are mak�n’ a favourable
slant along h�m, that he wh�rls around, dead ahead and comes
howl�n’ down upon you and a-r�pp�n’ all �v your f�ne-weather sa�ls to
rags.”

So I was not altogether surpr�sed when the squall foretold by Lou�s
smote me. We had been hav�ng a heated d�scuss�on,—upon l�fe, of
course,—and, grown over-bold, I was pass�ng st�ff str�ctures upon
Wolf Larsen and the l�fe of Wolf Larsen. In fact, I was v�v�sect�ng h�m
and turn�ng over h�s soul-stuff as keenly and thoroughly as �t was h�s
custom to do �t to others. It may be a weakness of m�ne that I have
an �nc�s�ve way of speech; but I threw all restra�nt to the w�nds and
cut and slashed unt�l the whole man of h�m was snarl�ng. The dark
sun-bronze of h�s face went black w�th wrath, h�s eyes were ablaze.
There was no clearness or san�ty �n them—noth�ng but the terr�f�c
rage of a madman. It was the wolf �n h�m that I saw, and a mad wolf
at that.

He sprang for me w�th a half-roar, gr�pp�ng my arm. I had steeled
myself to brazen �t out, though I was trembl�ng �nwardly; but the



enormous strength of the man was too much for my fort�tude. He had
gr�pped me by the b�ceps w�th h�s s�ngle hand, and when that gr�p
t�ghtened I w�lted and shr�eked aloud. My feet went out from under
me. I s�mply could not stand upr�ght and endure the agony. The
muscles refused the�r duty. The pa�n was too great. My b�ceps was
be�ng crushed to a pulp.

He seemed to recover h�mself, for a luc�d gleam came �nto h�s
eyes, and he relaxed h�s hold w�th a short laugh that was more l�ke a
growl. I fell to the floor, feel�ng very fa�nt, wh�le he sat down, l�ghted a
c�gar, and watched me as a cat watches a mouse. As I wr�thed about
I could see �n h�s eyes that cur�os�ty I had so often noted, that
wonder and perplex�ty, that quest�ng, that everlast�ng query of h�s as
to what �t was all about.

I f�nally crawled to my feet and ascended the compan�on sta�rs.
Fa�r weather was over, and there was noth�ng left but to return to the
galley. My left arm was numb, as though paralysed, and days
passed before I could use �t, wh�le weeks went by before the last
st�ffness and pa�n went out of �t. And he had done noth�ng but put h�s
hand upon my arm and squeeze. There had been no wrench�ng or
jerk�ng. He had just closed h�s hand w�th a steady pressure. What he
m�ght have done I d�d not fully real�ze t�ll next day, when he put h�s
head �nto the galley, and, as a s�gn of renewed fr�endl�ness, asked
me how my arm was gett�ng on.

“It m�ght have been worse,” he sm�led.
I was peel�ng potatoes. He p�cked one up from the pan. It was fa�r-

s�zed, f�rm, and unpeeled. He closed h�s hand upon �t, squeezed,
and the potato squ�rted out between h�s f�ngers �n mushy streams.
The pulpy remnant he dropped back �nto the pan and turned away,
and I had a sharp v�s�on of how �t m�ght have fared w�th me had the
monster put h�s real strength upon me.

But the three days’ rest was good �n sp�te of �t all, for �t had g�ven
my knee the very chance �t needed. It felt much better, the swell�ng
had mater�ally decreased, and the cap seemed descend�ng �nto �ts
proper place. Also, the three days’ rest brought the trouble I had
foreseen. It was pla�nly Thomas Mugr�dge’s �ntent�on to make me
pay for those three days. He treated me v�lely, cursed me cont�nually,



and heaped h�s own work upon me. He even ventured to ra�se h�s
f�st to me, but I was becom�ng an�mal-l�ke myself, and I snarled �n h�s
face so terr�bly that �t must have fr�ghtened h�m back. It �s no
pleasant p�cture I can conjure up of myself, Humphrey Van Weyden,
�n that no�some sh�p’s galley, crouched �n a corner over my task, my
face ra�sed to the face of the creature about to str�ke me, my l�ps
l�fted and snarl�ng l�ke a dog’s, my eyes gleam�ng w�th fear and
helplessness and the courage that comes of fear and helplessness. I
do not l�ke the p�cture. It rem�nds me too strongly of a rat �n a trap. I
do not care to th�nk of �t; but �t was effect�ve, for the threatened blow
d�d not descend.

Thomas Mugr�dge backed away, glar�ng as hatefully and v�c�ously
as I glared. A pa�r of beasts �s what we were, penned together and
show�ng our teeth. He was a coward, afra�d to str�ke me because I
had not qua�led suff�c�ently �n advance; so he chose a new way to
�nt�m�date me. There was only one galley kn�fe that, as a kn�fe,
amounted to anyth�ng. Th�s, through many years of serv�ce and
wear, had acqu�red a long, lean blade. It was unusually cruel-look�ng,
and at f�rst I had shuddered every t�me I used �t. The cook borrowed
a stone from Johansen and proceeded to sharpen the kn�fe. He d�d �t
w�th great ostentat�on, glanc�ng s�gn�f�cantly at me the wh�le. He
whetted �t up and down all day long. Every odd moment he could f�nd
he had the kn�fe and stone out and was whett�ng away. The steel
acqu�red a razor edge. He tr�ed �t w�th the ball of h�s thumb or across
the na�l. He shaved ha�rs from the back of h�s hand, glanced along
the edge w�th m�croscop�c acuteness, and found, or fe�gned that he
found, always, a sl�ght �nequal�ty �n �ts edge somewhere. Then he
would put �t on the stone aga�n and whet, whet, whet, t�ll I could have
laughed aloud, �t was so very lud�crous.

It was also ser�ous, for I learned that he was capable of us�ng �t,
that under all h�s coward�ce there was a courage of coward�ce, l�ke
m�ne, that would �mpel h�m to do the very th�ng h�s whole nature
protested aga�nst do�ng and was afra�d of do�ng. “Cooky’s
sharpen�ng h�s kn�fe for Hump,” was be�ng wh�spered about among
the sa�lors, and some of them tw�tted h�m about �t. Th�s he took �n
good part, and was really pleased, nodd�ng h�s head w�th d�reful



foreknowledge and mystery, unt�l George Leach, the erstwh�le cab�n-
boy, ventured some rough pleasantry on the subject.

Now �t happened that Leach was one of the sa�lors told off to
douse Mugr�dge after h�s game of cards w�th the capta�n. Leach had
ev�dently done h�s task w�th a thoroughness that Mugr�dge had not
forg�ven, for words followed and ev�l names �nvolv�ng sm�rched
ancestr�es. Mugr�dge menaced w�th the kn�fe he was sharpen�ng for
me. Leach laughed and hurled more of h�s Telegraph H�ll
B�ll�ngsgate, and before e�ther he or I knew what had happened, h�s
r�ght arm had been r�pped open from elbow to wr�st by a qu�ck slash
of the kn�fe. The cook backed away, a f�end�sh express�on on h�s
face, the kn�fe held before h�m �n a pos�t�on of defence. But Leach
took �t qu�te calmly, though blood was spout�ng upon the deck as
generously as water from a founta�n.

“I’m go�n’ to get you, Cooky,” he sa�d, “and I’ll get you hard. And I
won’t be �n no hurry about �t. You’ll be w�thout that kn�fe when I come
for you.”

So say�ng, he turned and walked qu�etly forward. Mugr�dge’s face
was l�v�d w�th fear at what he had done and at what he m�ght expect
sooner or later from the man he had stabbed. But h�s demeanour
toward me was more feroc�ous than ever. In sp�te of h�s fear at the
reckon�ng he must expect to pay for what he had done, he could see
that �t had been an object-lesson to me, and he became more
dom�neer�ng and exultant. Also there was a lust �n h�m, ak�n to
madness, wh�ch had come w�th s�ght of the blood he had drawn. He
was beg�nn�ng to see red �n whatever d�rect�on he looked. The
psychology of �t �s sadly tangled, and yet I could read the work�ngs of
h�s m�nd as clearly as though �t were a pr�nted book.

Several days went by, the Ghost st�ll foam�ng down the trades, and
I could swear I saw madness grow�ng �n Thomas Mugr�dge’s eyes.
And I confess that I became afra�d, very much afra�d. Whet, whet,
whet, �t went all day long. The look �n h�s eyes as he felt the keen
edge and glared at me was pos�t�vely carn�vorous. I was afra�d to
turn my shoulder to h�m, and when I left the galley I went out
backwards—to the amusement of the sa�lors and hunters, who made
a po�nt of gather�ng �n groups to w�tness my ex�t. The stra�n was too



great. I somet�mes thought my m�nd would g�ve way under �t—a
meet th�ng on th�s sh�p of madmen and brutes. Every hour, every
m�nute of my ex�stence was �n jeopardy. I was a human soul �n
d�stress, and yet no soul, fore or aft, betrayed suff�c�ent sympathy to
come to my a�d. At t�mes I thought of throw�ng myself on the mercy
of Wolf Larsen, but the v�s�on of the mock�ng dev�l �n h�s eyes that
quest�oned l�fe and sneered at �t would come strong upon me and
compel me to refra�n. At other t�mes I ser�ously contemplated
su�c�de, and the whole force of my hopeful ph�losophy was requ�red
to keep me from go�ng over the s�de �n the darkness of n�ght.

Several t�mes Wolf Larsen tr�ed to �nve�gle me �nto d�scuss�on, but
I gave h�m short answers and eluded h�m. F�nally, he commanded
me to resume my seat at the cab�n table for a t�me and let the cook
do my work. Then I spoke frankly, tell�ng h�m what I was endur�ng
from Thomas Mugr�dge because of the three days of favour�t�sm
wh�ch had been shown me. Wolf Larsen regarded me w�th sm�l�ng
eyes.

“So you’re afra�d, eh?” he sneered.
“Yes,” I sa�d def�antly and honestly, “I am afra�d.”
“That’s the way w�th you fellows,” he cr�ed, half angr�ly,

“sent�mental�z�ng about your �mmortal souls and afra�d to d�e. At
s�ght of a sharp kn�fe and a cowardly Cockney the cl�ng�ng of l�fe to
l�fe overcomes all your fond fool�shness. Why, my dear fellow, you
w�ll l�ve for ever. You are a god, and God cannot be k�lled. Cooky
cannot hurt you. You are sure of your resurrect�on. What’s there to
be afra�d of?

“You have eternal l�fe before you. You are a m�ll�ona�re �n
�mmortal�ty, and a m�ll�ona�re whose fortune cannot be lost, whose
fortune �s less per�shable than the stars and as last�ng as space or
t�me. It �s �mposs�ble for you to d�m�n�sh your pr�nc�pal. Immortal�ty �s
a th�ng w�thout beg�nn�ng or end. Etern�ty �s etern�ty, and though you
d�e here and now you w�ll go on l�v�ng somewhere else and
hereafter. And �t �s all very beaut�ful, th�s shak�ng off of the flesh and
soar�ng of the �mpr�soned sp�r�t. Cooky cannot hurt you. He can only
g�ve you a boost on the path you eternally must tread.



“Or, �f you do not w�sh to be boosted just yet, why not boost
Cooky? Accord�ng to your �deas, he, too, must be an �mmortal
m�ll�ona�re. You cannot bankrupt h�m. H�s paper w�ll always c�rculate
at par. You cannot d�m�n�sh the length of h�s l�v�ng by k�ll�ng h�m, for
he �s w�thout beg�nn�ng or end. He’s bound to go on l�v�ng,
somewhere, somehow. Then boost h�m. St�ck a kn�fe �n h�m and let
h�s sp�r�t free. As �t �s, �t’s �n a nasty pr�son, and you’ll do h�m only a
k�ndness by break�ng down the door. And who knows?—�t may be a
very beaut�ful sp�r�t that w�ll go soar�ng up �nto the blue from that ugly
carcass. Boost h�m along, and I’ll promote you to h�s place, and he’s
gett�ng forty-f�ve dollars a month.”

It was pla�n that I could look for no help or mercy from Wolf
Larsen. Whatever was to be done I must do for myself; and out of
the courage of fear I evolved the plan of f�ght�ng Thomas Mugr�dge
w�th h�s own weapons. I borrowed a whetstone from Johansen.
Lou�s, the boat-steerer, had already begged me for condensed m�lk
and sugar. The lazarette, where such del�cac�es were stored, was
s�tuated beneath the cab�n floor. Watch�ng my chance, I stole f�ve
cans of the m�lk, and that n�ght, when �t was Lou�s’s watch on deck, I
traded them w�th h�m for a d�rk as lean and cruel-look�ng as Thomas
Mugr�dge’s vegetable kn�fe. It was rusty and dull, but I turned the
gr�ndstone wh�le Lou�s gave �t an edge. I slept more soundly than
usual that n�ght.

Next morn�ng, after breakfast, Thomas Mugr�dge began h�s whet,
whet, whet. I glanced war�ly at h�m, for I was on my knees tak�ng the
ashes from the stove. When I returned from throw�ng them overs�de,
he was talk�ng to Harr�son, whose honest yokel’s face was f�lled w�th
fasc�nat�on and wonder.

“Yes,” Mugr�dge was say�ng, “an’ wot does ’�s worsh�p do but g�ve
me two years �n Read�ng. But bl�mey �f I cared. The other mug was
f�xed plenty. Should ’a seen ’�m. Kn�fe just l�ke th�s. I stuck �t �n, l�ke
�nto soft butter, an’ the w’y ’e squealed was better’n a tu-penny gaff.”
He shot a glance �n my d�rect�on to see �f I was tak�ng �t �n, and went
on. “‘I d�dn’t mean �t Tommy,’ ’e was sn�ffl�n’; ‘so ’elp me Gawd, I
d�dn’t mean �t!’ ‘I’ll f�x yer bloody well r�ght,’ I sez, an’ kept r�ght after
’�m. I cut ’�m �n r�bbons, that’s wot I d�d, an’ ’e a-squeal�n’ all the t�me.



Once ’e got ’�s ’and on the kn�fe an’ tr�ed to ’old �t. ‘Ad ’�s f�ngers
around �t, but I pulled �t through, cutt�n’ to the bone. O, ’e was a s�ght,
I can tell yer.”

A call from the mate �nterrupted the gory narrat�ve, and Harr�son
went aft. Mugr�dge sat down on the ra�sed threshold to the galley
and went on w�th h�s kn�fe-sharpen�ng. I put the shovel away and
calmly sat down on the coal-box fac�ng h�m. He favoured me w�th a
v�c�ous stare. St�ll calmly, though my heart was go�ng p�tapat, I pulled
out Lou�s’s d�rk and began to whet �t on the stone. I had looked for
almost any sort of explos�on on the Cockney’s part, but to my
surpr�se he d�d not appear aware of what I was do�ng. He went on
whett�ng h�s kn�fe. So d�d I. And for two hours we sat there, face to
face, whet, whet, whet, t�ll the news of �t spread abroad and half the
sh�p’s company was crowd�ng the galley doors to see the s�ght.

Encouragement and adv�ce were freely tendered, and Jock
Horner, the qu�et, self-spoken hunter who looked as though he would
not harm a mouse, adv�sed me to leave the r�bs alone and to thrust
upward for the abdomen, at the same t�me g�v�ng what he called the
“Span�sh tw�st” to the blade. Leach, h�s bandaged arm prom�nently to
the fore, begged me to leave a few remnants of the cook for h�m;
and Wolf Larsen paused once or tw�ce at the break of the poop to
glance cur�ously at what must have been to h�m a st�rr�ng and
crawl�ng of the yeasty th�ng he knew as l�fe.

And I make free to say that for the t�me be�ng l�fe assumed the
same sord�d values to me. There was noth�ng pretty about �t, noth�ng
d�v�ne—only two cowardly mov�ng th�ngs that sat whett�ng steel upon
stone, and a group of other mov�ng th�ngs, cowardly and otherw�se,
that looked on. Half of them, I am sure, were anx�ous to see us
shedd�ng each other’s blood. It would have been enterta�nment. And
I do not th�nk there was one who would have �nterfered had we
closed �n a death-struggle.

On the other hand, the whole th�ng was laughable and ch�ld�sh.
Whet, whet, whet,—Humphrey Van Weyden sharpen�ng h�s kn�fe �n a
sh�p’s galley and try�ng �ts edge w�th h�s thumb! Of all s�tuat�ons th�s
was the most �nconce�vable. I know that my own k�nd could not have
bel�eved �t poss�ble. I had not been called “S�ssy” Van Weyden all my



days w�thout reason, and that “S�ssy” Van Weyden should be
capable of do�ng th�s th�ng was a revelat�on to Humphrey Van
Weyden, who knew not whether to be exultant or ashamed.

But noth�ng happened. At the end of two hours Thomas Mugr�dge
put away kn�fe and stone and held out h�s hand.

“Wot’s the good of myk�n’ a ’oly show of ourselves for them
mugs?” he demanded. “They don’t love us, an’ bloody well glad
they’d be a-see�n’ us cutt�n’ our throats. Yer not ’arf bad, ’Ump!
You’ve got spunk, as you Yanks s’y, an’ I l�ke yer �n a w’y. So come
on an’ shyke.”

Coward that I m�ght be, I was less a coward than he. It was a
d�st�nct v�ctory I had ga�ned, and I refused to forego any of �t by
shak�ng h�s detestable hand.

“All r�ght,” he sa�d pr�delessly, “tyke �t or leave �t, I’ll l�ke yer none
the less for �t.” And to save h�s face he turned f�ercely upon the
onlookers. “Get outa my galley-doors, you bloom�n’ swabs!”

Th�s command was re�nforced by a steam�ng kettle of water, and
at s�ght of �t the sa�lors scrambled out of the way. Th�s was a sort of
v�ctory for Thomas Mugr�dge, and enabled h�m to accept more
gracefully the defeat I had g�ven h�m, though, of course, he was too
d�screet to attempt to dr�ve the hunters away.

“I see Cooky’s f�n�sh,” I heard Smoke say to Horner.
“You bet,” was the reply. “Hump runs the galley from now on, and

Cooky pulls �n h�s horns.”
Mugr�dge heard and shot a sw�ft glance at me, but I gave no s�gn

that the conversat�on had reached me. I had not thought my v�ctory
was so far-reach�ng and complete, but I resolved to let go noth�ng I
had ga�ned. As the days went by, Smoke’s prophecy was ver�f�ed.
The Cockney became more humble and slav�sh to me than even to
Wolf Larsen. I m�stered h�m and s�rred h�m no longer, washed no
more greasy pots, and peeled no more potatoes. I d�d my own work,
and my own work only, and when and �n what fash�on I saw f�t. Also I
carr�ed the d�rk �n a sheath at my h�p, sa�lor-fash�on, and ma�nta�ned
toward Thomas Mugr�dge a constant att�tude wh�ch was composed
of equal parts of dom�neer�ng, �nsult, and contempt.



CHAPTER X.

My �nt�macy w�th Wolf Larsen �ncreases—�f by �nt�macy may be
denoted those relat�ons wh�ch ex�st between master and man, or,
better yet, between k�ng and jester. I am to h�m no more than a toy,
and he values me no more than a ch�ld values a toy. My funct�on �s
to amuse, and so long as I amuse all goes well; but let h�m become
bored, or let h�m have one of h�s black moods come upon h�m, and
at once I am relegated from cab�n table to galley, wh�le, at the same
t�me, I am fortunate to escape w�th my l�fe and a whole body.

The lonel�ness of the man �s slowly be�ng borne �n upon me. There
�s not a man aboard but hates or fears h�m, nor �s there a man whom
he does not desp�se. He seems consum�ng w�th the tremendous
power that �s �n h�m and that seems never to have found adequate
express�on �n works. He �s as Luc�fer would be, were that proud sp�r�t
ban�shed to a soc�ety of soulless, Toml�nson�an ghosts.

Th�s lonel�ness �s bad enough �n �tself, but, to make �t worse, he �s
oppressed by the pr�mal melancholy of the race. Know�ng h�m, I
rev�ew the old Scand�nav�an myths w�th clearer understand�ng. The
wh�te-sk�nned, fa�r-ha�red savages who created that terr�ble
pantheon were of the same f�bre as he. The fr�vol�ty of the laughter-
lov�ng Lat�ns �s no part of h�m. When he laughs �t �s from a humour
that �s noth�ng else than feroc�ous. But he laughs rarely; he �s too
often sad. And �t �s a sadness as deep-reach�ng as the roots of the
race. It �s the race her�tage, the sadness wh�ch has made the race
sober-m�nded, clean-l�ved and fanat�cally moral, and wh�ch, �n th�s
latter connect�on, has culm�nated among the Engl�sh �n the
Reformed Church and Mrs. Grundy.

In po�nt of fact, the ch�ef vent to th�s pr�mal melancholy has been
rel�g�on �n �ts more agon�z�ng forms. But the compensat�ons of such



rel�g�on are den�ed Wolf Larsen. H�s brutal mater�al�sm w�ll not perm�t
�t. So, when h�s blue moods come on, noth�ng rema�ns for h�m, but to
be dev�l�sh. Were he not so terr�ble a man, I could somet�mes feel
sorry for h�m, as �nstance three morn�ngs ago, when I went �nto h�s
stateroom to f�ll h�s water-bottle and came unexpectedly upon h�m.
He d�d not see me. H�s head was bur�ed �n h�s hands, and h�s
shoulders were heav�ng convuls�vely as w�th sobs. He seemed torn
by some m�ghty gr�ef. As I softly w�thdrew I could hear h�m groan�ng,
“God! God! God!” Not that he was call�ng upon God; �t was a mere
explet�ve, but �t came from h�s soul.

At d�nner he asked the hunters for a remedy for headache, and by
even�ng, strong man that he was, he was half-bl�nd and reel�ng about
the cab�n.

“I’ve never been s�ck �n my l�fe, Hump,” he sa�d, as I gu�ded h�m to
h�s room. “Nor d�d I ever have a headache except the t�me my head
was heal�ng after hav�ng been la�d open for s�x �nches by a capstan-
bar.”

For three days th�s bl�nd�ng headache lasted, and he suffered as
w�ld an�mals suffer, as �t seemed the way on sh�p to suffer, w�thout
pla�nt, w�thout sympathy, utterly alone.

Th�s morn�ng, however, on enter�ng h�s state-room to make the
bed and put th�ngs �n order, I found h�m well and hard at work. Table
and bunk were l�ttered w�th des�gns and calculat�ons. On a large
transparent sheet, compass and square �n hand, he was copy�ng
what appeared to be a scale of some sort or other.

“Hello, Hump,” he greeted me gen�ally. “I’m just f�n�sh�ng the
f�n�sh�ng touches. Want to see �t work?”

“But what �s �t?” I asked.
“A labour-sav�ng dev�ce for mar�ners, nav�gat�on reduced to

k�ndergarten s�mpl�c�ty,” he answered ga�ly. “From to-day a ch�ld w�ll
be able to nav�gate a sh�p. No more long-w�nded calculat�ons. All you
need �s one star �n the sky on a d�rty n�ght to know �nstantly where
you are. Look. I place the transparent scale on th�s star-map,
revolv�ng the scale on the North Pole. On the scale I’ve worked out
the c�rcles of alt�tude and the l�nes of bear�ng. All I do �s to put �t on a



star, revolve the scale t�ll �t �s oppos�te those f�gures on the map
underneath, and presto! there you are, the sh�p’s prec�se locat�on!”

There was a r�ng of tr�umph �n h�s vo�ce, and h�s eyes, clear blue
th�s morn�ng as the sea, were sparkl�ng w�th l�ght.

“You must be well up �n mathemat�cs,” I sa�d. “Where d�d you go to
school?”

“Never saw the �ns�de of one, worse luck,” was the answer. “I had
to d�g �t out for myself.”

“And why do you th�nk I have made th�s th�ng?” he demanded,
abruptly. “Dream�ng to leave footpr�nts on the sands of t�me?” He
laughed one of h�s horr�ble mock�ng laughs. “Not at all. To get �t
patented, to make money from �t, to revel �n p�gg�shness w�th all
n�ght �n wh�le other men do the work. That’s my purpose. Also, I
have enjoyed work�ng �t out.”

“The creat�ve joy,” I murmured.
“I guess that’s what �t ought to be called. Wh�ch �s another way of

express�ng the joy of l�fe �n that �t �s al�ve, the tr�umph of movement
over matter, of the qu�ck over the dead, the pr�de of the yeast
because �t �s yeast and crawls.”

I threw up my hands w�th helpless d�sapproval of h�s �nveterate
mater�al�sm and went about mak�ng the bed. He cont�nued copy�ng
l�nes and f�gures upon the transparent scale. It was a task requ�r�ng
the utmost n�cety and prec�s�on, and I could not but adm�re the way
he tempered h�s strength to the f�neness and del�cacy of the need.

When I had f�n�shed the bed, I caught myself look�ng at h�m �n a
fasc�nated sort of way. He was certa�nly a handsome man—beaut�ful
�n the mascul�ne sense. And aga�n, w�th never-fa�l�ng wonder, I
remarked the total lack of v�c�ousness, or w�ckedness, or s�nfulness
�n h�s face. It was the face, I am conv�nced, of a man who d�d no
wrong. And by th�s I do not w�sh to be m�sunderstood. What I mean
�s that �t was the face of a man who e�ther d�d noth�ng contrary to the
d�ctates of h�s consc�ence, or who had no consc�ence. I am �ncl�ned
to the latter way of account�ng for �t. He was a magn�f�cent atav�sm, a
man so purely pr�m�t�ve that he was of the type that came �nto the



world before the development of the moral nature. He was not
�mmoral, but merely unmoral.

As I have sa�d, �n the mascul�ne sense h�s was a beaut�ful face.
Smooth-shaven, every l�ne was d�st�nct, and �t was cut as clear and
sharp as a cameo; wh�le sea and sun had tanned the naturally fa�r
sk�n to a dark bronze wh�ch bespoke struggle and battle and added
both to h�s savagery and h�s beauty. The l�ps were full, yet
possessed of the f�rmness, almost harshness, wh�ch �s character�st�c
of th�n l�ps. The set of h�s mouth, h�s ch�n, h�s jaw, was l�kew�se f�rm
or harsh, w�th all the f�erceness and �ndom�tableness of the male—
the nose also. It was the nose of a be�ng born to conquer and
command. It just h�nted of the eagle beak. It m�ght have been
Grec�an, �t m�ght have been Roman, only �t was a shade too mass�ve
for the one, a shade too del�cate for the other. And wh�le the whole
face was the �ncarnat�on of f�erceness and strength, the pr�mal
melancholy from wh�ch he suffered seemed to greaten the l�nes of
mouth and eye and brow, seemed to g�ve a largeness and
completeness wh�ch otherw�se the face would have lacked.

And so I caught myself stand�ng �dly and study�ng h�m. I cannot
say how greatly the man had come to �nterest me. Who was he?
What was he? How had he happened to be? All powers seemed h�s,
all potent�al�t�es—why, then, was he no more than the obscure
master of a seal-hunt�ng schooner w�th a reputat�on for fr�ghtful
brutal�ty amongst the men who hunted seals?

My cur�os�ty burst from me �n a flood of speech.
“Why �s �t that you have not done great th�ngs �n th�s world? W�th

the power that �s yours you m�ght have r�sen to any he�ght.
Unpossessed of consc�ence or moral �nst�nct, you m�ght have
mastered the world, broken �t to your hand. And yet here you are, at
the top of your l�fe, where d�m�n�sh�ng and dy�ng beg�n, l�v�ng an
obscure and sord�d ex�stence, hunt�ng sea an�mals for the
sat�sfact�on of woman’s van�ty and love of decorat�on, revell�ng �n a
p�gg�shness, to use your own words, wh�ch �s anyth�ng and
everyth�ng except splend�d. Why, w�th all that wonderful strength,
have you not done someth�ng? There was noth�ng to stop you,
noth�ng that could stop you. What was wrong? D�d you lack



amb�t�on? D�d you fall under temptat�on? What was the matter? What
was the matter?”

He had l�fted h�s eyes to me at the commencement of my outburst,
and followed me complacently unt�l I had done and stood before h�m
breathless and d�smayed. He wa�ted a moment, as though seek�ng
where to beg�n, and then sa�d:

“Hump, do you know the parable of the sower who went forth to
sow? If you w�ll remember, some of the seed fell upon stony places,
where there was not much earth, and forthw�th they sprung up
because they had no deepness of earth. And when the sun was up
they were scorched, and because they had no root they w�thered
away. And some fell among thorns, and the thorns sprung up and
choked them.”

“Well?” I sa�d.
“Well?” he quer�ed, half petulantly. “It was not well. I was one of

those seeds.”
He dropped h�s head to the scale and resumed the copy�ng. I

f�n�shed my work and had opened the door to leave, when he spoke
to me.

“Hump, �f you w�ll look on the west coast of the map of Norway you
w�ll see an �ndentat�on called Romsdal F�ord. I was born w�th�n a
hundred m�les of that stretch of water. But I was not born Norweg�an.
I am a Dane. My father and mother were Danes, and how they ever
came to that bleak b�ght of land on the west coast I do not know. I
never heard. Outs�de of that there �s noth�ng myster�ous. They were
poor people and unlettered. They came of generat�ons of poor
unlettered people—peasants of the sea who sowed the�r sons on the
waves as has been the�r custom s�nce t�me began. There �s no more
to tell.”

“But there �s,” I objected. “It �s st�ll obscure to me.”
“What can I tell you?” he demanded, w�th a recrudescence of

f�erceness. “Of the meagreness of a ch�ld’s l�fe? of f�sh d�et and
coarse l�v�ng? of go�ng out w�th the boats from the t�me I could
crawl? of my brothers, who went away one by one to the deep-sea
farm�ng and never came back? of myself, unable to read or wr�te,



cab�n-boy at the mature age of ten on the coastw�se, old-country
sh�ps? of the rough fare and rougher usage, where k�cks and blows
were bed and breakfast and took the place of speech, and fear and
hatred and pa�n were my only soul-exper�ences? I do not care to
remember. A madness comes up �n my bra�n even now as I th�nk of
�t. But there were coastw�se sk�ppers I would have returned and
k�lled when a man’s strength came to me, only the l�nes of my l�fe
were cast at the t�me �n other places. I d�d return, not long ago, but
unfortunately the sk�ppers were dead, all but one, a mate �n the old
days, a sk�pper when I met h�m, and when I left h�m a cr�pple who
would never walk aga�n.”

“But you who read Spencer and Darw�n and have never seen the
�ns�de of a school, how d�d you learn to read and wr�te?” I quer�ed.

“In the Engl�sh merchant serv�ce. Cab�n-boy at twelve, sh�p’s boy
at fourteen, ord�nary seaman at s�xteen, able seaman at seventeen,
and cock of the fo’c’sle, �nf�n�te amb�t�on and �nf�n�te lonel�ness,
rece�v�ng ne�ther help nor sympathy, I d�d �t all for myself—
nav�gat�on, mathemat�cs, sc�ence, l�terature, and what not. And of
what use has �t been? Master and owner of a sh�p at the top of my
l�fe, as you say, when I am beg�nn�ng to d�m�n�sh and d�e. Paltry, �sn’t
�t? And when the sun was up I was scorched, and because I had no
root I w�thered away.”

“But h�story tells of slaves who rose to the purple,” I ch�ded.
“And h�story tells of opportun�t�es that came to the slaves who rose

to the purple,” he answered gr�mly. “No man makes opportun�ty. All
the great men ever d�d was to know �t when �t came to them. The
Cors�can knew. I have dreamed as greatly as the Cors�can. I should
have known the opportun�ty, but �t never came. The thorns sprung up
and choked me. And, Hump, I can tell you that you know more about
me than any l�v�ng man, except my own brother.”

“And what �s he? And where �s he?”
“Master of the steamsh�p Macedon�a, seal-hunter,” was the

answer. “We w�ll meet h�m most probably on the Japan coast. Men
call h�m ‘Death’ Larsen.”

“Death Larsen!” I �nvoluntar�ly cr�ed. “Is he l�ke you?”



“Hardly. He �s a lump of an an�mal w�thout any head. He has all my
—my—”

“Brut�shness,” I suggested.
“Yes,—thank you for the word,—all my brut�shness, but he can

scarcely read or wr�te.”
“And he has never ph�losoph�zed on l�fe,” I added.
“No,” Wolf Larsen answered, w�th an �ndescr�bable a�r of sadness.

“And he �s all the happ�er for leav�ng l�fe alone. He �s too busy l�v�ng �t
to th�nk about �t. My m�stake was �n ever open�ng the books.”



CHAPTER XI.

The Ghost has atta�ned the southernmost po�nt of the arc she �s
descr�b�ng across the Pac�f�c, and �s already beg�nn�ng to edge away
to the west and north toward some lone �sland, �t �s rumoured, where
she w�ll f�ll her water-casks before proceed�ng to the season’s hunt
along the coast of Japan. The hunters have exper�mented and
pract�sed w�th the�r r�fles and shotguns t�ll they are sat�sf�ed, and the
boat-pullers and steerers have made the�r spr�tsa�ls, bound the oars
and rowlocks �n leather and senn�t so that they w�ll make no no�se
when creep�ng on the seals, and put the�r boats �n apple-p�e order—
to use Leach’s homely phrase.

H�s arm, by the way, has healed n�cely, though the scar w�ll rema�n
all h�s l�fe. Thomas Mugr�dge l�ves �n mortal fear of h�m, and �s afra�d
to venture on deck after dark. There are two or three stand�ng
quarrels �n the forecastle. Lou�s tells me that the goss�p of the sa�lors
f�nds �ts way aft, and that two of the telltales have been badly beaten
by the�r mates. He shakes h�s head dub�ously over the outlook for
the man Johnson, who �s boat-puller �n the same boat w�th h�m.
Johnson has been gu�lty of speak�ng h�s m�nd too freely, and has
coll�ded two or three t�mes w�th Wolf Larsen over the pronunc�at�on
of h�s name. Johansen he thrashed on the am�dsh�ps deck the other
n�ght, s�nce wh�ch t�me the mate has called h�m by h�s proper name.
But of course �t �s out of the quest�on that Johnson should thrash
Wolf Larsen.

Lou�s has also g�ven me add�t�onal �nformat�on about Death
Larsen, wh�ch tall�es w�th the capta�n’s br�ef descr�pt�on. We may
expect to meet Death Larsen on the Japan coast. “And look out for
squalls,” �s Lou�s’s prophecy, “for they hate one another l�ke the wolf
whelps they are.” Death Larsen �s �n command of the only seal�ng



steamer �n the fleet, the Macedon�a, wh�ch carr�es fourteen boats,
whereas the rest of the schooners carry only s�x. There �s w�ld talk of
cannon aboard, and of strange ra�ds and exped�t�ons she may make,
rang�ng from op�um smuggl�ng �nto the States and arms smuggl�ng
�nto Ch�na, to blackb�rd�ng and open p�racy. Yet I cannot but bel�eve
for I have never yet caught h�m �n a l�e, wh�le he has a cyclopæd�c
knowledge of seal�ng and the men of the seal�ng fleets.

As �t �s forward and �n the galley, so �t �s �n the steerage and aft, on
th�s ver�table hell-sh�p. Men f�ght and struggle feroc�ously for one
another’s l�ves. The hunters are look�ng for a shoot�ng scrape at any
moment between Smoke and Henderson, whose old quarrel has not
healed, wh�le Wolf Larsen says pos�t�vely that he w�ll k�ll the surv�vor
of the affa�r, �f such affa�r comes off. He frankly states that the
pos�t�on he takes �s based on no moral grounds, that all the hunters
could k�ll and eat one another so far as he �s concerned, were �t not
that he needs them al�ve for the hunt�ng. If they w�ll only hold the�r
hands unt�l the season �s over, he prom�ses them a royal carn�val,
when all grudges can be settled and the surv�vors may toss the non-
surv�vors overboard and arrange a story as to how the m�ss�ng men
were lost at sea. I th�nk even the hunters are appalled at h�s cold-
bloodedness. W�cked men though they be, they are certa�nly very
much afra�d of h�m.

Thomas Mugr�dge �s cur-l�ke �n h�s subject�on to me, wh�le I go
about �n secret dread of h�m. H�s �s the courage of fear,—a strange
th�ng I know well of myself,—and at any moment �t may master the
fear and �mpel h�m to the tak�ng of my l�fe. My knee �s much better,
though �t often aches for long per�ods, and the st�ffness �s gradually
leav�ng the arm wh�ch Wolf Larsen squeezed. Otherw�se I am �n
splend�d cond�t�on, feel that I am �n splend�d cond�t�on. My muscles
are grow�ng harder and �ncreas�ng �n s�ze. My hands, however, are a
spectacle for gr�ef. They have a parbo�led appearance, are affl�cted
w�th hang-na�ls, wh�le the na�ls are broken and d�scoloured, and the
edges of the qu�ck seem to be assum�ng a fungo�d sort of growth.
Also, I am suffer�ng from bo�ls, due to the d�et, most l�kely, for I was
never affl�cted �n th�s manner before.



I was amused, a couple of even�ngs back, by see�ng Wolf Larsen
read�ng the B�ble, a copy of wh�ch, after the fut�le search for one at
the beg�nn�ng of the voyage, had been found �n the dead mate’s sea-
chest. I wondered what Wolf Larsen could get from �t, and he read
aloud to me from Eccles�astes. I could �mag�ne he was speak�ng the
thoughts of h�s own m�nd as he read to me, and h�s vo�ce,
reverberat�ng deeply and mournfully �n the conf�ned cab�n, charmed
and held me. He may be uneducated, but he certa�nly knows how to
express the s�gn�f�cance of the wr�tten word. I can hear h�m now, as I
shall always hear h�m, the pr�mal melancholy v�brant �n h�s vo�ce as
he read:

“I gathered me also s�lver and gold, and the pecul�ar treasure
of k�ngs and of the prov�nces; I gat me men s�ngers and women
s�ngers, and the del�ghts of the sons of men, as mus�cal
�nstruments, and that of all sorts.

“So I was great, and �ncreased more than all that were before
me �n Jerusalem; also my w�sdom returned w�th me.

“Then I looked on all the works that my hands had wrought
and on the labour that I had laboured to do; and behold, all was
van�ty and vexat�on of sp�r�t, and there was no prof�t under the
sun.

“All th�ngs come al�ke to all; there �s one event to the r�ghteous
and to the w�cked; to the good and to the clean, and to the
unclean; to h�m that sacr�f�ceth, and to h�m that sacr�f�ceth not;
as �s the good, so �s the s�nner; and he that sweareth, as he that
feareth an oath.

“Th�s �s an ev�l among all th�ngs that are done under the sun,
that there �s one event unto all; yea, also the heart of the sons of
men �s full of ev�l, and madness �s �n the�r heart wh�le they l�ve,
and after that they go to the dead.

“For to h�m that �s jo�ned to all the l�v�ng there �s hope; for a
l�v�ng dog �s better than a dead l�on.

“For the l�v�ng know that they shall d�e; but the dead know not
anyth�ng, ne�ther have they any more a reward; for the memory
of them �s forgotten.



“Also the�r love, and the�r hatred, and the�r envy, �s now
per�shed; ne�ther have they any more a port�on for ever �n
anyth�ng that �s done under the sun.”

“There you have �t, Hump,” he sa�d, clos�ng the book upon h�s
f�nger and look�ng up at me. “The Preacher who was k�ng over Israel
�n Jerusalem thought as I th�nk. You call me a pess�m�st. Is not th�s
pess�m�sm of the blackest?—‘All �s van�ty and vexat�on of sp�r�t,’
‘There �s no prof�t under the sun,’ ‘There �s one event unto all,’ to the
fool and the w�se, the clean and the unclean, the s�nner and the
sa�nt, and that event �s death, and an ev�l th�ng, he says. For the
Preacher loved l�fe, and d�d not want to d�e, say�ng, ‘For a l�v�ng dog
�s better than a dead l�on.’ He preferred the van�ty and vexat�on to
the s�lence and unmovableness of the grave. And so I. To crawl �s
p�gg�sh; but to not crawl, to be as the clod and rock, �s loathsome to
contemplate. It �s loathsome to the l�fe that �s �n me, the very
essence of wh�ch �s movement, the power of movement, and the
consc�ousness of the power of movement. L�fe �tself �s
unsat�sfact�on, but to look ahead to death �s greater unsat�sfact�on.”

“You are worse off than Omar,” I sa�d. “He, at least, after the
customary agon�z�ng of youth, found content and made of h�s
mater�al�sm a joyous th�ng.”

“Who was Omar?” Wolf Larsen asked, and I d�d no more work that
day, nor the next, nor the next.

In h�s random read�ng he had never chanced upon the Rubá�yát,
and �t was to h�m l�ke a great f�nd of treasure. Much I remembered,
poss�bly two-th�rds of the quatra�ns, and I managed to p�ece out the
rema�nder w�thout d�ff�culty. We talked for hours over s�ngle stanzas,
and I found h�m read�ng �nto them a wa�l of regret and a rebell�on
wh�ch, for the l�fe of me, I could not d�scover myself. Poss�bly I
rec�ted w�th a certa�n joyous l�lt wh�ch was my own, for—h�s memory
was good, and at a second render�ng, very often the f�rst, he made a
quatra�n h�s own—he rec�ted the same l�nes and �nvested them w�th
an unrest and pass�onate revolt that was well-n�gh conv�nc�ng.

I was �nterested as to wh�ch quatra�n he would l�ke best, and was
not surpr�sed when he h�t upon the one born of an �nstant’s �rr�tab�l�ty,



and qu�te at var�ance w�th the Pers�an’s complacent ph�losophy and
gen�al code of l�fe:

“What, w�thout ask�ng, h�ther hurr�ed Whence?
And, w�thout ask�ng, Wh�ther hurr�ed hence!
Oh, many a Cup of th�s forb�dden W�ne
Must drown the memory of that �nsolence!”

“Great!” Wolf Larsen cr�ed. “Great! That’s the keynote. Insolence!
He could not have used a better word.”

In va�n I objected and den�ed. He deluged me, overwhelmed me
w�th argument.

“It’s not the nature of l�fe to be otherw�se. L�fe, when �t knows that �t
must cease l�v�ng, w�ll always rebel. It cannot help �tself. The
Preacher found l�fe and the works of l�fe all a van�ty and vexat�on, an
ev�l th�ng; but death, the ceas�ng to be able to be va�n and vexed, he
found an ev�ler th�ng. Through chapter after chapter he �s worr�ed by
the one event that cometh to all al�ke. So Omar, so I, so you, even
you, for you rebelled aga�nst dy�ng when Cooky sharpened a kn�fe
for you. You were afra�d to d�e; the l�fe that was �n you, that
composes you, that �s greater than you, d�d not want to d�e. You
have talked of the �nst�nct of �mmortal�ty. I talk of the �nst�nct of l�fe,
wh�ch �s to l�ve, and wh�ch, when death looms near and large,
masters the �nst�nct, so called, of �mmortal�ty. It mastered �t �n you
(you cannot deny �t), because a crazy Cockney cook sharpened a
kn�fe.

“You are afra�d of h�m now. You are afra�d of me. You cannot deny
�t. If I should catch you by the throat, thus,”—h�s hand was about my
throat and my breath was shut off,—“and began to press the l�fe out
of you thus, and thus, your �nst�nct of �mmortal�ty w�ll go gl�mmer�ng,
and your �nst�nct of l�fe, wh�ch �s long�ng for l�fe, w�ll flutter up, and
you w�ll struggle to save yourself. Eh? I see the fear of death �n your
eyes. You beat the a�r w�th your arms. You exert all your puny
strength to struggle to l�ve. Your hand �s clutch�ng my arm, l�ghtly �t
feels as a butterfly rest�ng there. Your chest �s heav�ng, your tongue
protrud�ng, your sk�n turn�ng dark, your eyes sw�mm�ng. ‘To l�ve! To
l�ve! To l�ve!’ you are cry�ng; and you are cry�ng to l�ve here and now,



not hereafter. You doubt your �mmortal�ty, eh? Ha! ha! You are not
sure of �t. You won’t chance �t. Th�s l�fe only you are certa�n �s real.
Ah, �t �s grow�ng dark and darker. It �s the darkness of death, the
ceas�ng to be, the ceas�ng to feel, the ceas�ng to move, that �s
gather�ng about you, descend�ng upon you, r�s�ng around you. Your
eyes are becom�ng set. They are glaz�ng. My vo�ce sounds fa�nt and
far. You cannot see my face. And st�ll you struggle �n my gr�p. You
k�ck w�th your legs. Your body draws �tself up �n knots l�ke a snake’s.
Your chest heaves and stra�ns. To l�ve! To l�ve! To l�ve—”

I heard no more. Consc�ousness was blotted out by the darkness
he had so graph�cally descr�bed, and when I came to myself I was
ly�ng on the floor and he was smok�ng a c�gar and regard�ng me
thoughtfully w�th that old fam�l�ar l�ght of cur�os�ty �n h�s eyes.

“Well, have I conv�nced you?” he demanded. “Here take a dr�nk of
th�s. I want to ask you some quest�ons.”

I rolled my head negat�vely on the floor. “Your arguments are too—
er—forc�ble,” I managed to art�culate, at cost of great pa�n to my
ach�ng throat.

“You’ll be all r�ght �n half-an-hour,” he assured me. “And I prom�se I
won’t use any more phys�cal demonstrat�ons. Get up now. You can
s�t on a cha�r.”

And, toy that I was of th�s monster, the d�scuss�on of Omar and the
Preacher was resumed. And half the n�ght we sat up over �t.



CHAPTER XII.

The last twenty-four hours have w�tnessed a carn�val of brutal�ty.
From cab�n to forecastle �t seems to have broken out l�ke a
contag�on. I scarcely know where to beg�n. Wolf Larsen was really
the cause of �t. The relat�ons among the men, stra�ned and made
tense by feuds, quarrels and grudges, were �n a state of unstable
equ�l�br�um, and ev�l pass�ons flared up �n flame l�ke pra�r�e-grass.

Thomas Mugr�dge �s a sneak, a spy, an �nformer. He has been
attempt�ng to curry favour and re�nstate h�mself �n the good graces of
the capta�n by carry�ng tales of the men forward. He �t was, I know,
that carr�ed some of Johnson’s hasty talk to Wolf Larsen. Johnson, �t
seems, bought a su�t of o�lsk�ns from the slop-chest and found them
to be of greatly �nfer�or qual�ty. Nor was he slow �n advert�s�ng the
fact. The slop-chest �s a sort of m�n�ature dry-goods store wh�ch �s
carr�ed by all seal�ng schooners and wh�ch �s stocked w�th art�cles
pecul�ar to the needs of the sa�lors. Whatever a sa�lor purchases �s
taken from h�s subsequent earn�ngs on the seal�ng grounds; for, as �t
�s w�th the hunters so �t �s w�th the boat-pullers and steerers—�n the
place of wages they rece�ve a “lay,” a rate of so much per sk�n for
every sk�n captured �n the�r part�cular boat.

But of Johnson’s grumbl�ng at the slop-chest I knew noth�ng, so
that what I w�tnessed came w�th a shock of sudden surpr�se. I had
just f�n�shed sweep�ng the cab�n, and had been �nve�gled by Wolf
Larsen �nto a d�scuss�on of Hamlet, h�s favour�te Shakespear�an
character, when Johansen descended the compan�on sta�rs followed
by Johnson. The latter’s cap came off after the custom of the sea,
and he stood respectfully �n the centre of the cab�n, sway�ng heav�ly
and uneas�ly to the roll of the schooner and fac�ng the capta�n.

“Shut the doors and draw the sl�de,” Wolf Larsen sa�d to me.



As I obeyed I not�ced an anx�ous l�ght come �nto Johnson’s eyes,
but I d�d not dream of �ts cause. I d�d not dream of what was to occur
unt�l �t d�d occur, but he knew from the very f�rst what was com�ng
and awa�ted �t bravely. And �n h�s act�on I found complete refutat�on
of all Wolf Larsen’s mater�al�sm. The sa�lor Johnson was swayed by
�dea, by pr�nc�ple, and truth, and s�ncer�ty. He was r�ght, he knew he
was r�ght, and he was unafra�d. He would d�e for the r�ght �f needs
be, he would be true to h�mself, s�ncere w�th h�s soul. And �n th�s was
portrayed the v�ctory of the sp�r�t over the flesh, the �ndom�tab�l�ty and
moral grandeur of the soul that knows no restr�ct�on and r�ses above
t�me and space and matter w�th a surety and �nv�nc�bleness born of
noth�ng else than etern�ty and �mmortal�ty.

But to return. I not�ced the anx�ous l�ght �n Johnson’s eyes, but
m�stook �t for the nat�ve shyness and embarrassment of the man.
The mate, Johansen, stood away several feet to the s�de of h�m, and
fully three yards �n front of h�m sat Wolf Larsen on one of the p�votal
cab�n cha�rs. An apprec�able pause fell after I had closed the doors
and drawn the sl�de, a pause that must have lasted fully a m�nute. It
was broken by Wolf Larsen.

“Yonson,” he began.
“My name �s Johnson, s�r,” the sa�lor boldly corrected.
“Well, Johnson, then, damn you! Can you guess why I have sent

for you?”
“Yes, and no, s�r,” was the slow reply. “My work �s done well. The

mate knows that, and you know �t, s�r. So there cannot be any
compla�nt.”

“And �s that all?” Wolf Larsen quer�ed, h�s vo�ce soft, and low, and
purr�ng.

“I know you have �t �n for me,” Johnson cont�nued w�th h�s
unalterable and ponderous slowness. “You do not l�ke me. You—you
—”

“Go on,” Wolf Larsen prompted. “Don’t be afra�d of my feel�ngs.”
“I am not afra�d,” the sa�lor retorted, a sl�ght angry flush r�s�ng

through h�s sunburn. “If I speak not fast, �t �s because I have not



been from the old country as long as you. You do not l�ke me
because I am too much of a man; that �s why, s�r.”

“You are too much of a man for sh�p d�sc�pl�ne, �f that �s what you
mean, and �f you know what I mean,” was Wolf Larsen’s retort.

“I know Engl�sh, and I know what you mean, s�r,” Johnson
answered, h�s flush deepen�ng at the slur on h�s knowledge of the
Engl�sh language.

“Johnson,” Wolf Larsen sa�d, w�th an a�r of d�sm�ss�ng all that had
gone before as �ntroductory to the ma�n bus�ness �n hand, “I
understand you’re not qu�te sat�sf�ed w�th those o�lsk�ns?”

“No, I am not. They are no good, s�r.”
“And you’ve been shoot�ng off your mouth about them.”
“I say what I th�nk, s�r,” the sa�lor answered courageously, not

fa�l�ng at the same t�me �n sh�p courtesy, wh�ch demanded that “s�r”
be appended to each speech he made.

It was at th�s moment that I chanced to glance at Johansen. H�s
b�g f�sts were clench�ng and unclench�ng, and h�s face was pos�t�vely
f�end�sh, so mal�gnantly d�d he look at Johnson. I not�ced a black
d�scolorat�on, st�ll fa�ntly v�s�ble, under Johansen’s eye, a mark of the
thrash�ng he had rece�ved a few n�ghts before from the sa�lor. For the
f�rst t�me I began to d�v�ne that someth�ng terr�ble was about to be
enacted,—what, I could not �mag�ne.

“Do you know what happens to men who say what you’ve sa�d
about my slop-chest and me?” Wolf Larsen was demand�ng.

“I know, s�r,” was the answer.
“What?” Wolf Larsen demanded, sharply and �mperat�vely.
“What you and the mate there are go�ng to do to me, s�r.”
“Look at h�m, Hump,” Wolf Larsen sa�d to me, “look at th�s b�t of

an�mated dust, th�s aggregat�on of matter that moves and breathes
and def�es me and thoroughly bel�eves �tself to be compounded of
someth�ng good; that �s �mpressed w�th certa�n human f�ct�ons such
as r�ghteousness and honesty, and that w�ll l�ve up to them �n sp�te of
all personal d�scomforts and menaces. What do you th�nk of h�m,
Hump? What do you th�nk of h�m?”



“I th�nk that he �s a better man than you are,” I answered, �mpelled,
somehow, w�th a des�re to draw upon myself a port�on of the wrath I
felt was about to break upon h�s head. “H�s human f�ct�ons, as you
choose to call them, make for nob�l�ty and manhood. You have no
f�ct�ons, no dreams, no �deals. You are a pauper.”

He nodded h�s head w�th a savage pleasantness. “Qu�te true,
Hump, qu�te true. I have no f�ct�ons that make for nob�l�ty and
manhood. A l�v�ng dog �s better than a dead l�on, say I w�th the
Preacher. My only doctr�ne �s the doctr�ne of exped�ency, and �t
makes for surv�v�ng. Th�s b�t of the ferment we call ‘Johnson,’ when
he �s no longer a b�t of the ferment, only dust and ashes, w�ll have no
more nob�l�ty than any dust and ashes, wh�le I shall st�ll be al�ve and
roar�ng.”

“Do you know what I am go�ng to do?” he quest�oned.
I shook my head.
“Well, I am go�ng to exerc�se my prerogat�ve of roar�ng and show

you how fares nob�l�ty. Watch me.”
Three yards away from Johnson he was, and s�tt�ng down. N�ne

feet! And yet he left the cha�r �n full leap, w�thout f�rst ga�n�ng a
stand�ng pos�t�on. He left the cha�r, just as he sat �n �t, squarely,
spr�ng�ng from the s�tt�ng posture l�ke a w�ld an�mal, a t�ger, and l�ke a
t�ger covered the �nterven�ng space. It was an avalanche of fury that
Johnson strove va�nly to fend off. He threw one arm down to protect
the stomach, the other arm up to protect the head; but Wolf Larsen’s
f�st drove m�dway between, on the chest, w�th a crush�ng, resound�ng
�mpact. Johnson’s breath, suddenly expelled, shot from h�s mouth
and as suddenly checked, w�th the forced, aud�ble exp�rat�on of a
man w�eld�ng an axe. He almost fell backward, and swayed from
s�de to s�de �n an effort to recover h�s balance.

I cannot g�ve the further part�culars of the horr�ble scene that
followed. It was too revolt�ng. It turns me s�ck even now when I th�nk
of �t. Johnson fought bravely enough, but he was no match for Wolf
Larsen, much less for Wolf Larsen and the mate. It was fr�ghtful. I
had not �mag�ned a human be�ng could endure so much and st�ll l�ve
and struggle on. And struggle on Johnson d�d. Of course there was
no hope for h�m, not the sl�ghtest, and he knew �t as well as I, but by



the manhood that was �n h�m he could not cease from f�ght�ng for
that manhood.

It was too much for me to w�tness. I felt that I should lose my m�nd,
and I ran up the compan�on sta�rs to open the doors and escape on
deck. But Wolf Larsen, leav�ng h�s v�ct�m for the moment, and w�th
one of h�s tremendous spr�ngs, ga�ned my s�de and flung me �nto the
far corner of the cab�n.

“The phenomena of l�fe, Hump,” he g�rded at me. “Stay and watch
�t. You may gather data on the �mmortal�ty of the soul. Bes�des, you
know, we can’t hurt Johnson’s soul. It’s only the fleet�ng form we may
demol�sh.”

It seemed centur�es—poss�bly �t was no more than ten m�nutes
that the beat�ng cont�nued. Wolf Larsen and Johansen were all about
the poor fellow. They struck h�m w�th the�r f�sts, k�cked h�m w�th the�r
heavy shoes, knocked h�m down, and dragged h�m to h�s feet to
knock h�m down aga�n. H�s eyes were bl�nded so that he could not
see, and the blood runn�ng from ears and nose and mouth turned the
cab�n �nto a shambles. And when he could no longer r�se they st�ll
cont�nued to beat and k�ck h�m where he lay.

“Easy, Johansen; easy as she goes,” Wolf Larsen f�nally sa�d.
But the beast �n the mate was up and rampant, and Wolf Larsen

was compelled to brush h�m away w�th a back-handed sweep of the
arm, gentle enough, apparently, but wh�ch hurled Johansen back l�ke
a cork, dr�v�ng h�s head aga�nst the wall w�th a crash. He fell to the
floor, half stunned for the moment, breath�ng heav�ly and bl�nk�ng h�s
eyes �n a stup�d sort of way.

“Jerk open the doors, Hump,” I was commanded.
I obeyed, and the two brutes p�cked up the senseless man l�ke a

sack of rubb�sh and hove h�m clear up the compan�on sta�rs, through
the narrow doorway, and out on deck. The blood from h�s nose
gushed �n a scarlet stream over the feet of the helmsman, who was
none other than Lou�s, h�s boat-mate. But Lou�s took and gave a
spoke and gazed �mperturbably �nto the b�nnacle.

Not so was the conduct of George Leach, the erstwh�le cab�n-boy.
Fore and aft there was noth�ng that could have surpr�sed us more



than h�s consequent behav�our. He �t was that came up on the poop
w�thout orders and dragged Johnson forward, where he set about
dress�ng h�s wounds as well as he could and mak�ng h�m
comfortable. Johnson, as Johnson, was unrecogn�zable; and not
only that, for h�s features, as human features at all, were
unrecogn�zable, so d�scoloured and swollen had they become �n the
few m�nutes wh�ch had elapsed between the beg�nn�ng of the
beat�ng and the dragg�ng forward of the body.

But of Leach’s behav�our—By the t�me I had f�n�shed cleans�ng the
cab�n he had taken care of Johnson. I had come up on deck for a
breath of fresh a�r and to try to get some repose for my overwrought
nerves. Wolf Larsen was smok�ng a c�gar and exam�n�ng the patent
log wh�ch the Ghost usually towed astern, but wh�ch had been
hauled �n for some purpose. Suddenly Leach’s vo�ce came to my
ears. It was tense and hoarse w�th an overmaster�ng rage. I turned
and saw h�m stand�ng just beneath the break of the poop on the port
s�de of the galley. H�s face was convulsed and wh�te, h�s eyes were
flash�ng, h�s clenched f�sts ra�sed overhead.

“May God damn your soul to hell, Wolf Larsen, only hell’s too good
for you, you coward, you murderer, you p�g!” was h�s open�ng
salutat�on.

I was thunderstruck. I looked for h�s �nstant ann�h�lat�on. But �t was
not Wolf Larsen’s wh�m to ann�h�late h�m. He sauntered slowly
forward to the break of the poop, and, lean�ng h�s elbow on the
corner of the cab�n, gazed down thoughtfully and cur�ously at the
exc�ted boy.

And the boy �nd�cted Wolf Larsen as he had never been �nd�cted
before. The sa�lors assembled �n a fearful group just outs�de the
forecastle scuttle and watched and l�stened. The hunters p�led pell-
mell out of the steerage, but as Leach’s t�rade cont�nued I saw that
there was no lev�ty �n the�r faces. Even they were fr�ghtened, not at
the boy’s terr�ble words, but at h�s terr�ble audac�ty. It d�d not seem
poss�ble that any l�v�ng creature could thus beard Wolf Larsen �n h�s
teeth. I know for myself that I was shocked �nto adm�rat�on of the
boy, and I saw �n h�m the splend�d �nv�nc�bleness of �mmortal�ty r�s�ng



above the flesh and the fears of the flesh, as �n the prophets of old,
to condemn unr�ghteousness.

And such condemnat�on! He haled forth Wolf Larsen’s soul naked
to the scorn of men. He ra�ned upon �t curses from God and H�gh
Heaven, and w�thered �t w�th a heat of �nvect�ve that savoured of a
med�æval excommun�cat�on of the Cathol�c Church. He ran the
gamut of denunc�at�on, r�s�ng to he�ghts of wrath that were subl�me
and almost Godl�ke, and from sheer exhaust�on s�nk�ng to the v�lest
and most �ndecent abuse.

H�s rage was a madness. H�s l�ps were flecked w�th a soapy froth,
and somet�mes he choked and gurgled and became �nart�culate. And
through �t all, calm and �mpass�ve, lean�ng on h�s elbow and gaz�ng
down, Wolf Larsen seemed lost �n a great cur�os�ty. Th�s w�ld st�rr�ng
of yeasty l�fe, th�s terr�f�c revolt and def�ance of matter that moved,
perplexed and �nterested h�m.

Each moment I looked, and everybody looked, for h�m to leap
upon the boy and destroy h�m. But �t was not h�s wh�m. H�s c�gar
went out, and he cont�nued to gaze s�lently and cur�ously.

Leach had worked h�mself �nto an ecstasy of �mpotent rage.
“P�g! P�g! P�g!” he was re�terat�ng at the top of h�s lungs. “Why

don’t you come down and k�ll me, you murderer? You can do �t! I a�n’t
afra�d! There’s no one to stop you! Damn s�ght better dead and outa
your reach than al�ve and �n your clutches! Come on, you coward!
K�ll me! K�ll me! K�ll me!”

It was at th�s stage that Thomas Mugr�dge’s errat�c soul brought
h�m �nto the scene. He had been l�sten�ng at the galley door, but he
now came out, ostens�bly to fl�ng some scraps over the s�de, but
obv�ously to see the k�ll�ng he was certa�n would take place. He
sm�rked greas�ly up �nto the face of Wolf Larsen, who seemed not to
see h�m. But the Cockney was unabashed, though mad, stark mad.
He turned to Leach, say�ng:

“Such langw�dge! Shock�n’!”
Leach’s rage was no longer �mpotent. Here at last was someth�ng

ready to hand. And for the f�rst t�me s�nce the stabb�ng the Cockney
had appeared outs�de the galley w�thout h�s kn�fe. The words had



barely left h�s mouth when he was knocked down by Leach. Three
t�mes he struggled to h�s feet, str�v�ng to ga�n the galley, and each
t�me was knocked down.

“Oh, Lord!” he cr�ed. “’Elp! ’Elp! Tyke ’�m aw’y, carn’t yer? Tyke ’�m
aw’y!”

The hunters laughed from sheer rel�ef. Tragedy had dw�ndled, the
farce had begun. The sa�lors now crowded boldly aft, gr�nn�ng and
shuffl�ng, to watch the pummell�ng of the hated Cockney. And even I
felt a great joy surge up w�th�n me. I confess that I del�ghted �n th�s
beat�ng Leach was g�v�ng to Thomas Mugr�dge, though �t was as
terr�ble, almost, as the one Mugr�dge had caused to be g�ven to
Johnson. But the express�on of Wolf Larsen’s face never changed.
He d�d not change h�s pos�t�on e�ther, but cont�nued to gaze down
w�th a great cur�os�ty. For all h�s pragmat�c cert�tude, �t seemed as �f
he watched the play and movement of l�fe �n the hope of d�scover�ng
someth�ng more about �t, of d�scern�ng �n �ts maddest wr�th�ngs a
someth�ng wh�ch had h�therto escaped h�m,—the key to �ts mystery,
as �t were, wh�ch would make all clear and pla�n.

But the beat�ng! It was qu�te s�m�lar to the one I had w�tnessed �n
the cab�n. The Cockney strove �n va�n to protect h�mself from the
�nfur�ated boy. And �n va�n he strove to ga�n the shelter of the cab�n.
He rolled toward �t, grovelled toward �t, fell toward �t when he was
knocked down. But blow followed blow w�th bew�lder�ng rap�d�ty. He
was knocked about l�ke a shuttlecock, unt�l, f�nally, l�ke Johnson, he
was beaten and k�cked as he lay helpless on the deck. And no one
�nterfered. Leach could have k�lled h�m, but, hav�ng ev�dently f�lled
the measure of h�s vengeance, he drew away from h�s prostrate foe,
who was wh�mper�ng and wa�l�ng �n a puppy�sh sort of way, and
walked forward.

But these two affa�rs were only the open�ng events of the day’s
programme. In the afternoon Smoke and Henderson fell foul of each
other, and a fus�llade of shots came up from the steerage, followed
by a stampede of the other four hunters for the deck. A column of
th�ck, acr�d smoke—the k�nd always made by black powder—was
ar�s�ng through the open compan�on-way, and down through �t
leaped Wolf Larsen. The sound of blows and scuffl�ng came to our



ears. Both men were wounded, and he was thrash�ng them both for
hav�ng d�sobeyed h�s orders and cr�ppled themselves �n advance of
the hunt�ng season. In fact, they were badly wounded, and, hav�ng
thrashed them, he proceeded to operate upon them �n a rough
surg�cal fash�on and to dress the�r wounds. I served as ass�stant
wh�le he probed and cleansed the passages made by the bullets,
and I saw the two men endure h�s crude surgery w�thout anæsthet�cs
and w�th no more to uphold them than a st�ff tumbler of wh�sky.

Then, �n the f�rst dog-watch, trouble came to a head �n the
forecastle. It took �ts r�se out of the t�ttle-tattle and tale-bear�ng wh�ch
had been the cause of Johnson’s beat�ng, and from the no�se we
heard, and from the s�ght of the bru�sed men next day, �t was patent
that half the forecastle had soundly drubbed the other half.

The second dog-watch and the day were wound up by a f�ght
between Johansen and the lean, Yankee-look�ng hunter, Lat�mer. It
was caused by remarks of Lat�mer’s concern�ng the no�ses made by
the mate �n h�s sleep, and though Johansen was wh�pped, he kept
the steerage awake for the rest of the n�ght wh�le he bl�ssfully
slumbered and fought the f�ght over and over aga�n.

As for myself, I was oppressed w�th n�ghtmare. The day had been
l�ke some horr�ble dream. Brutal�ty had followed brutal�ty, and flam�ng
pass�ons and cold-blooded cruelty had dr�ven men to seek one
another’s l�ves, and to str�ve to hurt, and ma�m, and destroy. My
nerves were shocked. My m�nd �tself was shocked. All my days had
been passed �n comparat�ve �gnorance of the an�mal�ty of man. In
fact, I had known l�fe only �n �ts �ntellectual phases. Brutal�ty I had
exper�enced, but �t was the brutal�ty of the �ntellect—the cutt�ng
sarcasm of Charley Furuseth, the cruel ep�grams and occas�onal
harsh w�tt�c�sms of the fellows at the B�belot, and the nasty remarks
of some of the professors dur�ng my undergraduate days.

That was all. But that men should wreak the�r anger on others by
the bru�s�ng of the flesh and the lett�ng of blood was someth�ng
strangely and fearfully new to me. Not for noth�ng had I been called
“S�ssy” Van Weyden, I thought, as I tossed restlessly on my bunk
between one n�ghtmare and another. And �t seemed to me that my
�nnocence of the real�t�es of l�fe had been complete �ndeed. I laughed



b�tterly to myself, and seemed to f�nd �n Wolf Larsen’s forb�dd�ng
ph�losophy a more adequate explanat�on of l�fe than I found �n my
own.

And I was fr�ghtened when I became consc�ous of the trend of my
thought. The cont�nual brutal�ty around me was degenerat�ve �n �ts
effect. It b�d fa�r to destroy for me all that was best and br�ghtest �n
l�fe. My reason d�ctated that the beat�ng Thomas Mugr�dge had
rece�ved was an �ll th�ng, and yet for the l�fe of me I could not prevent
my soul joy�ng �n �t. And even wh�le I was oppressed by the enorm�ty
of my s�n,—for s�n �t was,—I chuckled w�th an �nsane del�ght. I was
no longer Humphrey Van Weyden. I was Hump, cab�n-boy on the
schooner Ghost. Wolf Larsen was my capta�n, Thomas Mugr�dge
and the rest were my compan�ons, and I was rece�v�ng repeated
�mpresses from the d�e wh�ch had stamped them all.



CHAPTER XIII.

For three days I d�d my own work and Thomas Mugr�dge’s too;
and I flatter myself that I d�d h�s work well. I know that �t won Wolf
Larsen’s approval, wh�le the sa�lors beamed w�th sat�sfact�on dur�ng
the br�ef t�me my rég�me lasted.

“The f�rst clean b�te s�nce I come aboard,” Harr�son sa�d to me at
the galley door, as he returned the d�nner pots and pans from the
forecastle. “Somehow Tommy’s grub always tastes of grease, stale
grease, and I reckon he a�n’t changed h�s sh�rt s�nce he left ’Fr�sco.”

“I know he hasn’t,” I answered.
“And I’ll bet he sleeps �n �t,” Harr�son added.
“And you won’t lose,” I agreed. “The same sh�rt, and he hasn’t had

�t off once �n all th�s t�me.”
But three days was all Wolf Larsen allowed h�m �n wh�ch to

recover from the effects of the beat�ng. On the fourth day, lame and
sore, scarcely able to see, so closed were h�s eyes, he was haled
from h�s bunk by the nape of the neck and set to h�s duty. He sn�ffled
and wept, but Wolf Larsen was p�t�less.

“And see that you serve no more slops,” was h�s part�ng �njunct�on.
“No more grease and d�rt, m�nd, and a clean sh�rt occas�onally, or
you’ll get a tow over the s�de. Understand?”

Thomas Mugr�dge crawled weakly across the galley floor, and a
short lurch of the Ghost sent h�m stagger�ng. In attempt�ng to recover
h�mself, he reached for the �ron ra�l�ng wh�ch surrounded the stove
and kept the pots from sl�d�ng off; but he m�ssed the ra�l�ng, and h�s
hand, w�th h�s we�ght beh�nd �t, landed squarely on the hot surface.
There was a s�zzle and odour of burn�ng flesh, and a sharp cry of
pa�n.



“Oh, Gawd, Gawd, wot ’ave I done?” he wa�led; s�tt�ng down �n the
coal-box and nurs�ng h�s new hurt by rock�ng back and forth. “W’y ’as
all th�s come on me? It mykes me fa�r s�ck, �t does, an’ I try so ’ard to
go through l�fe ’armless an’ ’urt�n’ nobody.”

The tears were runn�ng down h�s puffed and d�scoloured cheeks,
and h�s face was drawn w�th pa�n. A savage express�on fl�tted across
�t.

“Oh, ’ow I ’ate ’�m! ’Ow I ’ate ’�m!” he gr�tted out.
“Whom?” I asked; but the poor wretch was weep�ng aga�n over h�s

m�sfortunes. Less d�ff�cult �t was to guess whom he hated than whom
he d�d not hate. For I had come to see a mal�gnant dev�l �n h�m wh�ch
�mpelled h�m to hate all the world. I somet�mes thought that he hated
even h�mself, so grotesquely had l�fe dealt w�th h�m, and so
monstrously. At such moments a great sympathy welled up w�th�n
me, and I felt shame that I had ever joyed �n h�s d�scomf�ture or pa�n.
L�fe had been unfa�r to h�m. It had played h�m a scurvy tr�ck when �t
fash�oned h�m �nto the th�ng he was, and �t had played h�m scurvy
tr�cks ever s�nce. What chance had he to be anyth�ng else than he
was? And as though answer�ng my unspoken thought, he wa�led:

“I never ’ad no chance, not ’arf a chance! ’Oo was there to send
me to school, or put tommy �n my ’ungry belly, or w�pe my bloody
nose for me, w’en I was a k�ddy? ’Oo ever d�d anyth�ng for me, heh?
’Oo, I s’y?”

“Never m�nd, Tommy,” I sa�d, plac�ng a sooth�ng hand on h�s
shoulder. “Cheer up. It’ll all come r�ght �n the end. You’ve long years
before you, and you can make anyth�ng you please of yourself.”

“It’s a l�e! a bloody l�e!” he shouted �n my face, fl�ng�ng off the
hand. “It’s a l�e, and you know �t. I’m already myde, an’ myde out of
leav�n’s an’ scraps. It’s all r�ght for you, ’Ump. You was born a
gentleman. You never knew wot �t was to go ’ungry, to cry yerself
asleep w�th yer l�ttle belly gnaw�n’ an’ gnaw�n’, l�ke a rat �ns�de yer. It
carn’t come r�ght. If I was Pres�dent of the Un�ted Stytes to-morrer,
’ow would �t f�ll my belly for one t�me w’en I was a k�ddy and �t went
empty?

“’Ow could �t, I s’y? I was born to suffer�n’ and sorrer. I’ve had
more cruel suffer�n’ than any ten men, I ’ave. I’ve been �n orsp�tal arf



my bleed�n’ l�fe. I’ve ’ad the fever �n Asp�nwall, �n ’Avana, �n New
Orleans. I near d�ed of the scurvy and was rotten w�th �t s�x months �n
Barbadoes. Smallpox �n ’Onolulu, two broken legs �n Shangha�,
pnuemon�a �n Unalaska, three busted r�bs an’ my �ns�des all tw�sted
�n ’Fr�sco. An’ ’ere I am now. Look at me! Look at me! My r�bs k�cked
loose from my back aga�n. I’ll be cough�n’ blood before eyght bells.
’Ow can �t be myde up to me, I arsk? ’Oo’s go�n’ to do �t? Gawd? ’Ow
Gawd must ’ave ’ated me w’en ’e s�gned me on for a voyage �n th�s
bloom�n’ world of ’�s!”

Th�s t�rade aga�nst dest�ny went on for an hour or more, and then
he buckled to h�s work, l�mp�ng and groan�ng, and �n h�s eyes a great
hatred for all created th�ngs. H�s d�agnos�s was correct, however, for
he was se�zed w�th occas�onal s�cknesses, dur�ng wh�ch he vom�ted
blood and suffered great pa�n. And as he sa�d, �t seemed God hated
h�m too much to let h�m d�e, for he ult�mately grew better and waxed
more mal�gnant than ever.

Several days more passed before Johnson crawled on deck and
went about h�s work �n a half-hearted way. He was st�ll a s�ck man,
and I more than once observed h�m creep�ng pa�nfully aloft to a
topsa�l, or droop�ng wear�ly as he stood at the wheel. But, st�ll worse,
�t seemed that h�s sp�r�t was broken. He was abject before Wolf
Larsen and almost grovelled to Johansen. Not so was the conduct of
Leach. He went about the deck l�ke a t�ger cub, glar�ng h�s hatred
openly at Wolf Larsen and Johansen.

“I’ll do for you yet, you slab-footed Swede,” I heard h�m say to
Johansen one n�ght on deck.

The mate cursed h�m �n the darkness, and the next moment some
m�ss�le struck the galley a sharp rap. There was more curs�ng, and a
mock�ng laugh, and when all was qu�et I stole outs�de and found a
heavy kn�fe �mbedded over an �nch �n the sol�d wood. A few m�nutes
later the mate came fumbl�ng about �n search of �t, but I returned �t
pr�v�ly to Leach next day. He gr�nned when I handed �t over, yet �t
was a gr�n that conta�ned more s�ncere thanks than a mult�tude of
the verbos�t�es of speech common to the members of my own class.

Unl�ke any one else �n the sh�p’s company, I now found myself w�th
no quarrels on my hands and �n the good graces of all. The hunters



poss�bly no more than tolerated me, though none of them d�sl�ked
me; wh�le Smoke and Henderson, convalescent under a deck
awn�ng and sw�ng�ng day and n�ght �n the�r hammocks, assured me
that I was better than any hosp�tal nurse, and that they would not
forget me at the end of the voyage when they were pa�d off. (As
though I stood �n need of the�r money! I, who could have bought
them out, bag and baggage, and the schooner and �ts equ�pment, a
score of t�mes over!) But upon me had devolved the task of tend�ng
the�r wounds, and pull�ng them through, and I d�d my best by them.

Wolf Larsen underwent another bad attack of headache wh�ch
lasted two days. He must have suffered severely, for he called me �n
and obeyed my commands l�ke a s�ck ch�ld. But noth�ng I could do
seemed to rel�eve h�m. At my suggest�on, however, he gave up
smok�ng and dr�nk�ng; though why such a magn�f�cent an�mal as he
should have headaches at all puzzles me.

“’T�s the hand of God, I’m tell�n’ you,” �s the way Lou�s sees �t. “’T�s
a v�s�tat�on for h�s black-hearted deeds, and there’s more beh�nd and
com�n’, or else—”

“Or else,” I prompted.
“God �s nodd�n’ and not do�n’ h�s duty, though �t’s me as shouldn’t

say �t.”
I was m�staken when I sa�d that I was �n the good graces of all. Not

only does Thomas Mugr�dge cont�nue to hate me, but he has
d�scovered a new reason for hat�ng me. It took me no l�ttle wh�le to
puzzle �t out, but I f�nally d�scovered that �t was because I was more
luck�ly born than he—“gentleman born,” he put �t.

“And st�ll no more dead men,” I tw�tted Lou�s, when Smoke and
Henderson, s�de by s�de, �n fr�endly conversat�on, took the�r f�rst
exerc�se on deck.

Lou�s surveyed me w�th h�s shrewd grey eyes, and shook h�s head
portentously. “She’s a-com�n’, I tell you, and �t’ll be sheets and
halyards, stand by all hands, when she beg�ns to howl. I’ve had the
feel �v �t th�s long t�me, and I can feel �t now as pla�nly as I feel the
r�gg�ng �v a dark n�ght. She’s close, she’s close.”

“Who goes f�rst?” I quer�ed.



“Not fat old Lou�s, I prom�se you,” he laughed. “For ’t�s �n the
bones �v me I know that come th�s t�me next year I’ll be gaz�n’ �n the
old mother’s eyes, weary w�th watch�n’ �v the sea for the f�ve sons
she gave to �t.”

“Wot’s ’e been s’y�n’ to yer?” Thomas Mugr�dge demanded a
moment later.

“That he’s go�ng home some day to see h�s mother,” I answered
d�plomat�cally.

“I never ’ad none,” was the Cockney’s comment, as he gazed w�th
lustreless, hopeless eyes �nto m�ne.



CHAPTER XIV.

It has dawned upon me that I have never placed a proper
valuat�on upon womank�nd. For that matter, though not amat�ve to
any cons�derable degree so far as I have d�scovered, I was never
outs�de the atmosphere of women unt�l now. My mother and s�sters
were always about me, and I was always try�ng to escape them; for
they worr�ed me to d�stract�on w�th the�r sol�c�tude for my health and
w�th the�r per�od�c �nroads on my den, when my orderly confus�on,
upon wh�ch I pr�ded myself, was turned �nto worse confus�on and
less order, though �t looked neat enough to the eye. I never could
f�nd anyth�ng when they had departed. But now, alas, how welcome
would have been the feel of the�r presence, the frou-frou and sw�sh-
sw�sh of the�r sk�rts wh�ch I had so cord�ally detested! I am sure, �f I
ever get home, that I shall never be �rr�table w�th them aga�n. They
may dose me and doctor me morn�ng, noon, and n�ght, and dust and
sweep and put my den to r�ghts every m�nute of the day, and I shall
only lean back and survey �t all and be thankful �n that I am
possessed of a mother and some several s�sters.

All of wh�ch has set me wonder�ng. Where are the mothers of
these twenty and odd men on the Ghost? It str�kes me as unnatural
and unhealthful that men should be totally separated from women
and herd through the world by themselves. Coarseness and
savagery are the �nev�table results. These men about me should
have w�ves, and s�sters, and daughters; then would they be capable
of softness, and tenderness, and sympathy. As �t �s, not one of them
�s marr�ed. In years and years not one of them has been �n contact
w�th a good woman, or w�th�n the �nfluence, or redempt�on, wh�ch
�rres�st�bly rad�ates from such a creature. There �s no balance �n the�r
l�ves. The�r mascul�n�ty, wh�ch �n �tself �s of the brute, has been over-



developed. The other and sp�r�tual s�de of the�r natures has been
dwarfed—atroph�ed, �n fact.

They are a company of cel�bates, gr�nd�ng harshly aga�nst one
another and grow�ng da�ly more calloused from the gr�nd�ng. It
seems to me �mposs�ble somet�mes that they ever had mothers. It
would appear that they are a half-brute, half-human spec�es, a race
apart, where�n there �s no such th�ng as sex; that they are hatched
out by the sun l�ke turtle eggs, or rece�ve l�fe �n some s�m�lar and
sord�d fash�on; and that all the�r days they fester �n brutal�ty and
v�c�ousness, and �n the end d�e as unlovely as they have l�ved.

Rendered cur�ous by th�s new d�rect�on of �deas, I talked w�th
Johansen last n�ght—the f�rst superfluous words w�th wh�ch he has
favoured me s�nce the voyage began. He left Sweden when he was
e�ghteen, �s now th�rty-e�ght, and �n all the �nterven�ng t�me has not
been home once. He had met a townsman, a couple of years before,
�n some sa�lor board�ng-house �n Ch�le, so that he knew h�s mother
to be st�ll al�ve.

“She must be a pretty old woman now,” he sa�d, star�ng
med�tat�vely �nto the b�nnacle and then jerk�ng a sharp glance at
Harr�son, who was steer�ng a po�nt off the course.

“When d�d you last wr�te to her?”
He performed h�s mental ar�thmet�c aloud. “E�ghty-one; no—

e�ghty-two, eh? no—e�ghty-three? Yes, e�ghty-three. Ten years ago.
From some l�ttle port �n Madagascar. I was trad�ng.

“You see,” he went on, as though address�ng h�s neglected mother
across half the g�rth of the earth, “each year I was go�ng home. So
what was the good to wr�te? It was only a year. And each year
someth�ng happened, and I d�d not go. But I am mate, now, and
when I pay off at ’Fr�sco, maybe w�th f�ve hundred dollars, I w�ll sh�p
myself on a w�ndjammer round the Horn to L�verpool, wh�ch w�ll g�ve
me more money; and then I w�ll pay my passage from there home.
Then she w�ll not do any more work.”

“But does she work? now? How old �s she?”
“About seventy,” he answered. And then, boast�ngly, “We work

from the t�me we are born unt�l we d�e, �n my country. That’s why we



l�ve so long. I w�ll l�ve to a hundred.”
I shall never forget th�s conversat�on. The words were the last I

ever heard h�m utter. Perhaps they were the last he d�d utter, too.
For, go�ng down �nto the cab�n to turn �n, I dec�ded that �t was too
stuffy to sleep below. It was a calm n�ght. We were out of the Trades,
and the Ghost was forg�ng ahead barely a knot an hour. So I tucked
a blanket and p�llow under my arm and went up on deck.

As I passed between Harr�son and the b�nnacle, wh�ch was bu�lt
�nto the top of the cab�n, I not�ced that he was th�s t�me fully three
po�nts off. Th�nk�ng that he was asleep, and w�sh�ng h�m to escape
repr�mand or worse, I spoke to h�m. But he was not asleep. H�s eyes
were w�de and star�ng. He seemed greatly perturbed, unable to reply
to me.

“What’s the matter?” I asked. “Are you s�ck?”
He shook h�s head, and w�th a deep s�gn as of awaken�ng, caught

h�s breath.
“You’d better get on your course, then,” I ch�ded.
He put a few spokes over, and I watched the compass-card sw�ng

slowly to N.N.W. and steady �tself w�th sl�ght osc�llat�ons.
I took a fresh hold on my bedclothes and was prepar�ng to start

on, when some movement caught my eye and I looked astern to the
ra�l. A s�newy hand, dr�pp�ng w�th water, was clutch�ng the ra�l. A
second hand took form �n the darkness bes�de �t. I watched,
fasc�nated. What v�s�tant from the gloom of the deep was I to
behold? Whatever �t was, I knew that �t was cl�mb�ng aboard by the
log-l�ne. I saw a head, the ha�r wet and stra�ght, shape �tself, and
then the unm�stakable eyes and face of Wolf Larsen. H�s r�ght cheek
was red w�th blood, wh�ch flowed from some wound �n the head.

He drew h�mself �nboard w�th a qu�ck effort, and arose to h�s feet,
glanc�ng sw�ftly, as he d�d so, at the man at the wheel, as though to
assure h�mself of h�s �dent�ty and that there was noth�ng to fear from
h�m. The sea-water was stream�ng from h�m. It made l�ttle aud�ble
gurgles wh�ch d�stracted me. As he stepped toward me I shrank back
�nst�nct�vely, for I saw that �n h�s eyes wh�ch spelled death.

“All r�ght, Hump,” he sa�d �n a low vo�ce. “Where’s the mate?”



I shook my head.
“Johansen!” he called softly. “Johansen!”
“Where �s he?” he demanded of Harr�son.
The young fellow seemed to have recovered h�s composure, for

he answered stead�ly enough, “I don’t know, s�r. I saw h�m go for’ard
a l�ttle wh�le ago.”

“So d�d I go for’ard. But you w�ll observe that I d�dn’t come back
the way I went. Can you expla�n �t?”

“You must have been overboard, s�r.”
“Shall I look for h�m �n the steerage, s�r?” I asked.
Wolf Larsen shook h�s head. “You wouldn’t f�nd h�m, Hump. But

you’ll do. Come on. Never m�nd your bedd�ng. Leave �t where �t �s.”
I followed at h�s heels. There was noth�ng st�rr�ng am�dsh�ps.
“Those cursed hunters,” was h�s comment. “Too damned fat and

lazy to stand a four-hour watch.”
But on the forecastle-head we found three sa�lors asleep. He

turned them over and looked at the�r faces. They composed the
watch on deck, and �t was the sh�p’s custom, �n good weather, to let
the watch sleep w�th the except�on of the off�cer, the helmsman, and
the look-out.

“Who’s look-out?” he demanded.
“Me, s�r,” answered Holyoak, one of the deep-water sa�lors, a

sl�ght tremor �n h�s vo�ce. “I w�nked off just th�s very m�nute, s�r. I’m
sorry, s�r. It won’t happen aga�n.”

“D�d you hear or see anyth�ng on deck?”
“No, s�r, I—”
But Wolf Larsen had turned away w�th a snort of d�sgust, leav�ng

the sa�lor rubb�ng h�s eyes w�th surpr�se at hav�ng been let off so
eas�ly.

“Softly, now,” Wolf Larsen warned me �n a wh�sper, as he doubled
h�s body �nto the forecastle scuttle and prepared to descend.

I followed w�th a quak�ng heart. What was to happen I knew no
more than d�d I know what had happened. But blood had been shed,



and �t was through no wh�m of Wolf Larsen that he had gone over
the s�de w�th h�s scalp la�d open. Bes�des, Johansen was m�ss�ng.

It was my f�rst descent �nto the forecastle, and I shall not soon
forget my �mpress�on of �t, caught as I stood on my feet at the bottom
of the ladder. Bu�lt d�rectly �n the eyes of the schooner, �t was of the
shape of a tr�angle, along the three s�des of wh�ch stood the bunks,
�n double-t�er, twelve of them. It was no larger than a hall bedroom �n
Grub Street, and yet twelve men were herded �nto �t to eat and sleep
and carry on all the funct�ons of l�v�ng. My bedroom at home was not
large, yet �t could have conta�ned a dozen s�m�lar forecastles, and
tak�ng �nto cons�derat�on the he�ght of the ce�l�ng, a score at least.

It smelled sour and musty, and by the d�m l�ght of the sw�ng�ng
sea-lamp I saw every b�t of ava�lable wall-space hung deep w�th sea-
boots, o�lsk�ns, and garments, clean and d�rty, of var�ous sorts.
These swung back and forth w�th every roll of the vessel, g�v�ng r�se
to a brush�ng sound, as of trees aga�nst a roof or wall. Somewhere a
boot thumped loudly and at �rregular �ntervals aga�nst the wall; and,
though �t was a m�ld n�ght on the sea, there was a cont�nual chorus
of the creak�ng t�mbers and bulkheads and of abysmal no�ses
beneath the floor�ng.

The sleepers d�d not m�nd. There were e�ght of them,—the two
watches below,—and the a�r was th�ck w�th the warmth and odour of
the�r breath�ng, and the ear was f�lled w�th the no�se of the�r snor�ng
and of the�r s�ghs and half-groans, tokens pla�n of the rest of the
an�mal-man. But were they sleep�ng? all of them? Or had they been
sleep�ng? Th�s was ev�dently Wolf Larsen’s quest—to f�nd the men
who appeared to be asleep and who were not asleep or who had not
been asleep very recently. And he went about �t �n a way that
rem�nded me of a story out of Boccacc�o.

He took the sea-lamp from �ts sw�ng�ng frame and handed �t to me.
He began at the f�rst bunks forward on the star-board s�de. In the top
one lay Oofty-Oofty, a Kanaka and splend�d seaman, so named by
h�s mates. He was asleep on h�s back and breath�ng as plac�dly as a
woman. One arm was under h�s head, the other lay on top of the
blankets. Wolf Larsen put thumb and foref�nger to the wr�st and
counted the pulse. In the m�dst of �t the Kanaka roused. He awoke as



gently as he slept. There was no movement of the body whatever.
The eyes, only, moved. They flashed w�de open, b�g and black, and
stared, unbl�nk�ng, �nto our faces. Wolf Larsen put h�s f�nger to h�s
l�ps as a s�gn for s�lence, and the eyes closed aga�n.

In the lower bunk lay Lou�s, grossly fat and warm and sweaty,
asleep unfe�gnedly and sleep�ng labor�ously. Wh�le Wolf Larsen held
h�s wr�st he st�rred uneas�ly, bow�ng h�s body so that for a moment �t
rested on shoulders and heels. H�s l�ps moved, and he gave vo�ce to
th�s en�gmat�c utterance:

“A sh�ll�ng’s worth a quarter; but keep your lamps out for
thruppenny-b�ts, or the publ�cans ’ll shove ’em on you for s�xpence.”

Then he rolled over on h�s s�de w�th a heavy, sobb�ng s�gh, say�ng:
“A s�xpence �s a tanner, and a sh�ll�ng a bob; but what a pony �s I

don’t know.”
Sat�sf�ed w�th the honesty of h�s and the Kanaka’s sleep, Wolf

Larsen passed on to the next two bunks on the starboard s�de,
occup�ed top and bottom, as we saw �n the l�ght of the sea-lamp, by
Leach and Johnson.

As Wolf Larsen bent down to the lower bunk to take Johnson’s
pulse, I, stand�ng erect and hold�ng the lamp, saw Leach’s head r�se
stealth�ly as he peered over the s�de of h�s bunk to see what was
go�ng on. He must have d�v�ned Wolf Larsen’s tr�ck and the sureness
of detect�on, for the l�ght was at once dashed from my hand and the
forecastle was left �n darkness. He must have leaped, also, at the
same �nstant, stra�ght down on Wolf Larsen.

The f�rst sounds were those of a confl�ct between a bull and a wolf.
I heard a great �nfur�ated bellow go up from Wolf Larsen, and from
Leach a snarl�ng that was desperate and blood-curdl�ng. Johnson
must have jo�ned h�m �mmed�ately, so that h�s abject and grovell�ng
conduct on deck for the past few days had been no more than
planned decept�on.

I was so terror-str�cken by th�s f�ght �n the dark that I leaned
aga�nst the ladder, trembl�ng and unable to ascend. And upon me
was that old s�ckness at the p�t of the stomach, caused always by the
spectacle of phys�cal v�olence. In th�s �nstance I could not see, but I



could hear the �mpact of the blows—the soft crush�ng sound made
by flesh str�k�ng forc�bly aga�nst flesh. Then there was the crash�ng
about of the entw�ned bod�es, the laboured breath�ng, the short qu�ck
gasps of sudden pa�n.

There must have been more men �n the consp�racy to murder the
capta�n and mate, for by the sounds I knew that Leach and Johnson
had been qu�ckly re�nforced by some of the�r mates.

“Get a kn�fe somebody!” Leach was shout�ng.
“Pound h�m on the head! Mash h�s bra�ns out!” was Johnson’s cry.
But after h�s f�rst bellow, Wolf Larsen made no no�se. He was

f�ght�ng gr�mly and s�lently for l�fe. He was sore beset. Down at the
very f�rst, he had been unable to ga�n h�s feet, and for all of h�s
tremendous strength I felt that there was no hope for h�m.

The force w�th wh�ch they struggled was v�v�dly �mpressed on me;
for I was knocked down by the�r surg�ng bod�es and badly bru�sed.
But �n the confus�on I managed to crawl �nto an empty lower bunk
out of the way.

“All hands! We’ve got h�m! We’ve got h�m!” I could hear Leach
cry�ng.

“Who?” demanded those who had been really asleep, and who
had wakened to they knew not what.

“It’s the bloody mate!” was Leach’s crafty answer, stra�ned from
h�m �n a smothered sort of way.

Th�s was greeted w�th whoops of joy, and from then on Wolf
Larsen had seven strong men on top of h�m, Lou�s, I bel�eve, tak�ng
no part �n �t. The forecastle was l�ke an angry h�ve of bees aroused
by some marauder.

“What ho! below there!” I heard Lat�mer shout down the scuttle,
too caut�ous to descend �nto the �nferno of pass�on he could hear
rag�ng beneath h�m �n the darkness.

“Won’t somebody get a kn�fe? Oh, won’t somebody get a kn�fe?”
Leach pleaded �n the f�rst �nterval of comparat�ve s�lence.

The number of the assa�lants was a cause of confus�on. They
blocked the�r own efforts, wh�le Wolf Larsen, w�th but a s�ngle



purpose, ach�eved h�s. Th�s was to f�ght h�s way across the floor to
the ladder. Though �n total darkness, I followed h�s progress by �ts
sound. No man less than a g�ant could have done what he d�d, once
he had ga�ned the foot of the ladder. Step by step, by the m�ght of h�s
arms, the whole pack of men str�v�ng to drag h�m back and down, he
drew h�s body up from the floor t�ll he stood erect. And then, step by
step, hand and foot, he slowly struggled up the ladder.

The very last of all, I saw. For Lat�mer, hav�ng f�nally gone for a
lantern, held �t so that �ts l�ght shone down the scuttle. Wolf Larsen
was nearly to the top, though I could not see h�m. All that was v�s�ble
was the mass of men fastened upon h�m. It squ�rmed about, l�ke
some huge many-legged sp�der, and swayed back and forth to the
regular roll of the vessel. And st�ll, step by step w�th long �ntervals
between, the mass ascended. Once �t tottered, about to fall back, but
the broken hold was rega�ned and �t st�ll went up.

“Who �s �t?” Lat�mer cr�ed.
In the rays of the lantern I could see h�s perplexed face peer�ng

down.
“Larsen,” I heard a muffled vo�ce from w�th�n the mass.
Lat�mer reached down w�th h�s free hand. I saw a hand shoot up to

clasp h�s. Lat�mer pulled, and the next couple of steps were made
w�th a rush. Then Wolf Larsen’s other hand reached up and clutched
the edge of the scuttle. The mass swung clear of the ladder, the men
st�ll cl�ng�ng to the�r escap�ng foe. They began to drop off, to be
brushed off aga�nst the sharp edge of the scuttle, to be knocked off
by the legs wh�ch were now k�ck�ng powerfully. Leach was the last to
go, fall�ng sheer back from the top of the scuttle and str�k�ng on head
and shoulders upon h�s sprawl�ng mates beneath. Wolf Larsen and
the lantern d�sappeared, and we were left �n darkness.



CHAPTER XV.

There was a deal of curs�ng and groan�ng as the men at the
bottom of the ladder crawled to the�r feet.

“Somebody str�ke a l�ght, my thumb’s out of jo�nt,” sa�d one of the
men, Parsons, a swarthy, saturn�ne man, boat-steerer �n Stand�sh’s
boat, �n wh�ch Harr�son was puller.

“You’ll f�nd �t knock�n’ about by the b�tts,” Leach sa�d, s�tt�ng down
on the edge of the bunk �n wh�ch I was concealed.

There was a fumbl�ng and a scratch�ng of matches, and the sea-
lamp flared up, d�m and smoky, and �n �ts we�rd l�ght bare-legged
men moved about nurs�ng the�r bru�ses and car�ng for the�r hurts.
Oofty-Oofty la�d hold of Parsons’s thumb, pull�ng �t out stoutly and
snapp�ng �t back �nto place. I not�ced at the same t�me that the
Kanaka’s knuckles were la�d open clear across and to the bone. He
exh�b�ted them, expos�ng beaut�ful wh�te teeth �n a gr�n as he d�d so,
and expla�n�ng that the wounds had come from str�k�ng Wolf Larsen
�n the mouth.

“So �t was you, was �t, you black beggar?” bell�gerently demanded
one Kelly, an Ir�sh-Amer�can and a longshoreman, mak�ng h�s f�rst
tr�p to sea, and boat-puller for Kerfoot.

As he made the demand he spat out a mouthful of blood and teeth
and shoved h�s pugnac�ous face close to Oofty-Oofty. The Kanaka
leaped backward to h�s bunk, to return w�th a second leap,
flour�sh�ng a long kn�fe.

“Aw, go lay down, you make me t�red,” Leach �nterfered. He was
ev�dently, for all of h�s youth and �nexper�ence, cock of the forecastle.
“G’wan, you Kelly. You leave Oofty alone. How �n hell d�d he know �t
was you �n the dark?”



Kelly subs�ded w�th some mutter�ng, and the Kanaka flashed h�s
wh�te teeth �n a grateful sm�le. He was a beaut�ful creature, almost
fem�n�ne �n the pleas�ng l�nes of h�s f�gure, and there was a softness
and dream�ness �n h�s large eyes wh�ch seemed to contrad�ct h�s
well-earned reputat�on for str�fe and act�on.

“How d�d he get away?” Johnson asked.
He was s�tt�ng on the s�de of h�s bunk, the whole pose of h�s f�gure

�nd�cat�ng utter deject�on and hopelessness. He was st�ll breath�ng
heav�ly from the exert�on he had made. H�s sh�rt had been r�pped
ent�rely from h�m �n the struggle, and blood from a gash �n the cheek
was flow�ng down h�s naked chest, mark�ng a red path across h�s
wh�te th�gh and dr�pp�ng to the floor.

“Because he �s the dev�l, as I told you before,” was Leach’s
answer; and thereat he was on h�s feet and rag�ng h�s
d�sappo�ntment w�th tears �n h�s eyes.

“And not one of you to get a kn�fe!” was h�s unceas�ng lament.
But the rest of the hands had a l�vely fear of consequences to

come and gave no heed to h�m.
“How’ll he know wh�ch was wh�ch?” Kelly asked, and as he went

on he looked murderously about h�m—“unless one of us peaches.”
“He’ll know as soon as ever he claps eyes on us,” Parsons repl�ed.

“One look at you’d be enough.”
“Tell h�m the deck flopped up and gouged yer teeth out �v yer jaw,”

Lou�s gr�nned. He was the only man who was not out of h�s bunk,
and he was jub�lant �n that he possessed no bru�ses to advert�se that
he had had a hand �n the n�ght’s work. “Just wa�t t�ll he gets a
gl�mpse �v yer mugs to-morrow, the gang �v ye,” he chuckled.

“We’ll say we thought �t was the mate,” sa�d one. And another, “I
know what I’ll say—that I heered a row, jumped out of my bunk, got a
jolly good crack on the jaw for my pa�ns, and sa�led �n myself.
Couldn’t tell who or what �t was �n the dark and just h�t out.”

“An’ ’twas me you h�t, of course,” Kelly seconded, h�s face
br�ghten�ng for the moment.

Leach and Johnson took no part �n the d�scuss�on, and �t was pla�n
to see that the�r mates looked upon them as men for whom the worst



was �nev�table, who were beyond hope and already dead. Leach
stood the�r fears and reproaches for some t�me. Then he broke out:

“You make me t�red! A n�ce lot of gazabas you are! If you talked
less w�th yer mouth and d�d someth�ng w�th yer hands, he’d a-ben
done w�th by now. Why couldn’t one of you, just one of you, get me a
kn�fe when I sung out? You make me s�ck! A-beef�n’ and beller�n’
’round, as though he’d k�ll you when he gets you! You know damn
well he wont. Can’t afford to. No sh�pp�ng masters or beach-combers
over here, and he wants yer �n h�s bus�ness, and he wants yer bad.
Who’s to pull or steer or sa�l sh�p �f he loses yer? It’s me and
Johnson have to face the mus�c. Get �nto yer bunks, now, and shut
yer faces; I want to get some sleep.”

“That’s all r�ght all r�ght,” Parsons spoke up. “Mebbe he won’t do
for us, but mark my words, hell ’ll be an �ce-box to th�s sh�p from now
on.”

All the wh�le I had been apprehens�ve concern�ng my own
pred�cament. What would happen to me when these men d�scovered
my presence? I could never f�ght my way out as Wolf Larsen had
done. And at th�s moment Lat�mer called down the scuttles:

“Hump! The old man wants you!”
“He a�n’t down here!” Parsons called back.
“Yes, he �s,” I sa�d, sl�d�ng out of the bunk and str�v�ng my hardest

to keep my vo�ce steady and bold.
The sa�lors looked at me �n consternat�on. Fear was strong �n the�r

faces, and the dev�l�shness wh�ch comes of fear.
“I’m com�ng!” I shouted up to Lat�mer.
“No you don’t!” Kelly cr�ed, stepp�ng between me and the ladder,

h�s r�ght hand shaped �nto a ver�table strangler’s clutch. “You damn
l�ttle sneak! I’ll shut yer mouth!”

“Let h�m go,” Leach commanded.
“Not on yer l�fe,” was the angry retort.
Leach never changed h�s pos�t�on on the edge of the bunk. “Let

h�m go, I say,” he repeated; but th�s t�me h�s vo�ce was gr�tty and
metall�c.



The Ir�shman wavered. I made to step by h�m, and he stood as�de.
When I had ga�ned the ladder, I turned to the c�rcle of brutal and
mal�gnant faces peer�ng at me through the sem�-darkness. A sudden
and deep sympathy welled up �n me. I remembered the Cockney’s
way of putt�ng �t. How God must have hated them that they should
be tortured so!

“I have seen and heard noth�ng, bel�eve me,” I sa�d qu�etly.
“I tell yer, he’s all r�ght,” I could hear Leach say�ng as I went up the

ladder. “He don’t l�ke the old man no more nor you or me.”
I found Wolf Larsen �n the cab�n, str�pped and bloody, wa�t�ng for

me. He greeted me w�th one of h�s wh�ms�cal sm�les.
“Come, get to work, Doctor. The s�gns are favourable for an

extens�ve pract�ce th�s voyage. I don’t know what the Ghost would
have been w�thout you, and �f I could only cher�sh such noble
sent�ments I would tell you her master �s deeply grateful.”

I knew the run of the s�mple med�c�ne-chest the Ghost carr�ed, and
wh�le I was heat�ng water on the cab�n stove and gett�ng the th�ngs
ready for dress�ng h�s wounds, he moved about, laugh�ng and
chatt�ng, and exam�n�ng h�s hurts w�th a calculat�ng eye. I had never
before seen h�m str�pped, and the s�ght of h�s body qu�te took my
breath away. It has never been my weakness to exalt the flesh—far
from �t; but there �s enough of the art�st �n me to apprec�ate �ts
wonder.

I must say that I was fasc�nated by the perfect l�nes of Wolf
Larsen’s f�gure, and by what I may term the terr�ble beauty of �t. I had
noted the men �n the forecastle. Powerfully muscled though some of
them were, there had been someth�ng wrong w�th all of them, an
�nsuff�c�ent development here, an undue development there, a tw�st
or a crook that destroyed symmetry, legs too short or too long, or too
much s�new or bone exposed, or too l�ttle. Oofty-Oofty had been the
only one whose l�nes were at all pleas�ng, wh�le, �n so far as they
pleased, that far had they been what I should call fem�n�ne.

But Wolf Larsen was the man-type, the mascul�ne, and almost a
god �n h�s perfectness. As he moved about or ra�sed h�s arms the
great muscles leapt and moved under the sat�ny sk�n. I have
forgotten to say that the bronze ended w�th h�s face. H�s body,



thanks to h�s Scand�nav�an stock, was fa�r as the fa�rest woman’s. I
remember h�s putt�ng h�s hand up to feel of the wound on h�s head,
and my watch�ng the b�ceps move l�ke a l�v�ng th�ng under �ts wh�te
sheath. It was the b�ceps that had nearly crushed out my l�fe once,
that I had seen str�ke so many k�ll�ng blows. I could not take my eyes
from h�m. I stood mot�onless, a roll of ant�sept�c cotton �n my hand
unw�nd�ng and sp�ll�ng �tself down to the floor.

He not�ced me, and I became consc�ous that I was star�ng at h�m.
“God made you well,” I sa�d.
“D�d he?” he answered. “I have often thought so myself, and

wondered why.”
“Purpose—” I began.
“Ut�l�ty,” he �nterrupted. “Th�s body was made for use. These

muscles were made to gr�p, and tear, and destroy l�v�ng th�ngs that
get between me and l�fe. But have you thought of the other l�v�ng
th�ngs? They, too, have muscles, of one k�nd and another, made to
gr�p, and tear, and destroy; and when they come between me and
l�fe, I out-gr�p them, out-tear them, out-destroy them. Purpose does
not expla�n that. Ut�l�ty does.”

“It �s not beaut�ful,” I protested.
“L�fe �sn’t, you mean,” he sm�led. “Yet you say I was made well. Do

you see th�s?”
He braced h�s legs and feet, press�ng the cab�n floor w�th h�s toes

�n a clutch�ng sort of way. Knots and r�dges and mounds of muscles
wr�thed and bunched under the sk�n.

“Feel them,” he commanded.
They were hard as �ron. And I observed, also, that h�s whole body

had unconsc�ously drawn �tself together, tense and alert; that
muscles were softly crawl�ng and shap�ng about the h�ps, along the
back, and across the shoulders; that the arms were sl�ghtly l�fted,
the�r muscles contract�ng, the f�ngers crook�ng t�ll the hands were l�ke
talons; and that even the eyes had changed express�on and �nto
them were com�ng watchfulness and measurement and a l�ght none
other than of battle.



“Stab�l�ty, equ�l�br�um,” he sa�d, relax�ng on the �nstant and s�nk�ng
h�s body back �nto repose. “Feet w�th wh�ch to clutch the ground,
legs to stand on and to help w�thstand, wh�le w�th arms and hands,
teeth and na�ls, I struggle to k�ll and to be not k�lled. Purpose? Ut�l�ty
�s the better word.”

I d�d not argue. I had seen the mechan�sm of the pr�m�t�ve f�ght�ng
beast, and I was as strongly �mpressed as �f I had seen the eng�nes
of a great battlesh�p or Atlant�c l�ner.

I was surpr�sed, cons�der�ng the f�erce struggle �n the forecastle, at
the superf�c�al�ty of h�s hurts, and I pr�de myself that I dressed them
dexterously. W�th the except�on of several bad wounds, the rest were
merely severe bru�ses and lacerat�ons. The blow wh�ch he had
rece�ved before go�ng overboard had la�d h�s scalp open several
�nches. Th�s, under h�s d�rect�on, I cleansed and sewed together,
hav�ng f�rst shaved the edges of the wound. Then the calf of h�s leg
was badly lacerated and looked as though �t had been mangled by a
bulldog. Some sa�lor, he told me, had la�d hold of �t by h�s teeth, at
the beg�nn�ng of the f�ght, and hung on and been dragged to the top
of the forecastle ladder, when he was k�cked loose.

“By the way, Hump, as I have remarked, you are a handy man,”
Wolf Larsen began, when my work was done. “As you know, we’re
short a mate. Hereafter you shall stand watches, rece�ve seventy-
f�ve dollars per month, and be addressed fore and aft as Mr. Van
Weyden.”

“I—I don’t understand nav�gat�on, you know,” I gasped.
“Not necessary at all.”
“I really do not care to s�t �n the h�gh places,” I objected. “I f�nd l�fe

precar�ous enough �n my present humble s�tuat�on. I have no
exper�ence. Med�ocr�ty, you see, has �ts compensat�ons.”

He sm�led as though �t were all settled.
“I won’t be mate on th�s hell-sh�p!” I cr�ed def�antly.
I saw h�s face grow hard and the merc�less gl�tter come �nto h�s

eyes. He walked to the door of h�s room, say�ng:
“And now, Mr. Van Weyden, good-n�ght.”
“Good-n�ght, Mr. Larsen,” I answered weakly.



CHAPTER XVI.

I cannot say that the pos�t�on of mate carr�ed w�th �t anyth�ng more
joyful than that there were no more d�shes to wash. I was �gnorant of
the s�mplest dut�es of mate, and would have fared badly �ndeed, had
the sa�lors not sympath�zed w�th me. I knew noth�ng of the m�nut�æ
of ropes and r�gg�ng, of the tr�mm�ng and sett�ng of sa�ls; but the
sa�lors took pa�ns to put me to r�ghts,—Lou�s prov�ng an espec�ally
good teacher,—and I had l�ttle trouble w�th those under me.

W�th the hunters �t was otherw�se. Fam�l�ar �n vary�ng degree w�th
the sea, they took me as a sort of joke. In truth, �t was a joke to me,
that I, the ver�est landsman, should be f�ll�ng the off�ce of mate; but to
be taken as a joke by others was a d�fferent matter. I made no
compla�nt, but Wolf Larsen demanded the most punct�l�ous sea
et�quette �n my case,—far more than poor Johansen had ever
rece�ved; and at the expense of several rows, threats, and much
grumbl�ng, he brought the hunters to t�me. I was “Mr. Van Weyden”
fore and aft, and �t was only unoff�c�ally that Wolf Larsen h�mself ever
addressed me as “Hump.”

It was amus�ng. Perhaps the w�nd would haul a few po�nts wh�le
we were at d�nner, and as I left the table he would say, “Mr. Van
Weyden, w�ll you k�ndly put about on the port tack.” And I would go
on deck, beckon Lou�s to me, and learn from h�m what was to be
done. Then, a few m�nutes later, hav�ng d�gested h�s �nstruct�ons and
thoroughly mastered the manœuvre, I would proceed to �ssue my
orders. I remember an early �nstance of th�s k�nd, when Wolf Larsen
appeared on the scene just as I had begun to g�ve orders. He
smoked h�s c�gar and looked on qu�etly t�ll the th�ng was
accompl�shed, and then paced aft by my s�de along the weather
poop.



“Hump,” he sa�d, “I beg pardon, Mr. Van Weyden, I congratulate
you. I th�nk you can now f�re your father’s legs back �nto the grave to
h�m. You’ve d�scovered your own and learned to stand on them. A
l�ttle rope-work, sa�l-mak�ng, and exper�ence w�th storms and such
th�ngs, and by the end of the voyage you could sh�p on any coast�ng
schooner.”

It was dur�ng th�s per�od, between the death of Johansen and the
arr�val on the seal�ng grounds, that I passed my pleasantest hours
on the Ghost. Wolf Larsen was qu�te cons�derate, the sa�lors helped
me, and I was no longer �n �rr�tat�ng contact w�th Thomas Mugr�dge.
And I make free to say, as the days went by, that I found I was tak�ng
a certa�n secret pr�de �n myself. Fantast�c as the s�tuat�on was,—a
land-lubber second �n command,—I was, nevertheless, carry�ng �t off
well; and dur�ng that br�ef t�me I was proud of myself, and I grew to
love the heave and roll of the Ghost under my feet as she wallowed
north and west through the trop�c sea to the �slet where we f�lled our
water-casks.

But my happ�ness was not unalloyed. It was comparat�ve, a per�od
of less m�sery sl�pped �n between a past of great m�ser�es and a
future of great m�ser�es. For the Ghost, so far as the seamen were
concerned, was a hell-sh�p of the worst descr�pt�on. They never had
a moment’s rest or peace. Wolf Larsen treasured aga�nst them the
attempt on h�s l�fe and the drubb�ng he had rece�ved �n the
forecastle; and morn�ng, noon, and n�ght, and all n�ght as well, he
devoted h�mself to mak�ng l�fe unl�vable for them.

He knew well the psychology of the l�ttle th�ng, and �t was the l�ttle
th�ngs by wh�ch he kept the crew worked up to the verge of
madness. I have seen Harr�son called from h�s bunk to put properly
away a m�splaced pa�ntbrush, and the two watches below haled from
the�r t�red sleep to accompany h�m and see h�m do �t. A l�ttle th�ng,
truly, but when mult�pl�ed by the thousand �ngen�ous dev�ces of such
a m�nd, the mental state of the men �n the forecastle may be sl�ghtly
comprehended.

Of course much grumbl�ng went on, and l�ttle outbursts were
cont�nually occurr�ng. Blows were struck, and there were always two
or three men nurs�ng �njur�es at the hands of the human beast who



was the�r master. Concerted act�on was �mposs�ble �n face of the
heavy arsenal of weapons carr�ed �n the steerage and cab�n. Leach
and Johnson were the two part�cular v�ct�ms of Wolf Larsen’s d�abol�c
temper, and the look of profound melancholy wh�ch had settled on
Johnson’s face and �n h�s eyes made my heart bleed.

W�th Leach �t was d�fferent. There was too much of the f�ght�ng
beast �n h�m. He seemed possessed by an �nsat�able fury wh�ch
gave no t�me for gr�ef. H�s l�ps had become d�storted �nto a
permanent snarl, wh�ch at mere s�ght of Wolf Larsen broke out �n
sound, horr�ble and menac�ng and, I do bel�eve, unconsc�ously. I
have seen h�m follow Wolf Larsen about w�th h�s eyes, l�ke an an�mal
�ts keeper, the wh�le the an�mal-l�ke snarl sounded deep �n h�s throat
and v�brated forth between h�s teeth.

I remember once, on deck, �n br�ght day, touch�ng h�m on the
shoulder as prel�m�nary to g�v�ng an order. H�s back was toward me,
and at the f�rst feel of my hand he leaped upr�ght �n the a�r and away
from me, snarl�ng and turn�ng h�s head as he leaped. He had for the
moment m�staken me for the man he hated.

Both he and Johnson would have k�lled Wolf Larsen at the
sl�ghtest opportun�ty, but the opportun�ty never came. Wolf Larsen
was too w�se for that, and, bes�des, they had no adequate weapons.
W�th the�r f�sts alone they had no chance whatever. T�me and aga�n
he fought �t out w�th Leach who fought back always, l�ke a w�ldcat,
tooth and na�l and f�st, unt�l stretched, exhausted or unconsc�ous, on
the deck. And he was never averse to another encounter. All the
dev�l that was �n h�m challenged the dev�l �n Wolf Larsen. They had
but to appear on deck at the same t�me, when they would be at �t,
curs�ng, snarl�ng, str�k�ng; and I have seen Leach fl�ng h�mself upon
Wolf Larsen w�thout warn�ng or provocat�on. Once he threw h�s
heavy sheath-kn�fe, m�ss�ng Wolf Larsen’s throat by an �nch. Another
t�me he dropped a steel marl�nsp�ke from the m�zzen crosstree. It
was a d�ff�cult cast to make on a roll�ng sh�p, but the sharp po�nt of
the sp�ke, wh�stl�ng seventy-f�ve feet through the a�r, barely m�ssed
Wolf Larsen’s head as he emerged from the cab�n compan�on-way
and drove �ts length two �nches and over �nto the sol�d deck-plank�ng.
St�ll another t�me, he stole �nto the steerage, possessed h�mself of a



loaded shot-gun, and was mak�ng a rush for the deck w�th �t when
caught by Kerfoot and d�sarmed.

I often wondered why Wolf Larsen d�d not k�ll h�m and make an
end of �t. But he only laughed and seemed to enjoy �t. There seemed
a certa�n sp�ce about �t, such as men must feel who take del�ght �n
mak�ng pets of feroc�ous an�mals.

“It g�ves a thr�ll to l�fe,” he expla�ned to me, “when l�fe �s carr�ed �n
one’s hand. Man �s a natural gambler, and l�fe �s the b�ggest stake he
can lay. The greater the odds, the greater the thr�ll. Why should I
deny myself the joy of exc�t�ng Leach’s soul to fever-p�tch? For that
matter, I do h�m a k�ndness. The greatness of sensat�on �s mutual.
He �s l�v�ng more royally than any man for’ard, though he does not
know �t. For he has what they have not—purpose, someth�ng to do
and be done, an all-absorb�ng end to str�ve to atta�n, the des�re to k�ll
me, the hope that he may k�ll me. Really, Hump, he �s l�v�ng deep
and h�gh. I doubt that he has ever l�ved so sw�ftly and keenly before,
and I honestly envy h�m, somet�mes, when I see h�m rag�ng at the
summ�t of pass�on and sens�b�l�ty.”

“Ah, but �t �s cowardly, cowardly!” I cr�ed. “You have all the
advantage.”

“Of the two of us, you and I, who �s the greater coward?” he asked
ser�ously. “If the s�tuat�on �s unpleas�ng, you comprom�se w�th your
consc�ence when you make yourself a party to �t. If you were really
great, really true to yourself, you would jo�n forces w�th Leach and
Johnson. But you are afra�d, you are afra�d. You want to l�ve. The l�fe
that �s �n you cr�es out that �t must l�ve, no matter what the cost; so
you l�ve �gnom�n�ously, untrue to the best you dream of, s�nn�ng
aga�nst your whole p�t�ful l�ttle code, and, �f there were a hell, head�ng
your soul stra�ght for �t. Bah! I play the braver part. I do no s�n, for I
am true to the prompt�ngs of the l�fe that �s �n me. I am s�ncere w�th
my soul at least, and that �s what you are not.”

There was a st�ng �n what he sa�d. Perhaps, after all, I was play�ng
a cowardly part. And the more I thought about �t the more �t
appeared that my duty to myself lay �n do�ng what he had adv�sed,
lay �n jo�n�ng forces w�th Johnson and Leach and work�ng for h�s
death. R�ght here, I th�nk, entered the austere consc�ence of my



Pur�tan ancestry, �mpell�ng me toward lur�d deeds and sanct�on�ng
even murder as r�ght conduct. I dwelt upon the �dea. It would be a
most moral act to r�d the world of such a monster. Human�ty would
be better and happ�er for �t, l�fe fa�rer and sweeter.

I pondered �t long, ly�ng sleepless �n my bunk and rev�ew�ng �n
endless process�on the facts of the s�tuat�on. I talked w�th Johnson
and Leach, dur�ng the n�ght watches when Wolf Larsen was below.
Both men had lost hope—Johnson, because of temperamental
despondency; Leach, because he had beaten h�mself out �n the va�n
struggle and was exhausted. But he caught my hand �n a pass�onate
gr�p one n�ght, say�ng:

“I th�nk yer square, Mr. Van Weyden. But stay where you are and
keep yer mouth shut. Say noth�n’ but saw wood. We’re dead men, I
know �t; but all the same you m�ght be able to do us a favour some
t�me when we need �t damn bad.”

It was only next day, when Wa�nwr�ght Island loomed to w�ndward,
close abeam, that Wolf Larsen opened h�s mouth �n prophecy. He
had attacked Johnson, been attacked by Leach, and had just
f�n�shed wh�pp�ng the pa�r of them.

“Leach,” he sa�d, “you know I’m go�ng to k�ll you some t�me or
other, don’t you?”

A snarl was the answer.
“And as for you, Johnson, you’ll get so t�red of l�fe before I’m

through w�th you that you’ll fl�ng yourself over the s�de. See �f you
don’t.”

“That’s a suggest�on,” he added, �n an as�de to me. “I’ll bet you a
month’s pay he acts upon �t.”

I had cher�shed a hope that h�s v�ct�ms would f�nd an opportun�ty to
escape wh�le f�ll�ng our water-barrels, but Wolf Larsen had selected
h�s spot well. The Ghost lay half-a-m�le beyond the surf-l�ne of a
lonely beach. Here debouched a deep gorge, w�th prec�p�tous,
volcan�c walls wh�ch no man could scale. And here, under h�s d�rect
superv�s�on—for he went ashore h�mself—Leach and Johnson f�lled
the small casks and rolled them down to the beach. They had no
chance to make a break for l�berty �n one of the boats.



Harr�son and Kelly, however, made such an attempt. They
composed one of the boats’ crews, and the�r task was to ply between
the schooner and the shore, carry�ng a s�ngle cask each tr�p. Just
before d�nner, start�ng for the beach w�th an empty barrel, they
altered the�r course and bore away to the left to round the
promontory wh�ch jutted �nto the sea between them and l�berty.
Beyond �ts foam�ng base lay the pretty v�llages of the Japanese
colon�sts and sm�l�ng valleys wh�ch penetrated deep �nto the �nter�or.
Once �n the fastnesses they prom�sed, and the two men could defy
Wolf Larsen.

I had observed Henderson and Smoke lo�ter�ng about the deck all
morn�ng, and I now learned why they were there. Procur�ng the�r
r�fles, they opened f�re �n a le�surely manner, upon the deserters. It
was a cold-blooded exh�b�t�on of marksmansh�p. At f�rst the�r bullets
z�pped harmlessly along the surface of the water on e�ther s�de the
boat; but, as the men cont�nued to pull lust�ly, they struck closer and
closer.

“Now, watch me take Kelly’s r�ght oar,” Smoke sa�d, draw�ng a
more careful a�m.

I was look�ng through the glasses, and I saw the oar-blade shatter
as he shot. Henderson dupl�cated �t, select�ng Harr�son’s r�ght oar.
The boat slewed around. The two rema�n�ng oars were qu�ckly
broken. The men tr�ed to row w�th the spl�nters, and had them shot
out of the�r hands. Kelly r�pped up a bottom board and began
paddl�ng, but dropped �t w�th a cry of pa�n as �ts spl�nters drove �nto
h�s hands. Then they gave up, lett�ng the boat dr�ft t�ll a second boat,
sent from the shore by Wolf Larsen, took them �n tow and brought
them aboard.

Late that afternoon we hove up anchor and got away. Noth�ng was
before us but the three or four months’ hunt�ng on the seal�ng
grounds. The outlook was black �ndeed, and I went about my work
w�th a heavy heart. An almost funereal gloom seemed to have
descended upon the Ghost. Wolf Larsen had taken to h�s bunk w�th
one of h�s strange, spl�tt�ng headaches. Harr�son stood l�stlessly at
the wheel, half support�ng h�mself by �t, as though wear�ed by the
we�ght of h�s flesh. The rest of the men were morose and s�lent. I



came upon Kelly crouch�ng to the lee of the forecastle scuttle, h�s
head on h�s knees, h�s arms about h�s head, �n an att�tude of
unutterable despondency.

Johnson I found ly�ng full length on the forecastle head, star�ng at
the troubled churn of the forefoot, and I remembered w�th horror the
suggest�on Wolf Larsen had made. It seemed l�kely to bear fru�t. I
tr�ed to break �n on the man’s morb�d thoughts by call�ng h�m away,
but he sm�led sadly at me and refused to obey.

Leach approached me as I returned aft.
“I want to ask a favour, Mr. Van Weyden,” he sa�d. “If �t’s yer luck to

ever make ’Fr�sco once more, w�ll you hunt up Matt McCarthy? He’s
my old man. He l�ves on the H�ll, back of the Mayfa�r bakery, runn�n’
a cobbler’s shop that everybody knows, and you’ll have no trouble.
Tell h�m I l�ved to be sorry for the trouble I brought h�m and the th�ngs
I done, and—and just tell h�m ‘God bless h�m,’ for me.”

I nodded my head, but sa�d, “We’ll all w�n back to San Franc�sco,
Leach, and you’ll be w�th me when I go to see Matt McCarthy.”

“I’d l�ke to bel�eve you,” he answered, shak�ng my hand, “but I
can’t. Wolf Larsen ’ll do for me, I know �t; and all I can hope �s, he’ll
do �t qu�ck.”

And as he left me I was aware of the same des�re at my heart.
S�nce �t was to be done, let �t be done w�th despatch. The general
gloom had gathered me �nto �ts folds. The worst appeared �nev�table;
and as I paced the deck, hour after hour, I found myself affl�cted w�th
Wolf Larsen’s repuls�ve �deas. What was �t all about? Where was the
grandeur of l�fe that �t should perm�t such wanton destruct�on of
human souls? It was a cheap and sord�d th�ng after all, th�s l�fe, and
the sooner over the better. Over and done w�th! I, too, leaned upon
the ra�l and gazed long�ngly �nto the sea, w�th the certa�nty that
sooner or later I should be s�nk�ng down, down, through the cool
green depths of �ts obl�v�on.



CHAPTER XVII.

Strange to say, �n sp�te of the general forebod�ng, noth�ng of
espec�al moment happened on the Ghost. We ran on to the north
and west t�ll we ra�sed the coast of Japan and p�cked up w�th the
great seal herd. Com�ng from no man knew where �n the �ll�m�table
Pac�f�c, �t was travell�ng north on �ts annual m�grat�on to the rooker�es
of Ber�ng Sea. And north we travelled w�th �t, ravag�ng and
destroy�ng, fl�ng�ng the naked carcasses to the shark and salt�ng
down the sk�ns so that they m�ght later adorn the fa�r shoulders of
the women of the c�t�es.

It was wanton slaughter, and all for woman’s sake. No man ate of
the seal meat or the o�l. After a good day’s k�ll�ng I have seen our
decks covered w�th h�des and bod�es, sl�ppery w�th fat and blood, the
scuppers runn�ng red; masts, ropes, and ra�ls spattered w�th the
sangu�nary colour; and the men, l�ke butchers ply�ng the�r trade,
naked and red of arm and hand, hard at work w�th r�pp�ng and
flens�ng-kn�ves, remov�ng the sk�ns from the pretty sea-creatures
they had k�lled.

It was my task to tally the pelts as they came aboard from the
boats, to oversee the sk�nn�ng and afterward the cleans�ng of the
decks and br�ng�ng th�ngs sh�p-shape aga�n. It was not pleasant
work. My soul and my stomach revolted at �t; and yet, �n a way, th�s
handl�ng and d�rect�ng of many men was good for me. It developed
what l�ttle execut�ve ab�l�ty I possessed, and I was aware of a
toughen�ng or harden�ng wh�ch I was undergo�ng and wh�ch could
not be anyth�ng but wholesome for “S�ssy” Van Weyden.

One th�ng I was beg�nn�ng to feel, and that was that I could never
aga�n be qu�te the same man I had been. Wh�le my hope and fa�th �n
human l�fe st�ll surv�ved Wolf Larsen’s destruct�ve cr�t�c�sm, he had



nevertheless been a cause of change �n m�nor matters. He had
opened up for me the world of the real, of wh�ch I had known
pract�cally noth�ng and from wh�ch I had always shrunk. I had
learned to look more closely at l�fe as �t was l�ved, to recogn�ze that
there were such th�ngs as facts �n the world, to emerge from the
realm of m�nd and �dea and to place certa�n values on the concrete
and object�ve phases of ex�stence.

I saw more of Wolf Larsen than ever when we had ga�ned the
grounds. For when the weather was fa�r and we were �n the m�dst of
the herd, all hands were away �n the boats, and left on board were
only he and I, and Thomas Mugr�dge, who d�d not count. But there
was no play about �t. The s�x boats, spread�ng out fan-w�se from the
schooner unt�l the f�rst weather boat and the last lee boat were
anywhere from ten to twenty m�les apart, cru�sed along a stra�ght
course over the sea t�ll n�ghtfall or bad weather drove them �n. It was
our duty to sa�l the Ghost well to leeward of the last lee boat, so that
all the boats should have fa�r w�nd to run for us �n case of squalls or
threaten�ng weather.

It �s no sl�ght matter for two men, part�cularly when a st�ff w�nd has
sprung up, to handle a vessel l�ke the Ghost, steer�ng, keep�ng look-
out for the boats, and sett�ng or tak�ng �n sa�l; so �t devolved upon me
to learn, and learn qu�ckly. Steer�ng I p�cked up eas�ly, but runn�ng
aloft to the crosstrees and sw�ng�ng my whole we�ght by my arms
when I left the ratl�nes and cl�mbed st�ll h�gher, was more d�ff�cult.
Th�s, too, I learned, and qu�ckly, for I felt somehow a w�ld des�re to
v�nd�cate myself �n Wolf Larsen’s eyes, to prove my r�ght to l�ve �n
ways other than of the m�nd. Nay, the t�me came when I took joy �n
the run of the masthead and �n the cl�ng�ng on by my legs at that
precar�ous he�ght wh�le I swept the sea w�th glasses �n search of the
boats.

I remember one beaut�ful day, when the boats left early and the
reports of the hunters’ guns grew d�m and d�stant and d�ed away as
they scattered far and w�de over the sea. There was just the fa�ntest
w�nd from the westward; but �t breathed �ts last by the t�me we
managed to get to leeward of the last lee boat. One by one—I was at
the masthead and saw—the s�x boats d�sappeared over the bulge of



the earth as they followed the seal �nto the west. We lay, scarcely
roll�ng on the plac�d sea, unable to follow. Wolf Larsen was
apprehens�ve. The barometer was down, and the sky to the east d�d
not please h�m. He stud�ed �t w�th unceas�ng v�g�lance.

“If she comes out of there,” he sa�d, “hard and snappy, putt�ng us
to w�ndward of the boats, �t’s l�kely there’ll be empty bunks �n
steerage and fo’c’sle.”

By eleven o’clock the sea had become glass. By m�dday, though
we were well up �n the northerly lat�tudes, the heat was s�cken�ng.
There was no freshness �n the a�r. It was sultry and oppress�ve,
rem�nd�ng me of what the old Cal�forn�ans term “earthquake
weather.” There was someth�ng om�nous about �t, and �n �ntang�ble
ways one was made to feel that the worst was about to come. Slowly
the whole eastern sky f�lled w�th clouds that over-towered us l�ke
some black s�erra of the �nfernal reg�ons. So clearly could one see
cañon, gorge, and prec�p�ce, and the shadows that l�e there�n, that
one looked unconsc�ously for the wh�te surf-l�ne and bellow�ng
caverns where the sea charges on the land. And st�ll we rocked
gently, and there was no w�nd.

“It’s no squall,” Wolf Larsen sa�d. “Old Mother Nature’s go�ng to get
up on her h�nd legs and howl for all that’s �n her, and �t’ll keep us
jump�ng, Hump, to pull through w�th half our boats. You’d better run
up and loosen the topsa�ls.”

“But �f �t �s go�ng to howl, and there are only two of us?” I asked, a
note of protest �n my vo�ce.

“Why we’ve got to make the best of the f�rst of �t and run down to
our boats before our canvas �s r�pped out of us. After that I don’t g�ve
a rap what happens. The st�cks ’ll stand �t, and you and I w�ll have to,
though we’ve plenty cut out for us.”

St�ll the calm cont�nued. We ate d�nner, a hurr�ed and anx�ous
meal for me w�th e�ghteen men abroad on the sea and beyond the
bulge of the earth, and w�th that heaven-roll�ng mounta�n range of
clouds mov�ng slowly down upon us. Wolf Larsen d�d not seem
affected, however; though I not�ced, when we returned to the deck, a
sl�ght tw�tch�ng of the nostr�ls, a percept�ble qu�ckness of movement.
H�s face was stern, the l�nes of �t had grown hard, and yet �n h�s eyes



—blue, clear blue th�s day—there was a strange br�ll�ancy, a br�ght
sc�nt�llat�ng l�ght. It struck me that he was joyous, �n a feroc�ous sort
of way; that he was glad there was an �mpend�ng struggle; that he
was thr�lled and upborne w�th knowledge that one of the great
moments of l�v�ng, when the t�de of l�fe surges up �n flood, was upon
h�m.

Once, and unw�tt�ng that he d�d so or that I saw, he laughed aloud,
mock�ngly and def�antly, at the advanc�ng storm. I see h�m yet
stand�ng there l�ke a p�gmy out of the Arab�an N�ghts before the huge
front of some mal�gnant gen�e. He was dar�ng dest�ny, and he was
unafra�d.

He walked to the galley. “Cooky, by the t�me you’ve f�n�shed pots
and pans you’ll be wanted on deck. Stand ready for a call.”

“Hump,” he sa�d, becom�ng cogn�zant of the fasc�nated gaze I bent
upon h�m, “th�s beats wh�sky and �s where your Omar m�sses. I th�nk
he only half l�ved after all.”

The western half of the sky had by now grown murky. The sun had
d�mmed and faded out of s�ght. It was two �n the afternoon, and a
ghostly tw�l�ght, shot through by wander�ng purpl�sh l�ghts, had
descended upon us. In th�s purpl�sh l�ght Wolf Larsen’s face glowed
and glowed, and to my exc�ted fancy he appeared enc�rcled by a
halo. We lay �n the m�dst of an unearthly qu�et, wh�le all about us
were s�gns and omens of oncom�ng sound and movement. The
sultry heat had become unendurable. The sweat was stand�ng on my
forehead, and I could feel �t tr�ckl�ng down my nose. I felt as though I
should fa�nt, and reached out to the ra�l for support.

And then, just then, the fa�ntest poss�ble wh�sper of a�r passed by.
It was from the east, and l�ke a wh�sper �t came and went. The
droop�ng canvas was not st�rred, and yet my face had felt the a�r and
been cooled.

“Cooky,” Wolf Larsen called �n a low vo�ce. Thomas Mugr�dge
turned a p�t�able scared face. “Let go that foreboom tackle and pass
�t across, and when she’s w�ll�ng let go the sheet and come �n snug
w�th the tackle. And �f you make a mess of �t, �t w�ll be the last you
ever make. Understand?”



“Mr. Van Weyden, stand by to pass the head-sa�ls over. Then jump
for the topsa�ls and spread them qu�ck as God’ll let you—the qu�cker
you do �t the eas�er you’ll f�nd �t. As for Cooky, �f he �sn’t l�vely bat h�m
between the eyes.”

I was aware of the compl�ment and pleased, �n that no threat had
accompan�ed my �nstruct�ons. We were ly�ng head to north-west, and
�t was h�s �ntent�on to j�be over all w�th the f�rst puff.

“We’ll have the breeze on our quarter,” he expla�ned to me. “By the
last guns the boats were bear�ng away sl�ghtly to the south’ard.”

He turned and walked aft to the wheel. I went forward and took my
stat�on at the j�bs. Another wh�sper of w�nd, and another, passed by.
The canvas flapped laz�ly.

“Thank Gawd she’s not com�n’ all of a bunch, Mr. Van Weyden,”
was the Cockney’s fervent ejaculat�on.

And I was �ndeed thankful, for I had by th�s t�me learned enough to
know, w�th all our canvas spread, what d�saster �n such event
awa�ted us. The wh�spers of w�nd became puffs, the sa�ls f�lled, the
Ghost moved. Wolf Larsen put the wheel hard up, to port, and we
began to pay off. The w�nd was now dead astern, mutter�ng and
puff�ng stronger and stronger, and my head-sa�ls were pound�ng
lust�ly. I d�d not see what went on elsewhere, though I felt the sudden
surge and heel of the schooner as the w�nd-pressures changed to
the j�b�ng of the fore- and ma�n-sa�ls. My hands were full w�th the
fly�ng-j�b, j�b, and staysa�l; and by the t�me th�s part of my task was
accompl�shed the Ghost was leap�ng �nto the south-west, the w�nd
on her quarter and all her sheets to starboard. W�thout paus�ng for
breath, though my heart was beat�ng l�ke a tr�p-hammer from my
exert�ons, I sprang to the topsa�ls, and before the w�nd had become
too strong we had them fa�rly set and were co�l�ng down. Then I went
aft for orders.

Wolf Larsen nodded approval and rel�nqu�shed the wheel to me.
The w�nd was strengthen�ng stead�ly and the sea r�s�ng. For an hour
I steered, each moment becom�ng more d�ff�cult. I had not the
exper�ence to steer at the ga�t we were go�ng on a quarter�ng course.

“Now take a run up w�th the glasses and ra�se some of the boats.
We’ve made at least ten knots, and we’re go�ng twelve or th�rteen



now. The old g�rl knows how to walk.”
I contested myself w�th the fore crosstrees, some seventy feet

above the deck. As I searched the vacant stretch of water before me,
I comprehended thoroughly the need for haste �f we were to recover
any of our men. Indeed, as I gazed at the heavy sea through wh�ch
we were runn�ng, I doubted that there was a boat afloat. It d�d not
seem poss�ble that such fra�l craft could surv�ve such stress of w�nd
and water.

I could not feel the full force of the w�nd, for we were runn�ng w�th
�t; but from my lofty perch I looked down as though outs�de the Ghost
and apart from her, and saw the shape of her outl�ned sharply
aga�nst the foam�ng sea as she tore along �nst�nct w�th l�fe.
Somet�mes she would l�ft and send across some great wave, bury�ng
her starboard-ra�l from v�ew, and cover�ng her deck to the hatches
w�th the bo�l�ng ocean. At such moments, start�ng from a w�ndward
roll, I would go fly�ng through the a�r w�th d�zzy�ng sw�ftness, as
though I clung to the end of a huge, �nverted pendulum, the arc of
wh�ch, between the greater rolls, must have been seventy feet or
more. Once, the terror of th�s g�ddy sweep overpowered me, and for
a wh�le I clung on, hand and foot, weak and trembl�ng, unable to
search the sea for the m�ss�ng boats or to behold aught of the sea
but that wh�ch roared beneath and strove to overwhelm the Ghost.

But the thought of the men �n the m�dst of �t stead�ed me, and �n
my quest for them I forgot myself. For an hour I saw noth�ng but the
naked, desolate sea. And then, where a vagrant shaft of sunl�ght
struck the ocean and turned �ts surface to wrathful s�lver, I caught a
small black speck thrust skyward for an �nstant and swallowed up. I
wa�ted pat�ently. Aga�n the t�ny po�nt of black projected �tself through
the wrathful blaze a couple of po�nts off our port-bow. I d�d not
attempt to shout, but commun�cated the news to Wolf Larsen by
wav�ng my arm. He changed the course, and I s�gnalled aff�rmat�on
when the speck showed dead ahead.

It grew larger, and so sw�ftly that for the f�rst t�me I fully
apprec�ated the speed of our fl�ght. Wolf Larsen mot�oned for me to
come down, and when I stood bes�de h�m at the wheel gave me
�nstruct�ons for heav�ng to.



“Expect all hell to break loose,” he caut�oned me, “but don’t m�nd
�t. Yours �s to do your own work and to have Cooky stand by the fore-
sheet.”

I managed to make my way forward, but there was l�ttle cho�ce of
s�des, for the weather-ra�l seemed bur�ed as often as the lee. Hav�ng
�nstructed Thomas Mugr�dge as to what he was to do, I clambered
�nto the fore-r�gg�ng a few feet. The boat was now very close, and I
could make out pla�nly that �t was ly�ng head to w�nd and sea and
dragg�ng on �ts mast and sa�l, wh�ch had been thrown overboard and
made to serve as a sea-anchor. The three men were ba�l�ng. Each
roll�ng mounta�n whelmed them from v�ew, and I would wa�t w�th
s�cken�ng anx�ety, fear�ng that they would never appear aga�n. Then,
and w�th black suddenness, the boat would shoot clear through the
foam�ng crest, bow po�nted to the sky, and the whole length of her
bottom show�ng, wet and dark, t�ll she seemed on end. There would
be a fleet�ng gl�mpse of the three men fl�ng�ng water �n frant�c haste,
when she would topple over and fall �nto the yawn�ng valley, bow
down and show�ng her full �ns�de length to the stern upreared almost
d�rectly above the bow. Each t�me that she reappeared was a
m�racle.

The Ghost suddenly changed her course, keep�ng away, and �t
came to me w�th a shock that Wolf Larsen was g�v�ng up the rescue
as �mposs�ble. Then I real�zed that he was prepar�ng to heave to,
and dropped to the deck to be �n read�ness. We were now dead
before the w�nd, the boat far away and abreast of us. I felt an abrupt
eas�ng of the schooner, a loss for the moment of all stra�n and
pressure, coupled w�th a sw�ft accelerat�on of speed. She was
rush�ng around on her heel �nto the w�nd.

As she arr�ved at r�ght angles to the sea, the full force of the w�nd
(from wh�ch we had h�therto run away) caught us. I was unfortunately
and �gnorantly fac�ng �t. It stood up aga�nst me l�ke a wall, f�ll�ng my
lungs w�th a�r wh�ch I could not expel. And as I choked and
strangled, and as the Ghost wallowed for an �nstant, broads�de on
and roll�ng stra�ght over and far �nto the w�nd, I beheld a huge sea
r�se far above my head. I turned as�de, caught my breath, and looked
aga�n. The wave over-topped the Ghost, and I gazed sheer up and



�nto �t. A shaft of sunl�ght smote the over-curl, and I caught a gl�mpse
of translucent, rush�ng green, backed by a m�lky smother of foam.

Then �t descended, pandemon�um broke loose, everyth�ng
happened at once. I was struck a crush�ng, stunn�ng blow, nowhere
�n part�cular and yet everywhere. My hold had been broken loose, I
was under water, and the thought passed through my m�nd that th�s
was the terr�ble th�ng of wh�ch I had heard, the be�ng swept �n the
trough of the sea. My body struck and pounded as �t was dashed
helplessly along and turned over and over, and when I could hold my
breath no longer, I breathed the st�ng�ng salt water �nto my lungs. But
through �t all I clung to the one �dea—I must get the j�b backed over
to w�ndward. I had no fear of death. I had no doubt but that I should
come through somehow. And as th�s �dea of fulf�ll�ng Wolf Larsen’s
order pers�sted �n my dazed consc�ousness, I seemed to see h�m
stand�ng at the wheel �n the m�dst of the w�ld welter, p�tt�ng h�s w�ll
aga�nst the w�ll of the storm and defy�ng �t.

I brought up v�olently aga�nst what I took to be the ra�l, breathed,
and breathed the sweet a�r aga�n. I tr�ed to r�se, but struck my head
and was knocked back on hands and knees. By some freak of the
waters I had been swept clear under the forecastle-head and �nto the
eyes. As I scrambled out on all fours, I passed over the body of
Thomas Mugr�dge, who lay �n a groan�ng heap. There was no t�me to
�nvest�gate. I must get the j�b backed over.

When I emerged on deck �t seemed that the end of everyth�ng had
come. On all s�des there was a rend�ng and crash�ng of wood and
steel and canvas. The Ghost was be�ng wrenched and torn to
fragments. The foresa�l and fore-topsa�l, empt�ed of the w�nd by the
manœuvre, and w�th no one to br�ng �n the sheet �n t�me, were
thunder�ng �nto r�bbons, the heavy boom thresh�ng and spl�nter�ng
from ra�l to ra�l. The a�r was th�ck w�th fly�ng wreckage, detached
ropes and stays were h�ss�ng and co�l�ng l�ke snakes, and down
through �t all crashed the gaff of the foresa�l.

The spar could not have m�ssed me by many �nches, wh�le �t
spurred me to act�on. Perhaps the s�tuat�on was not hopeless. I
remembered Wolf Larsen’s caut�on. He had expected all hell to
break loose, and here �t was. And where was he? I caught s�ght of



h�m to�l�ng at the ma�n-sheet, heav�ng �t �n and flat w�th h�s
tremendous muscles, the stern of the schooner l�fted h�gh �n the a�r
and h�s body outl�ned aga�nst a wh�te surge of sea sweep�ng past. All
th�s, and more,—a whole world of chaos and wreck,—�n poss�bly
f�fteen seconds I had seen and heard and grasped.

I d�d not stop to see what had become of the small boat, but
sprang to the j�b-sheet. The j�b �tself was beg�nn�ng to slap, part�ally
f�ll�ng and empty�ng w�th sharp reports; but w�th a turn of the sheet
and the appl�cat�on of my whole strength each t�me �t slapped, I
slowly backed �t. Th�s I know: I d�d my best. I pulled t�ll I burst open
the ends of all my f�ngers; and wh�le I pulled, the fly�ng-j�b and
staysa�l spl�t the�r cloths apart and thundered �nto noth�ngness.

St�ll I pulled, hold�ng what I ga�ned each t�me w�th a double turn
unt�l the next slap gave me more. Then the sheet gave w�th greater
ease, and Wolf Larsen was bes�de me, heav�ng �n alone wh�le I was
bus�ed tak�ng up the slack.

“Make fast!” he shouted. “And come on!”
As I followed h�m, I noted that �n sp�te of rack and ru�n a rough

order obta�ned. The Ghost was hove to. She was st�ll �n work�ng
order, and she was st�ll work�ng. Though the rest of her sa�ls were
gone, the j�b, backed to w�ndward, and the ma�nsa�l hauled down flat,
were themselves hold�ng, and hold�ng her bow to the fur�ous sea as
well.

I looked for the boat, and, wh�le Wolf Larsen cleared the boat-
tackles, saw �t l�ft to leeward on a b�g sea and not a score of feet
away. And, so n�cely had he made h�s calculat�on, we dr�fted fa�rly
down upon �t, so that noth�ng rema�ned to do but hook the tackles to
e�ther end and ho�st �t aboard. But th�s was not done so eas�ly as �t �s
wr�tten.

In the bow was Kerfoot, Oofty-Oofty �n the stern, and Kelly
am�dsh�ps. As we dr�fted closer the boat would r�se on a wave wh�le
we sank �n the trough, t�ll almost stra�ght above me I could see the
heads of the three men craned overs�de and look�ng down. Then, the
next moment, we would l�ft and soar upward wh�le they sank far
down beneath us. It seemed �ncred�ble that the next surge should
not crush the Ghost down upon the t�ny eggshell.



But, at the r�ght moment, I passed the tackle to the Kanaka, wh�le
Wolf Larsen d�d the same th�ng forward to Kerfoot. Both tackles were
hooked �n a tr�ce, and the three men, deftly t�m�ng the roll, made a
s�multaneous leap aboard the schooner. As the Ghost rolled her s�de
out of water, the boat was l�fted snugly aga�nst her, and before the
return roll came, we had heaved �t �n over the s�de and turned �t
bottom up on the deck. I not�ced blood spout�ng from Kerfoot’s left
hand. In some way the th�rd f�nger had been crushed to a pulp. But
he gave no s�gn of pa�n, and w�th h�s s�ngle r�ght hand helped us lash
the boat �n �ts place.

“Stand by to let that j�b over, you Oofty!” Wolf Larsen commanded,
the very second we had f�n�shed w�th the boat. “Kelly, come aft and
slack off the ma�n-sheet! You, Kerfoot, go for’ard and see what’s
become of Cooky! Mr. Van Weyden, run aloft aga�n, and cut away
any stray stuff on your way!”

And hav�ng commanded, he went aft w�th h�s pecul�ar t�ger�sh
leaps to the wheel. Wh�le I to�led up the fore-shrouds the Ghost
slowly pa�d off. Th�s t�me, as we went �nto the trough of the sea and
were swept, there were no sa�ls to carry away. And, halfway to the
crosstrees and flattened aga�nst the r�gg�ng by the full force of the
w�nd so that �t would have been �mposs�ble for me to have fallen, the
Ghost almost on her beam-ends and the masts parallel w�th the
water, I looked, not down, but at almost r�ght angles from the
perpend�cular, to the deck of the Ghost. But I saw, not the deck, but
where the deck should have been, for �t was bur�ed beneath a w�ld
tumbl�ng of water. Out of th�s water I could see the two masts r�s�ng,
and that was all. The Ghost, for the moment, was bur�ed beneath the
sea. As she squared off more and more, escap�ng from the s�de
pressure, she r�ghted herself and broke her deck, l�ke a whale’s
back, through the ocean surface.

Then we raced, and w�ldly, across the w�ld sea, the wh�le I hung
l�ke a fly �n the crosstrees and searched for the other boats. In half-
an-hour I s�ghted the second one, swamped and bottom up, to wh�ch
were desperately cl�ng�ng Jock Horner, fat Lou�s, and Johnson. Th�s
t�me I rema�ned aloft, and Wolf Larsen succeeded �n heav�ng to
w�thout be�ng swept. As before, we dr�fted down upon �t. Tackles



were made fast and l�nes flung to the men, who scrambled aboard
l�ke monkeys. The boat �tself was crushed and spl�ntered aga�nst the
schooner’s s�de as �t came �nboard; but the wreck was securely
lashed, for �t could be patched and made whole aga�n.

Once more the Ghost bore away before the storm, th�s t�me so
submerg�ng herself that for some seconds I thought she would never
reappear. Even the wheel, qu�te a deal h�gher than the wa�st, was
covered and swept aga�n and aga�n. At such moments I felt
strangely alone w�th God, alone w�th h�m and watch�ng the chaos of
h�s wrath. And then the wheel would reappear, and Wolf Larsen’s
broad shoulders, h�s hands gr�pp�ng the spokes and hold�ng the
schooner to the course of h�s w�ll, h�mself an earth-god, dom�nat�ng
the storm, fl�ng�ng �ts descend�ng waters from h�m and r�d�ng �t to h�s
own ends. And oh, the marvel of �t! the marvel of �t! That t�ny men
should l�ve and breathe and work, and dr�ve so fra�l a contr�vance of
wood and cloth through so tremendous an elemental str�fe.

As before, the Ghost swung out of the trough, l�ft�ng her deck
aga�n out of the sea, and dashed before the howl�ng blast. It was
now half-past f�ve, and half-an-hour later, when the last of the day
lost �tself �n a d�m and fur�ous tw�l�ght, I s�ghted a th�rd boat. It was
bottom up, and there was no s�gn of �ts crew. Wolf Larsen repeated
h�s manœuvre, hold�ng off and then round�ng up to w�ndward and
dr�ft�ng down upon �t. But th�s t�me he m�ssed by forty feet, the boat
pass�ng astern.

“Number four boat!” Oofty-Oofty cr�ed, h�s keen eyes read�ng �ts
number �n the one second when �t l�fted clear of the foam, and
ups�de down.

It was Henderson’s boat and w�th h�m had been lost Holyoak and
W�ll�ams, another of the deep-water crowd. Lost they �ndub�tably
were; but the boat rema�ned, and Wolf Larsen made one more
reckless effort to recover �t. I had come down to the deck, and I saw
Horner and Kerfoot va�nly protest aga�nst the attempt.

“By God, I’ll not be robbed of my boat by any storm that ever blew
out of hell!” he shouted, and though we four stood w�th our heads
together that we m�ght hear, h�s vo�ce seemed fa�nt and far, as
though removed from us an �mmense d�stance.



“Mr. Van Weyden!” he cr�ed, and I heard through the tumult as one
m�ght hear a wh�sper. “Stand by that j�b w�th Johnson and Oofty! The
rest of you ta�l aft to the ma�nsheet! L�vely now! or I’ll sa�l you all �nto
K�ngdom Come! Understand?”

And when he put the wheel hard over and the Ghost’s bow swung
off, there was noth�ng for the hunters to do but obey and make the
best of a r�sky chance. How great the r�sk I real�zed when I was once
more bur�ed beneath the pound�ng seas and cl�ng�ng for l�fe to the
p�nra�l at the foot of the foremast. My f�ngers were torn loose, and I
swept across to the s�de and over the s�de �nto the sea. I could not
sw�m, but before I could s�nk I was swept back aga�n. A strong hand
gr�pped me, and when the Ghost f�nally emerged, I found that I owed
my l�fe to Johnson. I saw h�m look�ng anx�ously about h�m, and noted
that Kelly, who had come forward at the last moment, was m�ss�ng.

Th�s t�me, hav�ng m�ssed the boat, and not be�ng �n the same
pos�t�on as �n the prev�ous �nstances, Wolf Larsen was compelled to
resort to a d�fferent manœuvre. Runn�ng off before the w�nd w�th
everyth�ng to starboard, he came about, and returned close-hauled
on the port tack.

“Grand!” Johnson shouted �n my ear, as we successfully came
through the attendant deluge, and I knew he referred, not to Wolf
Larsen’s seamansh�p, but to the performance of the Ghost herself.

It was now so dark that there was no s�gn of the boat; but Wolf
Larsen held back through the fr�ghtful turmo�l as �f gu�ded by unerr�ng
�nst�nct. Th�s t�me, though we were cont�nually half-bur�ed, there was
no trough �n wh�ch to be swept, and we dr�fted squarely down upon
the upturned boat, badly smash�ng �t as �t was heaved �nboard.

Two hours of terr�ble work followed, �n wh�ch all hands of us—two
hunters, three sa�lors, Wolf Larsen and I—reefed, f�rst one and then
the other, the j�b and ma�nsa�l. Hove to under th�s short canvas, our
decks were comparat�vely free of water, wh�le the Ghost bobbed and
ducked amongst the combers l�ke a cork.

I had burst open the ends of my f�ngers at the very f�rst, and dur�ng
the reef�ng I had worked w�th tears of pa�n runn�ng down my cheeks.
And when all was done, I gave up l�ke a woman and rolled upon the
deck �n the agony of exhaust�on.



In the meant�me Thomas Mugr�dge, l�ke a drowned rat, was be�ng
dragged out from under the forecastle head where he had cravenly
ensconced h�mself. I saw h�m pulled aft to the cab�n, and noted w�th
a shock of surpr�se that the galley had d�sappeared. A clean space
of deck showed where �t had stood.

In the cab�n I found all hands assembled, sa�lors as well, and wh�le
coffee was be�ng cooked over the small stove we drank wh�sky and
crunched hard-tack. Never �n my l�fe had food been so welcome.
And never had hot coffee tasted so good. So v�olently d�d the Ghost
p�tch and toss and tumble that �t was �mposs�ble for even the sa�lors
to move about w�thout hold�ng on, and several t�mes, after a cry of
“Now she takes �t!” we were heaped upon the wall of the port cab�ns
as though �t had been the deck.

“To hell w�th a look-out,” I heard Wolf Larsen say when we had
eaten and drunk our f�ll. “There’s noth�ng can be done on deck. If
anyth�ng’s go�ng to run us down we couldn’t get out of �ts way. Turn
�n, all hands, and get some sleep.”

The sa�lors sl�pped forward, sett�ng the s�de-l�ghts as they went,
wh�le the two hunters rema�ned to sleep �n the cab�n, �t not be�ng
deemed adv�sable to open the sl�de to the steerage compan�on-way.
Wolf Larsen and I, between us, cut off Kerfoot’s crushed f�nger and
sewed up the stump. Mugr�dge, who, dur�ng all the t�me he had been
compelled to cook and serve coffee and keep the f�re go�ng, had
compla�ned of �nternal pa�ns, now swore that he had a broken r�b or
two. On exam�nat�on we found that he had three. But h�s case was
deferred to next day, pr�nc�pally for the reason that I d�d not know
anyth�ng about broken r�bs and would f�rst have to read �t up.

“I don’t th�nk �t was worth �t,” I sa�d to Wolf Larsen, “a broken boat
for Kelly’s l�fe.”

“But Kelly d�dn’t amount to much,” was the reply. “Good-n�ght.”
After all that had passed, suffer�ng �ntolerable angu�sh �n my

f�nger-ends, and w�th three boats m�ss�ng, to say noth�ng of the w�ld
capers the Ghost was cutt�ng, I should have thought �t �mposs�ble to
sleep. But my eyes must have closed the �nstant my head touched
the p�llow, and �n utter exhaust�on I slept throughout the n�ght, the



wh�le the Ghost, lonely and und�rected, fought her way through the
storm.



CHAPTER XVIII.

The next day, wh�le the storm was blow�ng �tself out, Wolf Larsen
and I crammed anatomy and surgery and set Mugr�dge’s r�bs. Then,
when the storm broke, Wolf Larsen cru�sed back and forth over that
port�on of the ocean where we had encountered �t, and somewhat
more to the westward, wh�le the boats were be�ng repa�red and new
sa�ls made and bent. Seal�ng schooner after seal�ng schooner we
s�ghted and boarded, most of wh�ch were �n search of lost boats, and
most of wh�ch were carry�ng boats and crews they had p�cked up
and wh�ch d�d not belong to them. For the th�ck of the fleet had been
to the westward of us, and the boats, scattered far and w�de, had
headed �n mad fl�ght for the nearest refuge.

Two of our boats, w�th men all safe, we took off the C�sco, and, to
Wolf Larsen’s huge del�ght and my own gr�ef, he culled Smoke, w�th
N�lson and Leach, from the San D�ego. So that, at the end of f�ve
days, we found ourselves short but four men—Henderson, Holyoak,
W�ll�ams, and Kelly,—and were once more hunt�ng on the flanks of
the herd.

As we followed �t north we began to encounter the dreaded sea-
fogs. Day after day the boats lowered and were swallowed up almost
ere they touched the water, wh�le we on board pumped the horn at
regular �ntervals and every f�fteen m�nutes f�red the bomb gun. Boats
were cont�nually be�ng lost and found, �t be�ng the custom for a boat
to hunt, on lay, w�th whatever schooner p�cked �t up, unt�l such t�me �t
was recovered by �ts own schooner. But Wolf Larsen, as was to be
expected, be�ng a boat short, took possess�on of the f�rst stray one
and compelled �ts men to hunt w�th the Ghost, not perm�tt�ng them to
return to the�r own schooner when we s�ghted �t. I remember how he
forced the hunter and h�s two men below, a r�fle at the�r breasts,



when the�r capta�n passed by at b�scu�t-toss and ha�led us for
�nformat�on.

Thomas Mugr�dge, so strangely and pert�nac�ously cl�ng�ng to l�fe,
was soon l�mp�ng about aga�n and perform�ng h�s double dut�es of
cook and cab�n-boy. Johnson and Leach were bull�ed and beaten as
much as ever, and they looked for the�r l�ves to end w�th the end of
the hunt�ng season; wh�le the rest of the crew l�ved the l�ves of dogs
and were worked l�ke dogs by the�r p�t�less master. As for Wolf
Larsen and myself, we got along fa�rly well; though I could not qu�te
r�d myself of the �dea that r�ght conduct, for me, lay �n k�ll�ng h�m. He
fasc�nated me �mmeasurably, and I feared h�m �mmeasurably. And
yet, I could not �mag�ne h�m ly�ng prone �n death. There was an
endurance, as of perpetual youth, about h�m, wh�ch rose up and
forbade the p�cture. I could see h�m only as l�v�ng always, and
dom�nat�ng always, f�ght�ng and destroy�ng, h�mself surv�v�ng.

One d�vers�on of h�s, when we were �n the m�dst of the herd and
the sea was too rough to lower the boats, was to lower w�th two
boat-pullers and a steerer and go out h�mself. He was a good shot,
too, and brought many a sk�n aboard under what the hunters termed
�mposs�ble hunt�ng cond�t�ons. It seemed the breath of h�s nostr�ls,
th�s carry�ng h�s l�fe �n h�s hands and struggl�ng for �t aga�nst
tremendous odds.

I was learn�ng more and more seamansh�p; and one clear day—a
th�ng we rarely encountered now—I had the sat�sfact�on of runn�ng
and handl�ng the Ghost and p�ck�ng up the boats myself. Wolf Larsen
had been sm�tten w�th one of h�s headaches, and I stood at the
wheel from morn�ng unt�l even�ng, sa�l�ng across the ocean after the
last lee boat, and heav�ng to and p�ck�ng �t and the other f�ve up
w�thout command or suggest�on from h�m.

Gales we encountered now and aga�n, for �t was a raw and stormy
reg�on, and, �n the m�ddle of June, a typhoon most memorable to me
and most �mportant because of the changes wrought through �t upon
my future. We must have been caught nearly at the centre of th�s
c�rcular storm, and Wolf Larsen ran out of �t and to the southward,
f�rst under a double-reefed j�b, and f�nally under bare poles. Never
had I �mag�ned so great a sea. The seas prev�ously encountered



were as r�pples compared w�th these, wh�ch ran a half-m�le from
crest to crest and wh�ch upreared, I am conf�dent, above our
masthead. So great was �t that Wolf Larsen h�mself d�d not dare
heave to, though he was be�ng dr�ven far to the southward and out of
the seal herd.

We must have been well �n the path of the trans-Pac�f�c
steamsh�ps when the typhoon moderated, and here, to the surpr�se
of the hunters, we found ourselves �n the m�dst of seals—a second
herd, or sort of rear-guard, they declared, and a most unusual th�ng.
But �t was “Boats over!” the boom-boom of guns, and the p�t�ful
slaughter through the long day.

It was at th�s t�me that I was approached by Leach. I had just
f�n�shed tally�ng the sk�ns of the last boat aboard, when he came to
my s�de, �n the darkness, and sa�d �n a low tone:

“Can you tell me, Mr. Van Weyden, how far we are off the coast,
and what the bear�ngs of Yokohama are?”

My heart leaped w�th gladness, for I knew what he had �n m�nd,
and I gave h�m the bear�ngs—west-north-west, and f�ve hundred
m�les away.

“Thank you, s�r,” was all he sa�d as he sl�pped back �nto the
darkness.

Next morn�ng No. 3 boat and Johnson and Leach were m�ss�ng.
The water-breakers and grub-boxes from all the other boats were
l�kew�se m�ss�ng, as were the beds and sea bags of the two men.
Wolf Larsen was fur�ous. He set sa�l and bore away �nto the west-
north-west, two hunters constantly at the mastheads and sweep�ng
the sea w�th glasses, h�mself pac�ng the deck l�ke an angry l�on. He
knew too well my sympathy for the runaways to send me aloft as
look-out.

The w�nd was fa�r but f�tful, and �t was l�ke look�ng for a needle �n a
haystack to ra�se that t�ny boat out of the blue �mmens�ty. But he put
the Ghost through her best paces so as to get between the deserters
and the land. Th�s accompl�shed, he cru�sed back and forth across
what he knew must be the�r course.



On the morn�ng of the th�rd day, shortly after e�ght bells, a cry that
the boat was s�ghted came down from Smoke at the masthead. All
hands l�ned the ra�l. A snappy breeze was blow�ng from the west w�th
the prom�se of more w�nd beh�nd �t; and there, to leeward, �n the
troubled s�lver of the r�s�ng sun, appeared and d�sappeared a black
speck.

We squared away and ran for �t. My heart was as lead. I felt myself
turn�ng s�ck �n ant�c�pat�on; and as I looked at the gleam of tr�umph �n
Wolf Larsen’s eyes, h�s form swam before me, and I felt almost
�rres�st�bly �mpelled to fl�ng myself upon h�m. So unnerved was I by
the thought of �mpend�ng v�olence to Leach and Johnson that my
reason must have left me. I know that I sl�pped down �nto the
steerage �n a daze, and that I was just beg�nn�ng the ascent to the
deck, a loaded shot-gun �n my hands, when I heard the startled cry:

“There’s f�ve men �n that boat!”
I supported myself �n the compan�on-way, weak and trembl�ng,

wh�le the observat�on was be�ng ver�f�ed by the remarks of the rest of
the men. Then my knees gave from under me and I sank down,
myself aga�n, but overcome by shock at knowledge of what I had so
nearly done. Also, I was very thankful as I put the gun away and
sl�pped back on deck.

No one had remarked my absence. The boat was near enough for
us to make out that �t was larger than any seal�ng boat and bu�lt on
d�fferent l�nes. As we drew closer, the sa�l was taken �n and the mast
unstepped. Oars were sh�pped, and �ts occupants wa�ted for us to
heave to and take them aboard.

Smoke, who had descended to the deck and was now stand�ng by
my s�de, began to chuckle �n a s�gn�f�cant way. I looked at h�m
�nqu�r�ngly.

“Talk of a mess!” he g�ggled.
“What’s wrong?” I demanded.
Aga�n he chuckled. “Don’t you see there, �n the stern-sheets, on

the bottom? May I never shoot a seal aga�n �f that a�n’t a woman!”
I looked closely, but was not sure unt�l exclamat�ons broke out on

all s�des. The boat conta�ned four men, and �ts f�fth occupant was



certa�nly a woman. We were agog w�th exc�tement, all except Wolf
Larsen, who was too ev�dently d�sappo�nted �n that �t was not h�s own
boat w�th the two v�ct�ms of h�s mal�ce.

We ran down the fly�ng j�b, hauled the j�b-sheets to w�nd-ward and
the ma�n-sheet flat, and came up �nto the w�nd. The oars struck the
water, and w�th a few strokes the boat was alongs�de. I now caught
my f�rst fa�r gl�mpse of the woman. She was wrapped �n a long ulster,
for the morn�ng was raw; and I could see noth�ng but her face and a
mass of l�ght brown ha�r escap�ng from under the seaman’s cap on
her head. The eyes were large and brown and lustrous, the mouth
sweet and sens�t�ve, and the face �tself a del�cate oval, though sun
and exposure to br�ny w�nd had burnt the face scarlet.

She seemed to me l�ke a be�ng from another world. I was aware of
a hungry out-reach�ng for her, as of a starv�ng man for bread. But
then, I had not seen a woman for a very long t�me. I know that I was
lost �n a great wonder, almost a stupor,—th�s, then, was a woman?—
so that I forgot myself and my mate’s dut�es, and took no part �n
help�ng the new-comers aboard. For when one of the sa�lors l�fted
her �nto Wolf Larsen’s downstretched arms, she looked up �nto our
cur�ous faces and sm�led amusedly and sweetly, as only a woman
can sm�le, and as I had seen no one sm�le for so long that I had
forgotten such sm�les ex�sted.

“Mr. Van Weyden!”
Wolf Larsen’s vo�ce brought me sharply back to myself.
“W�ll you take the lady below and see to her comfort? Make up

that spare port cab�n. Put Cooky to work on �t. And see what you can
do for that face. It’s burned badly.”

He turned brusquely away from us and began to quest�on the new
men. The boat was cast adr�ft, though one of them called �t a “bloody
shame” w�th Yokohama so near.

I found myself strangely afra�d of th�s woman I was escort�ng aft.
Also I was awkward. It seemed to me that I was real�z�ng for the f�rst
t�me what a del�cate, frag�le creature a woman �s; and as I caught her
arm to help her down the compan�on sta�rs, I was startled by �ts
smallness and softness. Indeed, she was a slender, del�cate woman
as women go, but to me she was so ethereally slender and del�cate



that I was qu�te prepared for her arm to crumble �n my grasp. All th�s,
�n frankness, to show my f�rst �mpress�on, after long den�al of women
�n general and of Maud Brewster �n part�cular.

“No need to go to any great trouble for me,” she protested, when I
had seated her �n Wolf Larsen’s arm-cha�r, wh�ch I had dragged
hast�ly from h�s cab�n. “The men were look�ng for land at any
moment th�s morn�ng, and the vessel should be �n by n�ght; don’t you
th�nk so?”

Her s�mple fa�th �n the �mmed�ate future took me aback. How could
I expla�n to her the s�tuat�on, the strange man who stalked the sea
l�ke Dest�ny, all that �t had taken me months to learn? But I answered
honestly:

“If �t were any other capta�n except ours, I should say you would
be ashore �n Yokohama to-morrow. But our capta�n �s a strange man,
and I beg of you to be prepared for anyth�ng—understand?—for
anyth�ng.”

“I—I confess I hardly do understand,” she hes�tated, a perturbed
but not fr�ghtened express�on �n her eyes. “Or �s �t a m�sconcept�on of
m�ne that sh�pwrecked people are always shown every
cons�derat�on? Th�s �s such a l�ttle th�ng, you know. We are so close
to land.”

“Cand�dly, I do not know,” I strove to reassure her. “I w�shed
merely to prepare you for the worst, �f the worst �s to come. Th�s
man, th�s capta�n, �s a brute, a demon, and one can never tell what
w�ll be h�s next fantast�c act.”

I was grow�ng exc�ted, but she �nterrupted me w�th an “Oh, I see,”
and her vo�ce sounded weary. To th�nk was patently an effort. She
was clearly on the verge of phys�cal collapse.

She asked no further quest�ons, and I vouchsafed no remark,
devot�ng myself to Wolf Larsen’s command, wh�ch was to make her
comfortable. I bustled about �n qu�te housew�fely fash�on, procur�ng
sooth�ng lot�ons for her sunburn, ra�d�ng Wolf Larsen’s pr�vate stores
for a bottle of port I knew to be there, and d�rect�ng Thomas
Mugr�dge �n the preparat�on of the spare state-room.



The w�nd was freshen�ng rap�dly, the Ghost heel�ng over more and
more, and by the t�me the state-room was ready she was dash�ng
through the water at a l�vely cl�p. I had qu�te forgotten the ex�stence
of Leach and Johnson, when suddenly, l�ke a thunderclap, “Boat ho!”
came down the open compan�on-way. It was Smoke’s unm�stakable
vo�ce, cry�ng from the masthead. I shot a glance at the woman, but
she was lean�ng back �n the arm-cha�r, her eyes closed, unutterably
t�red. I doubted that she had heard, and I resolved to prevent her
see�ng the brutal�ty I knew would follow the capture of the deserters.
She was t�red. Very good. She should sleep.

There were sw�ft commands on deck, a stamp�ng of feet and a
slapp�ng of reef-po�nts as the Ghost shot �nto the w�nd and about on
the other tack. As she f�lled away and heeled, the arm-cha�r began to
sl�de across the cab�n floor, and I sprang for �t just �n t�me to prevent
the rescued woman from be�ng sp�lled out.

Her eyes were too heavy to suggest more than a h�nt of the sleepy
surpr�se that perplexed her as she looked up at me, and she half
stumbled, half tottered, as I led her to her cab�n. Mugr�dge gr�nned
�ns�nuat�ngly �n my face as I shoved h�m out and ordered h�m back to
h�s galley work; and he won h�s revenge by spread�ng glow�ng
reports among the hunters as to what an excellent “lydy’s-myde” I
was prov�ng myself to be.

She leaned heav�ly aga�nst me, and I do bel�eve that she had
fallen asleep aga�n between the arm-cha�r and the state-room. Th�s I
d�scovered when she nearly fell �nto the bunk dur�ng a sudden lurch
of the schooner. She aroused, sm�led drows�ly, and was off to sleep
aga�n; and asleep I left her, under a heavy pa�r of sa�lor’s blankets,
her head rest�ng on a p�llow I had appropr�ated from Wolf Larsen’s
bunk.



CHAPTER XIX.

I came on deck to f�nd the Ghost head�ng up close on the port tack
and cutt�ng �n to w�ndward of a fam�l�ar spr�tsa�l close-hauled on the
same tack ahead of us. All hands were on deck, for they knew that
someth�ng was to happen when Leach and Johnson were dragged
aboard.

It was four bells. Lou�s came aft to rel�eve the wheel. There was a
dampness �n the a�r, and I not�ced he had on h�s o�lsk�ns.

“What are we go�ng to have?” I asked h�m.
“A healthy young sl�p of a gale from the breath �v �t, s�r,” he

answered, “w�th a splatter �v ra�n just to wet our g�lls an’ no more.”
“Too bad we s�ghted them,” I sa�d, as the Ghost’s bow was flung

off a po�nt by a large sea and the boat leaped for a moment past the
j�bs and �nto our l�ne of v�s�on.

Lou�s gave a spoke and tempor�zed. “They’d never �v made the
land, s�r, I’m th�nk�n’.”

“Th�nk not?” I quer�ed.
“No, s�r. D�d you feel that?” (A puff had caught the schooner, and

he was forced to put the wheel up rap�dly to keep her out of the
w�nd.) “’T�s no egg-shell’ll float on th�s sea an hour come, an’ �t’s a
stroke �v luck for them we’re here to p�ck ’em up.”

Wolf Larsen strode aft from am�dsh�ps, where he had been talk�ng
w�th the rescued men. The cat-l�ke spr�ng�ness �n h�s tread was a
l�ttle more pronounced than usual, and h�s eyes were br�ght and
snappy.

“Three o�lers and a fourth eng�neer,” was h�s greet�ng. “But we’ll
make sa�lors out of them, or boat-pullers at any rate. Now, what of
the lady?”



I know not why, but I was aware of a tw�nge or pang l�ke the cut of
a kn�fe when he ment�oned her. I thought �t a certa�n s�lly
fast�d�ousness on my part, but �t pers�sted �n sp�te of me, and I
merely shrugged my shoulders �n answer.

Wolf Larsen pursed h�s l�ps �n a long, qu�zz�cal wh�stle.
“What’s her name, then?” he demanded.
“I don’t know,” I repl�ed. “She �s asleep. She was very t�red. In fact,

I am wa�t�ng to hear the news from you. What vessel was �t?”
“Ma�l steamer,” he answered shortly. “The C�ty of Tok�o, from

’Fr�sco, bound for Yokohama. D�sabled �n that typhoon. Old tub.
Opened up top and bottom l�ke a s�eve. They were adr�ft four days.
And you don’t know who or what she �s, eh?—ma�d, w�fe, or w�dow?
Well, well.”

He shook h�s head �n a banter�ng way, and regarded me w�th
laugh�ng eyes.

“Are you—” I began. It was on the verge of my tongue to ask �f he
were go�ng to take the castaways �nto Yokohama.

“Am I what?” he asked.
“What do you �ntend do�ng w�th Leach and Johnson?”
He shook h�s head. “Really, Hump, I don’t know. You see, w�th

these add�t�ons I’ve about all the crew I want.”
“And they’ve about all the escap�ng they want,” I sa�d. “Why not

g�ve them a change of treatment? Take them aboard, and deal gently
w�th them. Whatever they have done they have been hounded �nto
do�ng.”

“By me?”
“By you,” I answered stead�ly. “And I g�ve you warn�ng, Wolf

Larsen, that I may forget love of my own l�fe �n the des�re to k�ll you �f
you go too far �n maltreat�ng those poor wretches.”

“Bravo!” he cr�ed. “You do me proud, Hump! You’ve found your
legs w�th a vengeance. You’re qu�te an �nd�v�dual. You were
unfortunate �n hav�ng your l�fe cast �n easy places, but you’re
develop�ng, and I l�ke you the better for �t.”



H�s vo�ce and express�on changed. H�s face was ser�ous. “Do you
bel�eve �n prom�ses?” he asked. “Are they sacred th�ngs?”

“Of course,” I answered.
“Then here’s a compact,” he went on, consummate actor. “If I

prom�se not to lay my hands upon Leach w�ll you prom�se, �n turn,
not to attempt to k�ll me?”

“Oh, not that I’m afra�d of you, not that I’m afra�d of you,” he
hastened to add.

I could hardly bel�eve my ears. What was com�ng over the man?
“Is �t a go?” he asked �mpat�ently.
“A go,” I answered.
H�s hand went out to m�ne, and as I shook �t heart�ly I could have

sworn I saw the mock�ng dev�l sh�ne up for a moment �n h�s eyes.
We strolled across the poop to the lee s�de. The boat was close at

hand now, and �n desperate pl�ght. Johnson was steer�ng, Leach
ba�l�ng. We overhauled them about two feet to the�r one. Wolf Larsen
mot�oned Lou�s to keep off sl�ghtly, and we dashed abreast of the
boat, not a score of feet to w�ndward. The Ghost blanketed �t. The
spr�tsa�l flapped empt�ly and the boat r�ghted to an even keel,
caus�ng the two men sw�ftly to change pos�t�on. The boat lost
headway, and, as we l�fted on a huge surge, toppled and fell �nto the
trough.

It was at th�s moment that Leach and Johnson looked up �nto the
faces of the�r sh�pmates, who l�ned the ra�l am�dsh�ps. There was no
greet�ng. They were as dead men �n the�r comrades’ eyes, and
between them was the gulf that parts the l�v�ng and the dead.

The next �nstant they were oppos�te the poop, where stood Wolf
Larsen and I. We were fall�ng �n the trough, they were r�s�ng on the
surge. Johnson looked at me, and I could see that h�s face was worn
and haggard. I waved my hand to h�m, and he answered the
greet�ng, but w�th a wave that was hopeless and despa�r�ng. It was
as �f he were say�ng farewell. I d�d not see �nto the eyes of Leach, for
he was look�ng at Wolf Larsen, the old and �mplacable snarl of
hatred strong as ever on h�s face.



Then they were gone astern. The spr�tsa�l f�lled w�th the w�nd,
suddenly, careen�ng the fra�l open craft t�ll �t seemed �t would surely
caps�ze. A wh�tecap foamed above �t and broke across �n a snow-
wh�te smother. Then the boat emerged, half swamped, Leach
fl�ng�ng the water out and Johnson cl�ng�ng to the steer�ng-oar, h�s
face wh�te and anx�ous.

Wolf Larsen barked a short laugh �n my ear and strode away to the
weather s�de of the poop. I expected h�m to g�ve orders for the Ghost
to heave to, but she kept on her course and he made no s�gn. Lou�s
stood �mperturbably at the wheel, but I not�ced the grouped sa�lors
forward turn�ng troubled faces �n our d�rect�on. St�ll the Ghost tore
along, t�ll the boat dw�ndled to a speck, when Wolf Larsen’s vo�ce
rang out �n command and he went about on the starboard tack.

Back we held, two m�les and more to w�ndward of the struggl�ng
cockle-shell, when the fly�ng j�b was run down and the schooner
hove to. The seal�ng boats are not made for w�ndward work. The�r
hope l�es �n keep�ng a weather pos�t�on so that they may run before
the w�nd for the schooner when �t breezes up. But �n all that w�ld
waste there was no refuge for Leach and Johnson save on the
Ghost, and they resolutely began the w�ndward beat. It was slow
work �n the heavy sea that was runn�ng. At any moment they were
l�able to be overwhelmed by the h�ss�ng combers. T�me and aga�n
and countless t�mes we watched the boat luff �nto the b�g wh�tecaps,
lose headway, and be flung back l�ke a cork.

Johnson was a splend�d seaman, and he knew as much about
small boats as he d�d about sh�ps. At the end of an hour and a half
he was nearly alongs�de, stand�ng past our stern on the last leg out,
a�m�ng to fetch us on the next leg back.

“So you’ve changed your m�nd?” I heard Wolf Larsen mutter, half
to h�mself, half to them as though they could hear. “You want to
come aboard, eh? Well, then, just keep a-com�ng.”

“Hard up w�th that helm!” he commanded Oofty-Oofty, the Kanaka,
who had �n the meant�me rel�eved Lou�s at the wheel.

Command followed command. As the schooner pa�d off, the fore-
and ma�n-sheets were slacked away for fa�r w�nd. And before the
w�nd we were, and leap�ng, when Johnson, eas�ng h�s sheet at



�mm�nent per�l, cut across our wake a hundred feet away. Aga�n Wolf
Larsen laughed, at the same t�me beckon�ng them w�th h�s arm to
follow. It was ev�dently h�s �ntent�on to play w�th them,—a lesson, I
took �t, �n l�eu of a beat�ng, though a dangerous lesson, for the fra�l
craft stood �n momentary danger of be�ng overwhelmed.

Johnson squared away promptly and ran after us. There was
noth�ng else for h�m to do. Death stalked everywhere, and �t was only
a matter of t�me when some one of those many huge seas would fall
upon the boat, roll over �t, and pass on.

“’T�s the fear �v death at the hearts �v them,” Lou�s muttered �n my
ear, as I passed forward to see to tak�ng �n the fly�ng j�b and staysa�l.

“Oh, he’ll heave to �n a l�ttle wh�le and p�ck them up,” I answered
cheerfully. “He’s bent upon g�v�ng them a lesson, that’s all.”

Lou�s looked at me shrewdly. “Th�nk so?” he asked.
“Surely,” I answered. “Don’t you?”
“I th�nk noth�ng but �v my own sk�n, these days,” was h�s answer.

“An’ ’t�s w�th wonder I’m f�lled as to the work�n’ out �v th�ngs. A pretty
mess that ’Fr�sco wh�sky got me �nto, an’ a prett�er mess that
woman’s got you �nto aft there. Ah, �t’s myself that knows ye for a
bl�ther�n’ fool.”

“What do you mean?” I demanded; for, hav�ng sped h�s shaft, he
was turn�ng away.

“What do I mean?” he cr�ed. “And �t’s you that asks me! ’T�s not
what I mean, but what the Wolf ’ll mean. The Wolf, I sa�d, the Wolf!”

“If trouble comes, w�ll you stand by?” I asked �mpuls�vely, for he
had vo�ced my own fear.

“Stand by? ’T�s old fat Lou�s I stand by, an’ trouble enough �t’ll be.
We’re at the beg�nn�n’ �v th�ngs, I’m tell�n’ ye, the bare beg�nn�n’ �v
th�ngs.”

“I had not thought you so great a coward,” I sneered.
He favoured me w�th a contemptuous stare. “If I ra�sed never a

hand for that poor fool,”—po�nt�ng astern to the t�ny sa�l,—“d’ye th�nk
I’m hunger�n’ for a broken head for a woman I never la�d me eyes
upon before th�s day?”



I turned scornfully away and went aft.
“Better get �n those topsa�ls, Mr. Van Weyden,” Wolf Larsen sa�d,

as I came on the poop.
I felt rel�ef, at least as far as the two men were concerned. It was

clear he d�d not w�sh to run too far away from them. I p�cked up hope
at the thought and put the order sw�ftly �nto execut�on. I had scarcely
opened my mouth to �ssue the necessary commands, when eager
men were spr�ng�ng to halyards and downhauls, and others were
rac�ng aloft. Th�s eagerness on the�r part was noted by Wolf Larsen
w�th a gr�m sm�le.

St�ll we �ncreased our lead, and when the boat had dropped astern
several m�les we hove to and wa�ted. All eyes watched �t com�ng,
even Wolf Larsen’s; but he was the only unperturbed man aboard.
Lou�s, gaz�ng f�xedly, betrayed a trouble �n h�s face he was not qu�te
able to h�de.

The boat drew closer and closer, hurl�ng along through the
seeth�ng green l�ke a th�ng al�ve, l�ft�ng and send�ng and uptoss�ng
across the huge-backed breakers, or d�sappear�ng beh�nd them only
to rush �nto s�ght aga�n and shoot skyward. It seemed �mposs�ble
that �t could cont�nue to l�ve, yet w�th each d�zzy�ng sweep �t d�d
ach�eve the �mposs�ble. A ra�n-squall drove past, and out of the fly�ng
wet the boat emerged, almost upon us.

“Hard up, there!” Wolf Larsen shouted, h�mself spr�ng�ng to the
wheel and wh�rl�ng �t over.

Aga�n the Ghost sprang away and raced before the w�nd, and for
two hours Johnson and Leach pursued us. We hove to and ran
away, hove to and ran away, and ever astern the struggl�ng patch of
sa�l tossed skyward and fell �nto the rush�ng valleys. It was a quarter
of a m�le away when a th�ck squall of ra�n ve�led �t from v�ew. It never
emerged. The w�nd blew the a�r clear aga�n, but no patch of sa�l
broke the troubled surface. I thought I saw, for an �nstant, the boat’s
bottom show black �n a break�ng crest. At the best, that was all. For
Johnson and Leach the trava�l of ex�stence had ceased.

The men rema�ned grouped am�dsh�ps. No one had gone below,
and no one was speak�ng. Nor were any looks be�ng exchanged.
Each man seemed stunned—deeply contemplat�ve, as �t were, and,



not qu�te sure, try�ng to real�ze just what had taken place. Wolf
Larsen gave them l�ttle t�me for thought. He at once put the Ghost
upon her course—a course wh�ch meant the seal herd and not
Yokohama harbour. But the men were no longer eager as they pulled
and hauled, and I heard curses amongst them, wh�ch left the�r l�ps
smothered and as heavy and l�feless as were they. Not so was �t w�th
the hunters. Smoke the �rrepress�ble related a story, and they
descended �nto the steerage, bellow�ng w�th laughter.

As I passed to leeward of the galley on my way aft I was
approached by the eng�neer we had rescued. H�s face was wh�te, h�s
l�ps were trembl�ng.

“Good God! s�r, what k�nd of a craft �s th�s?” he cr�ed.
“You have eyes, you have seen,” I answered, almost brutally, what

of the pa�n and fear at my own heart.
“Your prom�se?” I sa�d to Wolf Larsen.
“I was not th�nk�ng of tak�ng them aboard when I made that

prom�se,” he answered. “And anyway, you’ll agree I’ve not la�d my
hands upon them.”

“Far from �t, far from �t,” he laughed a moment later.
I made no reply. I was �ncapable of speak�ng, my m�nd was too

confused. I must have t�me to th�nk, I knew. Th�s woman, sleep�ng
even now �n the spare cab�n, was a respons�b�l�ty, wh�ch I must
cons�der, and the only rat�onal thought that fl�ckered through my
m�nd was that I must do noth�ng hast�ly �f I were to be any help to her
at all.



CHAPTER XX.

The rema�nder of the day passed uneventfully. The young sl�p of a
gale, hav�ng wetted our g�lls, proceeded to moderate. The fourth
eng�neer and the three o�lers, after a warm �nterv�ew w�th Wolf
Larsen, were furn�shed w�th outf�ts from the slop-chests, ass�gned
places under the hunters �n the var�ous boats and watches on the
vessel, and bundled forward �nto the forecastle. They went
protest�ngly, but the�r vo�ces were not loud. They were awed by what
they had already seen of Wolf Larsen’s character, wh�le the tale of
woe they speed�ly heard �n the forecastle took the last b�t of rebell�on
out of them.

M�ss Brewster—we had learned her name from the eng�neer—
slept on and on. At supper I requested the hunters to lower the�r
vo�ces, so she was not d�sturbed; and �t was not t�ll next morn�ng that
she made her appearance. It had been my �ntent�on to have her
meals served apart, but Wolf Larsen put down h�s foot. Who was she
that she should be too good for cab�n table and cab�n soc�ety? had
been h�s demand.

But her com�ng to the table had someth�ng amus�ng �n �t. The
hunters fell s�lent as clams. Jock Horner and Smoke alone were
unabashed, steal�ng stealthy glances at her now and aga�n, and
even tak�ng part �n the conversat�on. The other four men glued the�r
eyes on the�r plates and chewed stead�ly and w�th thoughtful
prec�s�on, the�r ears mov�ng and wobbl�ng, �n t�me w�th the�r jaws, l�ke
the ears of so many an�mals.

Wolf Larsen had l�ttle to say at f�rst, do�ng no more than reply
when he was addressed. Not that he was abashed. Far from �t. Th�s
woman was a new type to h�m, a d�fferent breed from any he had
ever known, and he was cur�ous. He stud�ed her, h�s eyes rarely



leav�ng her face unless to follow the movements of her hands or
shoulders. I stud�ed her myself, and though �t was I who ma�nta�ned
the conversat�on, I know that I was a b�t shy, not qu�te self-
possessed. H�s was the perfect po�se, the supreme conf�dence �n
self, wh�ch noth�ng could shake; and he was no more t�m�d of a
woman than he was of storm and battle.

“And when shall we arr�ve at Yokohama?” she asked, turn�ng to
h�m and look�ng h�m squarely �n the eyes.

There �t was, the quest�on flat. The jaws stopped work�ng, the ears
ceased wobbl�ng, and though eyes rema�ned glued on plates, each
man l�stened greed�ly for the answer.

“In four months, poss�bly three �f the season closes early,” Wolf
Larsen sa�d.

She caught her breath and stammered, “I—I thought—I was g�ven
to understand that Yokohama was only a day’s sa�l away. It—” Here
she paused and looked about the table at the c�rcle of unsympathet�c
faces star�ng hard at the plates. “It �s not r�ght,” she concluded.

“That �s a quest�on you must settle w�th Mr. Van Weyden there,” he
repl�ed, nodd�ng to me w�th a m�sch�evous tw�nkle. “Mr. Van Weyden
�s what you may call an author�ty on such th�ngs as r�ghts. Now I,
who am only a sa�lor, would look upon the s�tuat�on somewhat
d�fferently. It may poss�bly be your m�sfortune that you have to
rema�n w�th us, but �t �s certa�nly our good fortune.”

He regarded her sm�l�ngly. Her eyes fell before h�s gaze, but she
l�fted them aga�n, and def�antly, to m�ne. I read the unspoken
quest�on there: was �t r�ght? But I had dec�ded that the part I was to
play must be a neutral one, so I d�d not answer.

“What do you th�nk?” she demanded.
“That �t �s unfortunate, espec�ally �f you have any engagements

fall�ng due �n the course of the next several months. But, s�nce you
say that you were voyag�ng to Japan for your health, I can assure
you that �t w�ll �mprove no better anywhere than aboard the Ghost.”

I saw her eyes flash w�th �nd�gnat�on, and th�s t�me �t was I who
dropped m�ne, wh�le I felt my face flush�ng under her gaze. It was
cowardly, but what else could I do?



“Mr. Van Weyden speaks w�th the vo�ce of author�ty,” Wolf Larsen
laughed.

I nodded my head, and she, hav�ng recovered herself, wa�ted
expectantly.

“Not that he �s much to speak of now,” Wolf Larsen went on, “but
he has �mproved wonderfully. You should have seen h�m when he
came on board. A more scrawny, p�t�ful spec�men of human�ty one
could hardly conce�ve. Isn’t that so, Kerfoot?”

Kerfoot, thus d�rectly addressed, was startled �nto dropp�ng h�s
kn�fe on the floor, though he managed to grunt aff�rmat�on.

“Developed h�mself by peel�ng potatoes and wash�ng d�shes. Eh,
Kerfoot?”

Aga�n that worthy grunted.
“Look at h�m now. True, he �s not what you would term muscular,

but st�ll he has muscles, wh�ch �s more than he had when he came
aboard. Also, he has legs to stand on. You would not th�nk so to look
at h�m, but he was qu�te unable to stand alone at f�rst.”

The hunters were sn�cker�ng, but she looked at me w�th a
sympathy �n her eyes wh�ch more than compensated for Wolf
Larsen’s nast�ness. In truth, �t had been so long s�nce I had rece�ved
sympathy that I was softened, and I became then, and gladly, her
w�ll�ng slave. But I was angry w�th Wolf Larsen. He was challeng�ng
my manhood w�th h�s slurs, challeng�ng the very legs he cla�med to
be �nstrumental �n gett�ng for me.

“I may have learned to stand on my own legs,” I retorted. “But I
have yet to stamp upon others w�th them.”

He looked at me �nsolently. “Your educat�on �s only half completed,
then,” he sa�d dryly, and turned to her.

“We are very hosp�table upon the Ghost. Mr. Van Weyden has
d�scovered that. We do everyth�ng to make our guests feel at home,
eh, Mr. Van Weyden?”

“Even to the peel�ng of potatoes and the wash�ng of d�shes,” I
answered, “to say noth�ng to wr�ng�ng the�r necks out of very
fellowsh�p.”



“I beg of you not to rece�ve false �mpress�ons of us from Mr. Van
Weyden,” he �nterposed w�th mock anx�ety. “You w�ll observe, M�ss
Brewster, that he carr�es a d�rk �n h�s belt, a—ahem—a most unusual
th�ng for a sh�p’s off�cer to do. Wh�le really very est�mable, Mr. Van
Weyden �s somet�mes—how shall I say?—er—quarrelsome, and
harsh measures are necessary. He �s qu�te reasonable and fa�r �n h�s
calm moments, and as he �s calm now he w�ll not deny that only
yesterday he threatened my l�fe.”

I was well-n�gh chok�ng, and my eyes were certa�nly f�ery. He drew
attent�on to me.

“Look at h�m now. He can scarcely control h�mself �n your
presence. He �s not accustomed to the presence of lad�es anyway. I
shall have to arm myself before I dare go on deck w�th h�m.”

He shook h�s head sadly, murmur�ng, “Too bad, too bad,” wh�le the
hunters burst �nto guffaws of laughter.

The deep-sea vo�ces of these men, rumbl�ng and bellow�ng �n the
conf�ned space, produced a w�ld effect. The whole sett�ng was w�ld,
and for the f�rst t�me, regard�ng th�s strange woman and real�z�ng
how �ncongruous she was �n �t, I was aware of how much a part of �t I
was myself. I knew these men and the�r mental processes, was one
of them myself, l�v�ng the seal-hunt�ng l�fe, eat�ng the seal-hunt�ng
fare, th�nk�ng, largely, the seal-hunt�ng thoughts. There was for me
no strangeness to �t, to the rough clothes, the coarse faces, the w�ld
laughter, and the lurch�ng cab�n walls and sway�ng sea-lamps.

As I buttered a p�ece of bread my eyes chanced to rest upon my
hand. The knuckles were sk�nned and �nflamed clear across, the
f�ngers swollen, the na�ls r�mmed w�th black. I felt the mattress-l�ke
growth of beard on my neck, knew that the sleeve of my coat was
r�pped, that a button was m�ss�ng from the throat of the blue sh�rt I
wore. The d�rk ment�oned by Wolf Larsen rested �n �ts sheath on my
h�p. It was very natural that �t should be there,—how natural I had not
�mag�ned unt�l now, when I looked upon �t w�th her eyes and knew
how strange �t and all that went w�th �t must appear to her.

But she d�v�ned the mockery �n Wolf Larsen’s words, and aga�n
favoured me w�th a sympathet�c glance. But there was a look of



bew�lderment also �n her eyes. That �t was mockery made the
s�tuat�on more puzzl�ng to her.

“I may be taken off by some pass�ng vessel, perhaps,” she
suggested.

“There w�ll be no pass�ng vessels, except other seal�ng-
schooners,” Wolf Larsen made answer.

“I have no clothes, noth�ng,” she objected. “You hardly real�ze, s�r,
that I am not a man, or that I am unaccustomed to the vagrant,
careless l�fe wh�ch you and your men seem to lead.”

“The sooner you get accustomed to �t, the better,” he sa�d.
“I’ll furn�sh you w�th cloth, needles, and thread,” he added. “I hope

�t w�ll not be too dreadful a hardsh�p for you to make yourself a dress
or two.”

She made a wry pucker w�th her mouth, as though to advert�se her
�gnorance of dressmak�ng. That she was fr�ghtened and bew�ldered,
and that she was bravely str�v�ng to h�de �t, was qu�te pla�n to me.

“I suppose you’re l�ke Mr. Van Weyden there, accustomed to
hav�ng th�ngs done for you. Well, I th�nk do�ng a few th�ngs for
yourself w�ll hardly d�slocate any jo�nts. By the way, what do you do
for a l�v�ng?”

She regarded h�m w�th amazement unconcealed.
“I mean no offence, bel�eve me. People eat, therefore they must

procure the wherew�thal. These men here shoot seals �n order to
l�ve; for the same reason I sa�l th�s schooner; and Mr. Van Weyden,
for the present at any rate, earns h�s salty grub by ass�st�ng me. Now
what do you do?”

She shrugged her shoulders.
“Do you feed yourself? Or does some one else feed you?”
“I’m afra�d some one else has fed me most of my l�fe,” she

laughed, try�ng bravely to enter �nto the sp�r�t of h�s qu�zz�ng, though I
could see a terror dawn�ng and grow�ng �n her eyes as she watched
Wolf Larsen.

“And I suppose some one else makes your bed for you?”
“I have made beds,” she repl�ed.



“Very often?”
She shook her head w�th mock ruefulness.
“Do you know what they do to poor men �n the States, who, l�ke

you, do not work for the�r l�v�ng?”
“I am very �gnorant,” she pleaded. “What do they do to the poor

men who are l�ke me?”
“They send them to ja�l. The cr�me of not earn�ng a l�v�ng, �n the�r

case, �s called vagrancy. If I were Mr. Van Weyden, who harps
eternally on quest�ons of r�ght and wrong, I’d ask, by what r�ght do
you l�ve when you do noth�ng to deserve l�v�ng?”

“But as you are not Mr. Van Weyden, I don’t have to answer, do I?”
She beamed upon h�m through her terror-f�lled eyes, and the

pathos of �t cut me to the heart. I must �n some way break �n and
lead the conversat�on �nto other channels.

“Have you ever earned a dollar by your own labour?” he
demanded, certa�n of her answer, a tr�umphant v�nd�ct�veness �n h�s
vo�ce.

“Yes, I have,” she answered slowly, and I could have laughed
aloud at h�s crestfallen v�sage. “I remember my father g�v�ng me a
dollar once, when I was a l�ttle g�rl, for rema�n�ng absolutely qu�et for
f�ve m�nutes.”

He sm�led �ndulgently.
“But that was long ago,” she cont�nued. “And you would scarcely

demand a l�ttle g�rl of n�ne to earn her own l�v�ng.”
“At present, however,” she sa�d, after another sl�ght pause, “I earn

about e�ghteen hundred dollars a year.”
W�th one accord, all eyes left the plates and settled on her. A

woman who earned e�ghteen hundred dollars a year was worth
look�ng at. Wolf Larsen was und�sgu�sed �n h�s adm�rat�on.

“Salary, or p�ece-work?” he asked.
“P�ece-work,” she answered promptly.
“E�ghteen hundred,” he calculated. “That’s a hundred and f�fty

dollars a month. Well, M�ss Brewster, there �s noth�ng small about



the Ghost. Cons�der yourself on salary dur�ng the t�me you rema�n
w�th us.”

She made no acknowledgment. She was too unused as yet to the
wh�ms of the man to accept them w�th equan�m�ty.

“I forgot to �nqu�re,” he went on suavely, “as to the nature of your
occupat�on. What commod�t�es do you turn out? What tools and
mater�als do you requ�re?”

“Paper and �nk,” she laughed. “And, oh! also a typewr�ter.”
“You are Maud Brewster,” I sa�d slowly and w�th certa�nty, almost

as though I were charg�ng her w�th a cr�me.
Her eyes l�fted cur�ously to m�ne. “How do you know?”
“Aren’t you?” I demanded.
She acknowledged her �dent�ty w�th a nod. It was Wolf Larsen’s

turn to be puzzled. The name and �ts mag�c s�gn�f�ed noth�ng to h�m. I
was proud that �t d�d mean someth�ng to me, and for the f�rst t�me �n
a weary wh�le I was conv�nc�ngly consc�ous of a super�or�ty over h�m.

“I remember wr�t�ng a rev�ew of a th�n l�ttle volume—” I had begun
carelessly, when she �nterrupted me.

“You!” she cr�ed. “You are—”
She was now star�ng at me �n w�de-eyed wonder.
I nodded my �dent�ty, �n turn.
“Humphrey Van Weyden,” she concluded; then added w�th a s�gh

of rel�ef, and unaware that she had glanced that rel�ef at Wolf
Larsen, “I am so glad.”

“I remember the rev�ew,” she went on hast�ly, becom�ng aware of
the awkwardness of her remark; “that too, too flatter�ng rev�ew.”

“Not at all,” I den�ed val�antly. “You �mpeach my sober judgment
and make my canons of l�ttle worth. Bes�des, all my brother cr�t�cs
were w�th me. D�dn’t Lang �nclude your ‘K�ss Endured’ among the
four supreme sonnets by women �n the Engl�sh language?”

“But you called me the Amer�can Mrs. Meynell!”
“Was �t not true?” I demanded.
“No, not that,” she answered. “I was hurt.”



“We can measure the unknown only by the known,” I repl�ed, �n my
f�nest academ�c manner. “As a cr�t�c I was compelled to place you.
You have now become a yardst�ck yourself. Seven of your th�n l�ttle
volumes are on my shelves; and there are two th�cker volumes, the
essays, wh�ch, you w�ll pardon my say�ng, and I know not wh�ch �s
flattered more, fully equal your verse. The t�me �s not far d�stant
when some unknown w�ll ar�se �n England and the cr�t�cs w�ll name
her the Engl�sh Maud Brewster.”

“You are very k�nd, I am sure,” she murmured; and the very
convent�onal�ty of her tones and words, w�th the host of assoc�at�ons
�t aroused of the old l�fe on the other s�de of the world, gave me a
qu�ck thr�ll—r�ch w�th remembrance but st�ng�ng sharp w�th home-
s�ckness.

“And you are Maud Brewster,” I sa�d solemnly, gaz�ng across at
her.

“And you are Humphrey Van Weyden,” she sa�d, gaz�ng back at
me w�th equal solemn�ty and awe. “How unusual! I don’t understand.
We surely are not to expect some w�ldly romant�c sea-story from
your sober pen.”

“No, I am not gather�ng mater�al, I assure you,” was my answer. “I
have ne�ther apt�tude nor �ncl�nat�on for f�ct�on.”

“Tell me, why have you always bur�ed yourself �n Cal�forn�a?” she
next asked. “It has not been k�nd of you. We of the East have seen
so very l�ttle of you—too l�ttle, �ndeed, of the Dean of Amer�can
Letters, the Second.”

I bowed to, and d�scla�med, the compl�ment. “I nearly met you,
once, �n Ph�ladelph�a, some Brown�ng affa�r or other—you were to
lecture, you know. My tra�n was four hours late.”

And then we qu�te forgot where we were, leav�ng Wolf Larsen
stranded and s�lent �n the m�dst of our flood of goss�p. The hunters
left the table and went on deck, and st�ll we talked. Wolf Larsen
alone rema�ned. Suddenly I became aware of h�m, lean�ng back from
the table and l�sten�ng cur�ously to our al�en speech of a world he d�d
not know.



I broke short off �n the m�ddle of a sentence. The present, w�th all
�ts per�ls and anx�et�es, rushed upon me w�th stunn�ng force. It smote
M�ss Brewster l�kew�se, a vague and nameless terror rush�ng �nto her
eyes as she regarded Wolf Larsen.

He rose to h�s feet and laughed awkwardly. The sound of �t was
metall�c.

“Oh, don’t m�nd me,” he sa�d, w�th a self-deprec�atory wave of h�s
hand. “I don’t count. Go on, go on, I pray you.”

But the gates of speech were closed, and we, too, rose from the
table and laughed awkwardly.



CHAPTER XXI.

The chagr�n Wolf Larsen felt from be�ng �gnored by Maud Brewster
and me �n the conversat�on at table had to express �tself �n some
fash�on, and �t fell to Thomas Mugr�dge to be the v�ct�m. He had not
mended h�s ways nor h�s sh�rt, though the latter he contended he
had changed. The garment �tself d�d not bear out the assert�on, nor
d�d the accumulat�ons of grease on stove and pot and pan attest a
general cleanl�ness.

“I’ve g�ven you warn�ng, Cooky,” Wolf Larsen sa�d, “and now
you’ve got to take your med�c�ne.”

Mugr�dge’s face turned wh�te under �ts sooty veneer, and when
Wolf Larsen called for a rope and a couple of men, the m�serable
Cockney fled w�ldly out of the galley and dodged and ducked about
the deck w�th the gr�nn�ng crew �n pursu�t. Few th�ngs could have
been more to the�r l�k�ng than to g�ve h�m a tow over the s�de, for to
the forecastle he had sent messes and concoct�ons of the v�lest
order. Cond�t�ons favoured the undertak�ng. The Ghost was sl�pp�ng
through the water at no more than three m�les an hour, and the sea
was fa�rly calm. But Mugr�dge had l�ttle stomach for a d�p �n �t.
Poss�bly he had seen men towed before. Bes�des, the water was
fr�ghtfully cold, and h�s was anyth�ng but a rugged const�tut�on.

As usual, the watches below and the hunters turned out for what
prom�sed sport. Mugr�dge seemed to be �n rab�d fear of the water,
and he exh�b�ted a n�mbleness and speed we d�d not dream he
possessed. Cornered �n the r�ght-angle of the poop and galley, he
sprang l�ke a cat to the top of the cab�n and ran aft. But h�s pursuers
forestall�ng h�m, he doubled back across the cab�n, passed over the
galley, and ga�ned the deck by means of the steerage-scuttle.
Stra�ght forward he raced, the boat-puller Harr�son at h�s heels and



ga�n�ng on h�m. But Mugr�dge, leap�ng suddenly, caught the j�b-
boom-l�ft. It happened �n an �nstant. Hold�ng h�s we�ght by h�s arms,
and �n m�d-a�r doubl�ng h�s body at the h�ps, he let fly w�th both feet.
The oncom�ng Harr�son caught the k�ck squarely �n the p�t of the
stomach, groaned �nvoluntar�ly, and doubled up and sank backward
to the deck.

Hand-clapp�ng and roars of laughter from the hunters greeted the
explo�t, wh�le Mugr�dge, elud�ng half of h�s pursuers at the foremast,
ran aft and through the rema�nder l�ke a runner on the football f�eld.
Stra�ght aft he held, to the poop and along the poop to the stern. So
great was h�s speed that as he curved past the corner of the cab�n
he sl�pped and fell. N�lson was stand�ng at the wheel, and the
Cockney’s hurtl�ng body struck h�s legs. Both went down together,
but Mugr�dge alone arose. By some freak of pressures, h�s fra�l body
had snapped the strong man’s leg l�ke a p�pe-stem.

Parsons took the wheel, and the pursu�t cont�nued. Round and
round the decks they went, Mugr�dge s�ck w�th fear, the sa�lors
halloo�ng and shout�ng d�rect�ons to one another, and the hunters
bellow�ng encouragement and laughter. Mugr�dge went down on the
fore-hatch under three men; but he emerged from the mass l�ke an
eel, bleed�ng at the mouth, the offend�ng sh�rt r�pped �nto tatters, and
sprang for the ma�n-r�gg�ng. Up he went, clear up, beyond the
ratl�nes, to the very masthead.

Half-a-dozen sa�lors swarmed to the crosstrees after h�m, where
they clustered and wa�ted wh�le two of the�r number, Oofty-Oofty and
Black (who was Lat�mer’s boat-steerer), cont�nued up the th�n steel
stays, l�ft�ng the�r bod�es h�gher and h�gher by means of the�r arms.

It was a per�lous undertak�ng, for, at a he�ght of over a hundred
feet from the deck, hold�ng on by the�r hands, they were not �n the
best of pos�t�ons to protect themselves from Mugr�dge’s feet. And
Mugr�dge k�cked savagely, t�ll the Kanaka, hang�ng on w�th one
hand, se�zed the Cockney’s foot w�th the other. Black dupl�cated the
performance a moment later w�th the other foot. Then the three
wr�thed together �n a sway�ng tangle, struggl�ng, sl�d�ng, and fall�ng
�nto the arms of the�r mates on the crosstrees.



The aër�al battle was over, and Thomas Mugr�dge, wh�n�ng and
g�bber�ng, h�s mouth flecked w�th bloody foam, was brought down to
deck. Wolf Larsen rove a bowl�ne �n a p�ece of rope and sl�pped �t
under h�s shoulders. Then he was carr�ed aft and flung �nto the sea.
Forty,—f�fty,—s�xty feet of l�ne ran out, when Wolf Larsen cr�ed
“Belay!” Oofty-Oofty took a turn on a b�tt, the rope tautened, and the
Ghost, lung�ng onward, jerked the cook to the surface.

It was a p�t�ful spectacle. Though he could not drown, and was
n�ne-l�ved �n add�t�on, he was suffer�ng all the agon�es of half-
drown�ng. The Ghost was go�ng very slowly, and when her stern
l�fted on a wave and she sl�pped forward she pulled the wretch to the
surface and gave h�m a moment �n wh�ch to breathe; but between
each l�ft the stern fell, and wh�le the bow laz�ly cl�mbed the next wave
the l�ne slacked and he sank beneath.

I had forgotten the ex�stence of Maud Brewster, and I remembered
her w�th a start as she stepped l�ghtly bes�de me. It was her f�rst t�me
on deck s�nce she had come aboard. A dead s�lence greeted her
appearance.

“What �s the cause of the merr�ment?” she asked.
“Ask Capta�n Larsen,” I answered composedly and coldly, though

�nwardly my blood was bo�l�ng at the thought that she should be
w�tness to such brutal�ty.

She took my adv�ce and was turn�ng to put �t �nto execut�on, when
her eyes l�ghted on Oofty-Oofty, �mmed�ately before her, h�s body
�nst�nct w�th alertness and grace as he held the turn of the rope.

“Are you f�sh�ng?” she asked h�m.
He made no reply. H�s eyes, f�xed �ntently on the sea astern,

suddenly flashed.
“Shark ho, s�r!” he cr�ed.
“Heave �n! L�vely! All hands ta�l on!” Wolf Larsen shouted,

spr�ng�ng h�mself to the rope �n advance of the qu�ckest.
Mugr�dge had heard the Kanaka’s warn�ng cry and was scream�ng

madly. I could see a black f�n cutt�ng the water and mak�ng for h�m
w�th greater sw�ftness than he was be�ng pulled aboard. It was an
even toss whether the shark or we would get h�m, and �t was a



matter of moments. When Mugr�dge was d�rectly beneath us, the
stern descended the slope of a pass�ng wave, thus g�v�ng the
advantage to the shark. The f�n d�sappeared. The belly flashed wh�te
�n sw�ft upward rush. Almost equally sw�ft, but not qu�te, was Wolf
Larsen. He threw h�s strength �nto one tremendous jerk. The
Cockney’s body left the water; so d�d part of the shark’s. He drew up
h�s legs, and the man-eater seemed no more than barely to touch
one foot, s�nk�ng back �nto the water w�th a splash. But at the
moment of contact Thomas Mugr�dge cr�ed out. Then he came �n l�ke
a fresh-caught f�sh on a l�ne, clear�ng the ra�l generously and str�k�ng
the deck �n a heap, on hands and knees, and roll�ng over.

But a founta�n of blood was gush�ng forth. The r�ght foot was
m�ss�ng, amputated neatly at the ankle. I looked �nstantly to Maud
Brewster. Her face was wh�te, her eyes d�lated w�th horror. She was
gaz�ng, not at Thomas Mugr�dge, but at Wolf Larsen. And he was
aware of �t, for he sa�d, w�th one of h�s short laughs:

“Man-play, M�ss Brewster. Somewhat rougher, I warrant, than what
you have been used to, but st�ll-man-play. The shark was not �n the
reckon�ng. It—”

But at th�s juncture, Mugr�dge, who had l�fted h�s head and
ascerta�ned the extent of h�s loss, floundered over on the deck and
bur�ed h�s teeth �n Wolf Larsen’s leg. Wolf Larsen stooped, coolly, to
the Cockney, and pressed w�th thumb and f�nger at the rear of the
jaws and below the ears. The jaws opened w�th reluctance, and Wolf
Larsen stepped free.

“As I was say�ng,” he went on, as though noth�ng unwonted had
happened, “the shark was not �n the reckon�ng. It was—ahem—shall
we say Prov�dence?”

She gave no s�gn that she had heard, though the express�on of
her eyes changed to one of �nexpress�ble loath�ng as she started to
turn away. She no more than started, for she swayed and tottered,
and reached her hand weakly out to m�ne. I caught her �n t�me to
save her from fall�ng, and helped her to a seat on the cab�n. I thought
she m�ght fa�nt outr�ght, but she controlled herself.

“W�ll you get a tourn�quet, Mr. Van Weyden,” Wolf Larsen called to
me.



I hes�tated. Her l�ps moved, and though they formed no words, she
commanded me w�th her eyes, pla�nly as speech, to go to the help of
the unfortunate man. “Please,” she managed to wh�sper, and I could
but obey.

By now I had developed such sk�ll at surgery that Wolf Larsen,
w�th a few words of adv�ce, left me to my task w�th a couple of sa�lors
for ass�stants. For h�s task he elected a vengeance on the shark. A
heavy sw�vel-hook, ba�ted w�th fat salt-pork, was dropped overs�de;
and by the t�me I had compressed the severed ve�ns and arter�es,
the sa�lors were s�ng�ng and heav�ng �n the offend�ng monster. I d�d
not see �t myself, but my ass�stants, f�rst one and then the other,
deserted me for a few moments to run am�dsh�ps and look at what
was go�ng on. The shark, a s�xteen-footer, was ho�sted up aga�nst
the ma�n-r�gg�ng. Its jaws were pr�ed apart to the�r greatest
extens�on, and a stout stake, sharpened at both ends, was so
�nserted that when the pr�es were removed the spread jaws were
f�xed upon �t. Th�s accompl�shed, the hook was cut out. The shark
dropped back �nto the sea, helpless, yet w�th �ts full strength,
doomed—to l�nger�ng starvat�on—a l�v�ng death less meet for �t than
for the man who dev�sed the pun�shment.



CHAPTER XXII.

I knew what �t was as she came toward me. For ten m�nutes I had
watched her talk�ng earnestly w�th the eng�neer, and now, w�th a s�gn
for s�lence, I drew her out of earshot of the helmsman. Her face was
wh�te and set; her large eyes, larger than usual what of the purpose
�n them, looked penetrat�ngly �nto m�ne. I felt rather t�m�d and
apprehens�ve, for she had come to search Humphrey Van Weyden’s
soul, and Humphrey Van Weyden had noth�ng of wh�ch to be
part�cularly proud s�nce h�s advent on the Ghost.

We walked to the break of the poop, where she turned and faced
me. I glanced around to see that no one was w�th�n hear�ng d�stance.

“What �s �t?” I asked gently; but the express�on of determ�nat�on on
her face d�d not relax.

“I can read�ly understand,” she began, “that th�s morn�ng’s affa�r
was largely an acc�dent; but I have been talk�ng w�th Mr. Hask�ns. He
tells me that the day we were rescued, even wh�le I was �n the cab�n,
two men were drowned, del�berately drowned—murdered.”

There was a query �n her vo�ce, and she faced me accus�ngly, as
though I were gu�lty of the deed, or at least a party to �t.

“The �nformat�on �s qu�te correct,” I answered. “The two men were
murdered.”

“And you perm�tted �t!” she cr�ed.
“I was unable to prevent �t, �s a better way of phras�ng �t,” I repl�ed,

st�ll gently.
“But you tr�ed to prevent �t?” There was an emphas�s on the “tr�ed,”

and a plead�ng l�ttle note �n her vo�ce.
“Oh, but you d�dn’t,” she hurr�ed on, d�v�n�ng my answer. “But why

d�dn’t you?”



I shrugged my shoulders. “You must remember, M�ss Brewster,
that you are a new �nhab�tant of th�s l�ttle world, and that you do not
yet understand the laws wh�ch operate w�th�n �t. You br�ng w�th you
certa�n f�ne concept�ons of human�ty, manhood, conduct, and such
th�ngs; but here you w�ll f�nd them m�sconcept�ons. I have found �t
so,” I added, w�th an �nvoluntary s�gh.

She shook her head �ncredulously.
“What would you adv�se, then?” I asked. “That I should take a

kn�fe, or a gun, or an axe, and k�ll th�s man?”
She half started back.
“No, not that!”
“Then what should I do? K�ll myself?”
“You speak �n purely mater�al�st�c terms,” she objected. “There �s

such a th�ng as moral courage, and moral courage �s never w�thout
effect.”

“Ah,” I sm�led, “you adv�se me to k�ll ne�ther h�m nor myself, but to
let h�m k�ll me.” I held up my hand as she was about to speak. “For
moral courage �s a worthless asset on th�s l�ttle float�ng world. Leach,
one of the men who were murdered, had moral courage to an
unusual degree. So had the other man, Johnson. Not only d�d �t not
stand them �n good stead, but �t destroyed them. And so w�th me �f I
should exerc�se what l�ttle moral courage I may possess.

“You must understand, M�ss Brewster, and understand clearly, that
th�s man �s a monster. He �s w�thout consc�ence. Noth�ng �s sacred to
h�m, noth�ng �s too terr�ble for h�m to do. It was due to h�s wh�m that I
was deta�ned aboard �n the f�rst place. It �s due to h�s wh�m that I am
st�ll al�ve. I do noth�ng, can do noth�ng, because I am a slave to th�s
monster, as you are now a slave to h�m; because I des�re to l�ve, as
you w�ll des�re to l�ve; because I cannot f�ght and overcome h�m, just
as you w�ll not be able to f�ght and overcome h�m.”

She wa�ted for me to go on.
“What rema�ns? M�ne �s the role of the weak. I rema�n s�lent and

suffer �gnom�ny, as you w�ll rema�n s�lent and suffer �gnom�ny. And �t
�s well. It �s the best we can do �f we w�sh to l�ve. The battle �s not
always to the strong. We have not the strength w�th wh�ch to f�ght



th�s man; we must d�ss�mulate, and w�n, �f w�n we can, by craft. If you
w�ll be adv�sed by me, th�s �s what you w�ll do. I know my pos�t�on �s
per�lous, and I may say frankly that yours �s even more per�lous. We
must stand together, w�thout appear�ng to do so, �n secret all�ance. I
shall not be able to s�de w�th you openly, and, no matter what
�nd�gn�t�es may be put upon me, you are to rema�n l�kew�se s�lent.
We must provoke no scenes w�th th�s man, nor cross h�s w�ll. And we
must keep sm�l�ng faces and be fr�endly w�th h�m no matter how
repuls�ve �t may be.”

She brushed her hand across her forehead �n a puzzled way,
say�ng, “St�ll I do not understand.”

“You must do as I say,” I �nterrupted author�tat�vely, for I saw Wolf
Larsen’s gaze wander�ng toward us from where he paced up and
down w�th Lat�mer am�dsh�ps. “Do as I say, and ere long you w�ll f�nd
I am r�ght.”

“What shall I do, then?” she asked, detect�ng the anx�ous glance I
had shot at the object of our conversat�on, and �mpressed, I flatter
myself, w�th the earnestness of my manner.

“D�spense w�th all the moral courage you can,” I sa�d br�skly. “Don’t
arouse th�s man’s an�mos�ty. Be qu�te fr�endly w�th h�m, talk w�th h�m,
d�scuss l�terature and art w�th h�m—he �s fond of such th�ngs. You w�ll
f�nd h�m an �nterested l�stener and no fool. And for your own sake try
to avo�d w�tness�ng, as much as you can, the brutal�t�es of the sh�p. It
w�ll make �t eas�er for you to act your part.”

“I am to l�e,” she sa�d �n steady, rebell�ous tones, “by speech and
act�on to l�e.”

Wolf Larsen had separated from Lat�mer and was com�ng toward
us. I was desperate.

“Please, please understand me,” I sa�d hurr�edly, lower�ng my
vo�ce. “All your exper�ence of men and th�ngs �s worthless here. You
must beg�n over aga�n. I know,—I can see �t—you have, among
other ways, been used to manag�ng people w�th your eyes, lett�ng
your moral courage speak out through them, as �t were. You have
already managed me w�th your eyes, commanded me w�th them. But
don’t try �t on Wolf Larsen. You could as eas�ly control a l�on, wh�le
he would make a mock of you. He would—I have always been proud



of the fact that I d�scovered h�m,” I sa�d, turn�ng the conversat�on as
Wolf Larsen stepped on the poop and jo�ned us. “The ed�tors were
afra�d of h�m and the publ�shers would have none of h�m. But I knew,
and h�s gen�us and my judgment were v�nd�cated when he made that
magn�f�cent h�t w�th h�s ‘Forge.’”

“And �t was a newspaper poem,” she sa�d gl�bly.
“It d�d happen to see the l�ght �n a newspaper,” I repl�ed, “but not

because the magaz�ne ed�tors had been den�ed a gl�mpse at �t.”
“We were talk�ng of Harr�s,” I sa�d to Wolf Larsen.
“Oh, yes,” he acknowledged. “I remember the ‘Forge.’ F�lled w�th

pretty sent�ments and an alm�ghty fa�th �n human �llus�ons. By the
way, Mr. Van Weyden, you’d better look �n on Cooky. He’s
compla�n�ng and restless.”

Thus was I bluntly d�sm�ssed from the poop, only to f�nd Mugr�dge
sleep�ng soundly from the morph�ne I had g�ven h�m. I made no
haste to return on deck, and when I d�d I was grat�f�ed to see M�ss
Brewster �n an�mated conversat�on w�th Wolf Larsen. As I say, the
s�ght grat�f�ed me. She was follow�ng my adv�ce. And yet I was
consc�ous of a sl�ght shock or hurt �n that she was able to do the
th�ng I had begged her to do and wh�ch she had notably d�sl�ked.



CHAPTER XXIII.

Brave w�nds, blow�ng fa�r, sw�ftly drove the Ghost northward �nto
the seal herd. We encountered �t well up to the forty-fourth parallel,
�n a raw and stormy sea across wh�ch the w�nd harr�ed the fog-banks
�n eternal fl�ght. For days at a t�me we could never see the sun nor
take an observat�on; then the w�nd would sweep the face of the
ocean clean, the waves would r�pple and flash, and we would learn
where we were. A day of clear weather m�ght follow, or three days or
four, and then the fog would settle down upon us, seem�ngly th�cker
than ever.

The hunt�ng was per�lous; yet the boats, lowered day after day,
were swallowed up �n the grey obscur�ty, and were seen no more t�ll
n�ghtfall, and often not t�ll long after, when they would creep �n l�ke
sea-wra�ths, one by one, out of the grey. Wa�nwr�ght—the hunter
whom Wolf Larsen had stolen w�th boat and men—took advantage
of the ve�led sea and escaped. He d�sappeared one morn�ng �n the
enc�rcl�ng fog w�th h�s two men, and we never saw them aga�n,
though �t was not many days when we learned that they had passed
from schooner to schooner unt�l they f�nally rega�ned the�r own.

Th�s was the th�ng I had set my m�nd upon do�ng, but the
opportun�ty never offered. It was not �n the mate’s prov�nce to go out
�n the boats, and though I manœuvred cunn�ngly for �t, Wolf Larsen
never granted me the pr�v�lege. Had he done so, I should have
managed somehow to carry M�ss Brewster away w�th me. As �t was,
the s�tuat�on was approach�ng a stage wh�ch I was afra�d to cons�der.
I �nvoluntar�ly shunned the thought of �t, and yet the thought
cont�nually arose �n my m�nd l�ke a haunt�ng spectre.

I had read sea-romances �n my t�me, where�n f�gured, as a matter
of course, the lone woman �n the m�dst of a sh�pload of men; but I



learned, now, that I had never comprehended the deeper
s�gn�f�cance of such a s�tuat�on—the th�ng the wr�ters harped upon
and explo�ted so thoroughly. And here �t was, now, and I was face to
face w�th �t. That �t should be as v�tal as poss�ble, �t requ�red no more
than that the woman should be Maud Brewster, who now charmed
me �n person as she had long charmed me through her work.

No one more out of env�ronment could be �mag�ned. She was a
del�cate, ethereal creature, sway�ng and w�llowy, l�ght and graceful of
movement. It never seemed to me that she walked, or, at least,
walked after the ord�nary manner of mortals. Hers was an extreme
l�thesomeness, and she moved w�th a certa�n �ndef�nable a�r�ness,
approach�ng one as down m�ght float or as a b�rd on no�seless
w�ngs.

She was l�ke a b�t of Dresden ch�na, and I was cont�nually
�mpressed w�th what I may call her frag�l�ty. As at the t�me I caught
her arm when help�ng her below, so at any t�me I was qu�te
prepared, should stress or rough handl�ng befall her, to see her
crumble away. I have never seen body and sp�r�t �n such perfect
accord. Descr�be her verse, as the cr�t�cs have descr�bed �t, as
subl�mated and sp�r�tual, and you have descr�bed her body. It
seemed to partake of her soul, to have analogous attr�butes, and to
l�nk �t to l�fe w�th the slenderest of cha�ns. Indeed, she trod the earth
l�ghtly, and �n her const�tut�on there was l�ttle of the robust clay.

She was �n str�k�ng contrast to Wolf Larsen. Each was noth�ng that
the other was, everyth�ng that the other was not. I noted them
walk�ng the deck together one morn�ng, and I l�kened them to the
extreme ends of the human ladder of evolut�on—the one the
culm�nat�on of all savagery, the other the f�n�shed product of the
f�nest c�v�l�zat�on. True, Wolf Larsen possessed �ntellect to an
unusual degree, but �t was d�rected solely to the exerc�se of h�s
savage �nst�ncts and made h�m but the more form�dable a savage.
He was splend�dly muscled, a heavy man, and though he strode w�th
the cert�tude and d�rectness of the phys�cal man, there was noth�ng
heavy about h�s str�de. The jungle and the w�lderness lurked �n the
upl�ft and downput of h�s feet. He was cat-footed, and l�the, and
strong, always strong. I l�kened h�m to some great t�ger, a beast of



prowess and prey. He looked �t, and the p�erc�ng gl�tter that arose at
t�mes �n h�s eyes was the same p�erc�ng gl�tter I had observed �n the
eyes of caged leopards and other prey�ng creatures of the w�ld.

But th�s day, as I noted them pac�ng up and down, I saw that �t was
she who term�nated the walk. They came up to where I was stand�ng
by the entrance to the compan�on-way. Though she betrayed �t by no
outward s�gn, I felt, somehow, that she was greatly perturbed. She
made some �dle remark, look�ng at me, and laughed l�ghtly enough;
but I saw her eyes return to h�s, �nvoluntar�ly, as though fasc�nated;
then they fell, but not sw�ftly enough to ve�l the rush of terror that
f�lled them.

It was �n h�s eyes that I saw the cause of her perturbat�on.
Ord�nar�ly grey and cold and harsh, they were now warm and soft
and golden, and all a-dance w�th t�ny l�ghts that d�mmed and faded,
or welled up t�ll the full orbs were flooded w�th a glow�ng rad�ance.
Perhaps �t was to th�s that the golden colour was due; but golden h�s
eyes were, ent�c�ng and masterful, at the same t�me lur�ng and
compell�ng, and speak�ng a demand and clamour of the blood wh�ch
no woman, much less Maud Brewster, could m�sunderstand.

Her own terror rushed upon me, and �n that moment of fear—the
most terr�ble fear a man can exper�ence—I knew that �n
�nexpress�ble ways she was dear to me. The knowledge that I loved
her rushed upon me w�th the terror, and w�th both emot�ons gr�pp�ng
at my heart and caus�ng my blood at the same t�me to ch�ll and to
leap r�otously, I felt myself drawn by a power w�thout me and beyond
me, and found my eyes return�ng aga�nst my w�ll to gaze �nto the
eyes of Wolf Larsen. But he had recovered h�mself. The golden
colour and the danc�ng l�ghts were gone. Cold and grey and gl�tter�ng
they were as he bowed brusquely and turned away.

“I am afra�d,” she wh�spered, w�th a sh�ver. “I am so afra�d.”
I, too, was afra�d, and what of my d�scovery of how much she

meant to me my m�nd was �n a turmo�l; but, I succeeded �n
answer�ng qu�te calmly:

“All w�ll come r�ght, M�ss Brewster. Trust me, �t w�ll come r�ght.”
She answered w�th a grateful l�ttle sm�le that sent my heart

pound�ng, and started to descend the compan�on-sta�rs.



For a long wh�le I rema�ned stand�ng where she had left me. There
was �mperat�ve need to adjust myself, to cons�der the s�gn�f�cance of
the changed aspect of th�ngs. It had come, at last, love had come,
when I least expected �t and under the most forb�dd�ng cond�t�ons. Of
course, my ph�losophy had always recogn�zed the �nev�tableness of
the love-call sooner or later; but long years of book�sh s�lence had
made me �nattent�ve and unprepared.

And now �t had come! Maud Brewster! My memory flashed back to
that f�rst th�n l�ttle volume on my desk, and I saw before me, as
though �n the concrete, the row of th�n l�ttle volumes on my l�brary
shelf. How I had welcomed each of them! Each year one had come
from the press, and to me each was the advent of the year. They had
vo�ced a k�ndred �ntellect and sp�r�t, and as such I had rece�ved them
�nto a camarader�e of the m�nd; but now the�r place was �n my heart.

My heart? A revuls�on of feel�ng came over me. I seemed to stand
outs�de myself and to look at myself �ncredulously. Maud Brewster!
Humphrey Van Weyden, “the cold-blooded f�sh,” the “emot�onless
monster,” the “analyt�cal demon,” of Charley Furuseth’s chr�sten�ng,
�n love! And then, w�thout rhyme or reason, all scept�cal, my m�nd
flew back to a small b�ograph�cal note �n the red-bound Who’s Who,
and I sa�d to myself, “She was born �n Cambr�dge, and she �s twenty-
seven years old.” And then I sa�d, “Twenty-seven years old and st�ll
free and fancy free?” But how d�d I know she was fancy free? And
the pang of new-born jealousy put all �ncredul�ty to fl�ght. There was
no doubt about �t. I was jealous; therefore I loved. And the woman I
loved was Maud Brewster.

I, Humphrey Van Weyden, was �n love! And aga�n the doubt
assa�led me. Not that I was afra�d of �t, however, or reluctant to meet
�t. On the contrary, �deal�st that I was to the most pronounced
degree, my ph�losophy had always recogn�zed and guerdoned love
as the greatest th�ng �n the world, the a�m and the summ�t of be�ng,
the most exqu�s�te p�tch of joy and happ�ness to wh�ch l�fe could thr�ll,
the th�ng of all th�ngs to be ha�led and welcomed and taken �nto the
heart. But now that �t had come I could not bel�eve. I could not be so
fortunate. It was too good, too good to be true. Symons’s l�nes came
�nto my head:



“I wandered all these years among
A world of women, seek�ng you.”

And then I had ceased seek�ng. It was not for me, th�s greatest
th�ng �n the world, I had dec�ded. Furuseth was r�ght; I was abnormal,
an “emot�onless monster,” a strange book�sh creature, capable of
pleasur�ng �n sensat�ons only of the m�nd. And though I had been
surrounded by women all my days, my apprec�at�on of them had
been æsthet�c and noth�ng more. I had actually, at t�mes, cons�dered
myself outs�de the pale, a monk�sh fellow den�ed the eternal or the
pass�ng pass�ons I saw and understood so well �n others. And now �t
had come! Undreamed of and unheralded, �t had come. In what
could have been no less than an ecstasy, I left my post at the head
of the compan�on-way and started along the deck, murmur�ng to
myself those beaut�ful l�nes of Mrs. Brown�ng:

“I l�ved w�th v�s�ons for my company
Instead of men and women years ago,
And found them gentle mates, nor thought to know
A sweeter mus�c than they played to me.”

But the sweeter mus�c was play�ng �n my ears, and I was bl�nd and
obl�v�ous to all about me. The sharp vo�ce of Wolf Larsen aroused
me.

“What the hell are you up to?” he was demand�ng.
I had strayed forward where the sa�lors were pa�nt�ng, and I came

to myself to f�nd my advanc�ng foot on the verge of overturn�ng a
pa�nt-pot.

“Sleep-walk�ng, sunstroke,—what?” he barked.
“No; �nd�gest�on,” I retorted, and cont�nued my walk as �f noth�ng

untoward had occurred.



CHAPTER XXIV.

Among the most v�v�d memor�es of my l�fe are those of the events
on the Ghost wh�ch occurred dur�ng the forty hours succeed�ng the
d�scovery of my love for Maud Brewster. I, who had l�ved my l�fe �n
qu�et places, only to enter at the age of th�rty-f�ve upon a course of
the most �rrat�onal adventure I could have �mag�ned, never had more
�nc�dent and exc�tement crammed �nto any forty hours of my
exper�ence. Nor can I qu�te close my ears to a small vo�ce of pr�de
wh�ch tells me I d�d not do so badly, all th�ngs cons�dered.

To beg�n w�th, at the m�dday d�nner, Wolf Larsen �nformed the
hunters that they were to eat thenceforth �n the steerage. It was an
unprecedented th�ng on seal�ng-schooners, where �t �s the custom
for the hunters to rank, unoff�c�ally as off�cers. He gave no reason,
but h�s mot�ve was obv�ous enough. Horner and Smoke had been
d�splay�ng a gallantry toward Maud Brewster, lud�crous �n �tself and
�noffens�ve to her, but to h�m ev�dently d�stasteful.

The announcement was rece�ved w�th black s�lence, though the
other four hunters glanced s�gn�f�cantly at the two who had been the
cause of the�r ban�shment. Jock Horner, qu�et as was h�s way, gave
no s�gn; but the blood surged darkly across Smoke’s forehead, and
he half opened h�s mouth to speak. Wolf Larsen was watch�ng h�m,
wa�t�ng for h�m, the steely gl�tter �n h�s eyes; but Smoke closed h�s
mouth aga�n w�thout hav�ng sa�d anyth�ng.

“Anyth�ng to say?” the other demanded aggress�vely.
It was a challenge, but Smoke refused to accept �t.
“About what?” he asked, so �nnocently that Wolf Larsen was

d�sconcerted, wh�le the others sm�led.



“Oh, noth�ng,” Wolf Larsen sa�d lamely. “I just thought you m�ght
want to reg�ster a k�ck.”

“About what?” asked the �mperturbable Smoke.
Smoke’s mates were now sm�l�ng broadly. H�s capta�n could have

k�lled h�m, and I doubt not that blood would have flowed had not
Maud Brewster been present. For that matter, �t was her presence
wh�ch enabled Smoke to act as he d�d. He was too d�screet and
caut�ous a man to �ncur Wolf Larsen’s anger at a t�me when that
anger could be expressed �n terms stronger than words. I was �n fear
that a struggle m�ght take place, but a cry from the helmsman made
�t easy for the s�tuat�on to save �tself.

“Smoke ho!” the cry came down the open compan�on-way.
“How’s �t bear?” Wolf Larsen called up.
“Dead astern, s�r.”
“Maybe �t’s a Russ�an,” suggested Lat�mer.
H�s words brought anx�ety �nto the faces of the other hunters. A

Russ�an could mean but one th�ng—a cru�ser. The hunters, never
more than roughly aware of the pos�t�on of the sh�p, nevertheless
knew that we were close to the boundar�es of the forb�dden sea,
wh�le Wolf Larsen’s record as a poacher was notor�ous. All eyes
centred upon h�m.

“We’re dead safe,” he assured them w�th a laugh. “No salt m�nes
th�s t�me, Smoke. But I’ll tell you what—I’ll lay odds of f�ve to one �t’s
the Macedon�a.”

No one accepted h�s offer, and he went on: “In wh�ch event, I’ll lay
ten to one there’s trouble breez�ng up.”

“No, thank you,” Lat�mer spoke up. “I don’t object to los�ng my
money, but I l�ke to get a run for �t anyway. There never was a t�me
when there wasn’t trouble when you and that brother of yours got
together, and I’ll lay twenty to one on that.”

A general sm�le followed, �n wh�ch Wolf Larsen jo�ned, and the
d�nner went on smoothly, thanks to me, for he treated me
abom�nably the rest of the meal, sneer�ng at me and patron�z�ng me
t�ll I was all a-tremble w�th suppressed rage. Yet I knew I must control
myself for Maud Brewster’s sake, and I rece�ved my reward when



her eyes caught m�ne for a fleet�ng second, and they sa�d, as
d�st�nctly as �f she spoke, “Be brave, be brave.”

We left the table to go on deck, for a steamer was a welcome
break �n the monotony of the sea on wh�ch we floated, wh�le the
conv�ct�on that �t was Death Larsen and the Macedon�a added to the
exc�tement. The st�ff breeze and heavy sea wh�ch had sprung up the
prev�ous afternoon had been moderat�ng all morn�ng, so that �t was
now poss�ble to lower the boats for an afternoon’s hunt. The hunt�ng
prom�sed to be prof�table. We had sa�led s�nce dayl�ght across a sea
barren of seals, and were now runn�ng �nto the herd.

The smoke was st�ll m�les astern, but overhaul�ng us rap�dly, when
we lowered our boats. They spread out and struck a northerly course
across the ocean. Now and aga�n we saw a sa�l lower, heard the
reports of the shot-guns, and saw the sa�l go up aga�n. The seals
were th�ck, the w�nd was dy�ng away; everyth�ng favoured a b�g
catch. As we ran off to get our leeward pos�t�on of the last lee boat,
we found the ocean fa�rly carpeted w�th sleep�ng seals. They were all
about us, th�cker than I had ever seen them before, �n twos and
threes and bunches, stretched full length on the surface and
sleep�ng for all the world l�ke so many lazy young dogs.

Under the approach�ng smoke the hull and upper-works of a
steamer were grow�ng larger. It was the Macedon�a. I read her name
through the glasses as she passed by scarcely a m�le to starboard.
Wolf Larsen looked savagely at the vessel, wh�le Maud Brewster
was cur�ous.

“Where �s the trouble you were so sure was breez�ng up, Capta�n
Larsen?” she asked ga�ly.

He glanced at her, a moment’s amusement soften�ng h�s features.
“What d�d you expect? That they’d come aboard and cut our

throats?”
“Someth�ng l�ke that,” she confessed. “You understand, seal-

hunters are so new and strange to me that I am qu�te ready to
expect anyth�ng.”

He nodded h�s head. “Qu�te r�ght, qu�te r�ght. Your error �s that you
fa�led to expect the worst.”



“Why, what can be worse than cutt�ng our throats?” she asked,
w�th pretty naïve surpr�se.

“Cutt�ng our purses,” he answered. “Man �s so made these days
that h�s capac�ty for l�v�ng �s determ�ned by the money he
possesses.”

“’Who steals my purse steals trash,’” she quoted.
“Who steals my purse steals my r�ght to l�ve,” was the reply, “old

saws to the contrary. For he steals my bread and meat and bed, and
�n so do�ng �mper�ls my l�fe. There are not enough soup-k�tchens and
bread-l�nes to go around, you know, and when men have noth�ng �n
the�r purses they usually d�e, and d�e m�serably—unless they are
able to f�ll the�r purses pretty speed�ly.”

“But I fa�l to see that th�s steamer has any des�gns on your purse.”
“Wa�t and you w�ll see,” he answered gr�mly.
We d�d not have long to wa�t. Hav�ng passed several m�les beyond

our l�ne of boats, the Macedon�a proceeded to lower her own. We
knew she carr�ed fourteen boats to our f�ve (we were one short
through the desert�on of Wa�nwr�ght), and she began dropp�ng them
far to leeward of our last boat, cont�nued dropp�ng them athwart our
course, and f�n�shed dropp�ng them far to w�ndward of our f�rst
weather boat. The hunt�ng, for us, was spo�led. There were no seals
beh�nd us, and ahead of us the l�ne of fourteen boats, l�ke a huge
broom, swept the herd before �t.

Our boats hunted across the two or three m�les of water between
them and the po�nt where the Macedon�a’s had been dropped, and
then headed for home. The w�nd had fallen to a wh�sper, the ocean
was grow�ng calmer and calmer, and th�s, coupled w�th the presence
of the great herd, made a perfect hunt�ng day—one of the two or
three days to be encountered �n the whole of a lucky season. An
angry lot of men, boat-pullers and steerers as well as hunters,
swarmed over our s�de. Each man felt that he had been robbed; and
the boats were ho�sted �n am�d curses, wh�ch, �f curses had power,
would have settled Death Larsen for all etern�ty—“Dead and damned
for a dozen �v etern�t�es,” commented Lou�s, h�s eyes tw�nkl�ng up at
me as he rested from haul�ng taut the lash�ngs of h�s boat.



“L�sten to them, and f�nd �f �t �s hard to d�scover the most v�tal th�ng
�n the�r souls,” sa�d Wolf Larsen. “Fa�th? and love? and h�gh �deals?
The good? the beaut�ful? the true?”

“The�r �nnate sense of r�ght has been v�olated,” Maud Brewster
sa�d, jo�n�ng the conversat�on.

She was stand�ng a dozen feet away, one hand rest�ng on the
ma�n-shrouds and her body sway�ng gently to the sl�ght roll of the
sh�p. She had not ra�sed her vo�ce, and yet I was struck by �ts clear
and bell-l�ke tone. Ah, �t was sweet �n my ears! I scarcely dared look
at her just then, for the fear of betray�ng myself. A boy’s cap was
perched on her head, and her ha�r, l�ght brown and arranged �n a
loose and fluffy order that caught the sun, seemed an aureole about
the del�cate oval of her face. She was pos�t�vely bew�tch�ng, and,
w�thal, sweetly sp�r�tuelle, �f not sa�ntly. All my old-t�me marvel at l�fe
returned to me at s�ght of th�s splend�d �ncarnat�on of �t, and Wolf
Larsen’s cold explanat�on of l�fe and �ts mean�ng was truly r�d�culous
and laughable.

“A sent�mental�st,” he sneered, “l�ke Mr. Van Weyden. Those men
are curs�ng because the�r des�res have been outraged. That �s all.
What des�res? The des�res for the good grub and soft beds ashore
wh�ch a handsome pay-day br�ngs them—the women and the dr�nk,
the gorg�ng and the beastl�ness wh�ch so truly expresses them, the
best that �s �n them, the�r h�ghest asp�rat�ons, the�r �deals, �f you
please. The exh�b�t�on they make of the�r feel�ngs �s not a touch�ng
s�ght, yet �t shows how deeply they have been touched, how deeply
the�r purses have been touched, for to lay hands on the�r purses �s to
lay hands on the�r souls.”

“’You hardly behave as �f your purse had been touched,” she sa�d,
sm�l�ngly.

“Then �t so happens that I am behav�ng d�fferently, for my purse
and my soul have both been touched. At the current pr�ce of sk�ns �n
the London market, and based on a fa�r est�mate of what the
afternoon’s catch would have been had not the Macedon�a hogged
�t, the Ghost has lost about f�fteen hundred dollars’ worth of sk�ns.”

“You speak so calmly—” she began.



“But I do not feel calm; I could k�ll the man who robbed me,” he
�nterrupted. “Yes, yes, I know, and that man my brother—more
sent�ment! Bah!”

H�s face underwent a sudden change. H�s vo�ce was less harsh
and wholly s�ncere as he sa�d:

“You must be happy, you sent�mental�sts, really and truly happy at
dream�ng and f�nd�ng th�ngs good, and, because you f�nd some of
them good, feel�ng good yourself. Now, tell me, you two, do you f�nd
me good?”

“You are good to look upon—�n a way,” I qual�f�ed.
“There are �n you all powers for good,” was Maud Brewster’s

answer.
“There you are!” he cr�ed at her, half angr�ly. “Your words are

empty to me. There �s noth�ng clear and sharp and def�n�te about the
thought you have expressed. You cannot p�ck �t up �n your two hands
and look at �t. In po�nt of fact, �t �s not a thought. It �s a feel�ng, a
sent�ment, a someth�ng based upon �llus�on and not a product of the
�ntellect at all.”

As he went on h�s vo�ce aga�n grew soft, and a conf�d�ng note
came �nto �t. “Do you know, I somet�mes catch myself w�sh�ng that I,
too, were bl�nd to the facts of l�fe and only knew �ts fanc�es and
�llus�ons. They’re wrong, all wrong, of course, and contrary to reason;
but �n the face of them my reason tells me, wrong and most wrong,
that to dream and l�ve �llus�ons g�ves greater del�ght. And after all,
del�ght �s the wage for l�v�ng. W�thout del�ght, l�v�ng �s a worthless act.
To labour at l�v�ng and be unpa�d �s worse than to be dead. He who
del�ghts the most l�ves the most, and your dreams and unreal�t�es are
less d�sturb�ng to you and more grat�fy�ng than are my facts to me.”

He shook h�s head slowly, ponder�ng.
“I often doubt, I often doubt, the worthwh�leness of reason.

Dreams must be more substant�al and sat�sfy�ng. Emot�onal del�ght
�s more f�ll�ng and last�ng than �ntellectual del�ght; and, bes�des, you
pay for your moments of �ntellectual del�ght by hav�ng the blues.
Emot�onal del�ght �s followed by no more than jaded senses wh�ch
speed�ly recuperate. I envy you, I envy you.”



He stopped abruptly, and then on h�s l�ps formed one of h�s
strange qu�zz�cal sm�les, as he added:

“It’s from my bra�n I envy you, take not�ce, and not from my heart.
My reason d�ctates �t. The envy �s an �ntellectual product. I am l�ke a
sober man look�ng upon drunken men, and, greatly weary, w�sh�ng
he, too, were drunk.”

“Or l�ke a w�se man look�ng upon fools and w�sh�ng he, too, were a
fool,” I laughed.

“Qu�te so,” he sa�d. “You are a blessed, bankrupt pa�r of fools. You
have no facts �n your pocketbook.”

“Yet we spend as freely as you,” was Maud Brewster’s
contr�but�on.

“More freely, because �t costs you noth�ng.”
“And because we draw upon etern�ty,” she retorted.
“Whether you do or th�nk you do, �t’s the same th�ng. You spend

what you haven’t got, and �n return you get greater value from
spend�ng what you haven’t got than I get from spend�ng what I have
got, and what I have sweated to get.”

“Why don’t you change the bas�s of your co�nage, then?” she
quer�ed teas�ngly.

He looked at her qu�ckly, half-hopefully, and then sa�d, all
regretfully: “Too late. I’d l�ke to, perhaps, but I can’t. My pocketbook
�s stuffed w�th the old co�nage, and �t’s a stubborn th�ng. I can never
br�ng myself to recogn�ze anyth�ng else as val�d.”

He ceased speak�ng, and h�s gaze wandered absently past her
and became lost �n the plac�d sea. The old pr�mal melancholy was
strong upon h�m. He was qu�ver�ng to �t. He had reasoned h�mself
�nto a spell of the blues, and w�th�n few hours one could look for the
dev�l w�th�n h�m to be up and st�rr�ng. I remembered Charley
Furuseth, and knew th�s man’s sadness as the penalty wh�ch the
mater�al�st ever pays for h�s mater�al�sm.



CHAPTER XXV.

“You’ve been on deck, Mr. Van Weyden,” Wolf Larsen sa�d, the
follow�ng morn�ng at the breakfast-table, “How do th�ngs look?”

“Clear enough,” I answered, glanc�ng at the sunsh�ne wh�ch
streamed down the open compan�on-way. “Fa�r westerly breeze, w�th
a prom�se of st�ffen�ng, �f Lou�s pred�cts correctly.”

He nodded h�s head �n a pleased way. “Any s�gns of fog?”
“Th�ck banks �n the north and north-west.”
He nodded h�s head aga�n, ev�nc�ng even greater sat�sfact�on than

before.
“What of the Macedon�a?”
“Not s�ghted,” I answered.
I could have sworn h�s face fell at the �ntell�gence, but why he

should be d�sappo�nted I could not conce�ve.
I was soon to learn. “Smoke ho!” came the ha�l from on deck, and

h�s face br�ghtened.
“Good!” he excla�med, and left the table at once to go on deck and

�nto the steerage, where the hunters were tak�ng the f�rst breakfast of
the�r ex�le.

Maud Brewster and I scarcely touched the food before us, gaz�ng,
�nstead, �n s�lent anx�ety at each other, and l�sten�ng to Wolf Larsen’s
vo�ce, wh�ch eas�ly penetrated the cab�n through the �nterven�ng
bulkhead. He spoke at length, and h�s conclus�on was greeted w�th a
w�ld roar of cheers. The bulkhead was too th�ck for us to hear what
he sa�d; but whatever �t was �t affected the hunters strongly, for the
cheer�ng was followed by loud exclamat�ons and shouts of joy.



From the sounds on deck I knew that the sa�lors had been routed
out and were prepar�ng to lower the boats. Maud Brewster
accompan�ed me on deck, but I left her at the break of the poop,
where she m�ght watch the scene and not be �n �t. The sa�lors must
have learned whatever project was on hand, and the v�m and snap
they put �nto the�r work attested the�r enthus�asm. The hunters came
troop�ng on deck w�th shot-guns and ammun�t�on-boxes, and, most
unusual, the�r r�fles. The latter were rarely taken �n the boats, for a
seal shot at long range w�th a r�fle �nvar�ably sank before a boat
could reach �t. But each hunter th�s day had h�s r�fle and a large
supply of cartr�dges. I not�ced they gr�nned w�th sat�sfact�on
whenever they looked at the Macedon�a’s smoke, wh�ch was r�s�ng
h�gher and h�gher as she approached from the west.

The f�ve boats went over the s�de w�th a rush, spread out l�ke the
r�bs of a fan, and set a northerly course, as on the preced�ng
afternoon, for us to follow. I watched for some t�me, cur�ously, but
there seemed noth�ng extraord�nary about the�r behav�our. They
lowered sa�ls, shot seals, and ho�sted sa�ls aga�n, and cont�nued on
the�r way as I had always seen them do. The Macedon�a repeated
her performance of yesterday, “hogg�ng” the sea by dropp�ng her l�ne
of boats �n advance of ours and across our course. Fourteen boats
requ�re a cons�derable spread of ocean for comfortable hunt�ng, and
when she had completely lapped our l�ne she cont�nued steam�ng
�nto the north-east, dropp�ng more boats as she went.

“What’s up?” I asked Wolf Larsen, unable longer to keep my
cur�os�ty �n check.

“Never m�nd what’s up,” he answered gruffly. “You won’t be a
thousand years �n f�nd�ng out, and �n the meant�me just pray for
plenty of w�nd.”

“Oh, well, I don’t m�nd tell�ng you,” he sa�d the next moment. “I’m
go�ng to g�ve that brother of m�ne a taste of h�s own med�c�ne. In
short, I’m go�ng to play the hog myself, and not for one day, but for
the rest of the season,—�f we’re �n luck.”

“And �f we’re not?” I quer�ed.
“Not to be cons�dered,” he laughed. “We s�mply must be �n luck, or

�t’s all up w�th us.”



He had the wheel at the t�me, and I went forward to my hosp�tal �n
the forecastle, where lay the two cr�ppled men, N�lson and Thomas
Mugr�dge. N�lson was as cheerful as could be expected, for h�s
broken leg was kn�tt�ng n�cely; but the Cockney was desperately
melancholy, and I was aware of a great sympathy for the unfortunate
creature. And the marvel of �t was that st�ll he l�ved and clung to l�fe.
The brutal years had reduced h�s meagre body to spl�ntered
wreckage, and yet the spark of l�fe w�th�n burned br�ghtly as ever.

“W�th an art�f�c�al foot—and they make excellent ones—you w�ll be
stump�ng sh�ps’ galleys to the end of t�me,” I assured h�m jov�ally.

But h�s answer was ser�ous, nay, solemn. “I don’t know about wot
you s’y, Mr. Van W’yden, but I do know I’ll never rest ’appy t�ll I see
that ’ell-’ound bloody well dead. ’E cawn’t l�ve as long as me. ’E’s got
no r�ght to l�ve, an’ as the Good Word puts �t, ‘’E shall shorely d�e,’
an’ I s’y, ‘Amen, an’ damn soon at that.’”

When I returned on deck I found Wolf Larsen steer�ng ma�nly w�th
one hand, wh�le w�th the other hand he held the mar�ne glasses and
stud�ed the s�tuat�on of the boats, pay�ng part�cular attent�on to the
pos�t�on of the Macedon�a. The only change not�ceable �n our boats
was that they had hauled close on the w�nd and were head�ng
several po�nts west of north. St�ll, I could not see the exped�ency of
the manœuvre, for the free sea was st�ll �ntercepted by the
Macedon�a’s f�ve weather boats, wh�ch, �n turn, had hauled close on
the w�nd. Thus they slowly d�verged toward the west, draw�ng farther
away from the rema�nder of the boats �n the�r l�ne. Our boats were
row�ng as well as sa�l�ng. Even the hunters were pull�ng, and w�th
three pa�rs of oars �n the water they rap�dly overhauled what I may
appropr�ately term the enemy.

The smoke of the Macedon�a had dw�ndled to a d�m blot on the
north-eastern hor�zon. Of the steamer herself noth�ng was to be
seen. We had been loaf�ng along, t�ll now, our sa�ls shak�ng half the
t�me and sp�ll�ng the w�nd; and tw�ce, for short per�ods, we had been
hove to. But there was no more loaf�ng. Sheets were tr�mmed, and
Wolf Larsen proceeded to put the Ghost through her paces. We ran
past our l�ne of boats and bore down upon the f�rst weather boat of
the other l�ne.



“Down that fly�ng j�b, Mr. Van Weyden,” Wolf Larsen commanded.
“And stand by to back over the j�bs.”

I ran forward and had the downhaul of the fly�ng j�b all �n and fast
as we sl�pped by the boat a hundred feet to leeward. The three men
�n �t gazed at us susp�c�ously. They had been hogg�ng the sea, and
they knew Wolf Larsen, by reputat�on at any rate. I noted that the
hunter, a huge Scand�nav�an s�tt�ng �n the bow, held h�s r�fle, ready to
hand, across h�s knees. It should have been �n �ts proper place �n the
rack. When they came oppos�te our stern, Wolf Larsen greeted them
w�th a wave of the hand, and cr�ed:

“Come on board and have a ’gam’!”
“To gam,” among the seal�ng-schooners, �s a subst�tute for the

verbs “to v�s�t,” “to goss�p.” It expresses the garrul�ty of the sea, and
�s a pleasant break �n the monotony of the l�fe.

The Ghost swung around �nto the w�nd, and I f�n�shed my work
forward �n t�me to run aft and lend a hand w�th the ma�nsheet.

“You w�ll please stay on deck, M�ss Brewster,” Wolf Larsen sa�d, as
he started forward to meet h�s guest. “And you too, Mr. Van
Weyden.”

The boat had lowered �ts sa�l and run alongs�de. The hunter,
golden bearded l�ke a sea-k�ng, came over the ra�l and dropped on
deck. But h�s hugeness could not qu�te overcome h�s
apprehens�veness. Doubt and d�strust showed strongly �n h�s face. It
was a transparent face, for all of �ts ha�ry sh�eld, and advert�sed
�nstant rel�ef when he glanced from Wolf Larsen to me, noted that
there was only the pa�r of us, and then glanced over h�s own two
men who had jo�ned h�m. Surely he had l�ttle reason to be afra�d. He
towered l�ke a Gol�ath above Wolf Larsen. He must have measured
s�x feet e�ght or n�ne �nches �n stature, and I subsequently learned
h�s we�ght—240 pounds. And there was no fat about h�m. It was all
bone and muscle.

A return of apprehens�on was apparent when, at the top of the
compan�on-way, Wolf Larsen �nv�ted h�m below. But he reassured
h�mself w�th a glance down at h�s host—a b�g man h�mself but
dwarfed by the prop�nqu�ty of the g�ant. So all hes�tancy van�shed,
and the pa�r descended �nto the cab�n. In the meant�me, h�s two



men, as was the wont of v�s�t�ng sa�lors, had gone forward �nto the
forecastle to do some v�s�t�ng themselves.

Suddenly, from the cab�n came a great, chok�ng bellow, followed
by all the sounds of a fur�ous struggle. It was the leopard and the
l�on, and the l�on made all the no�se. Wolf Larsen was the leopard.

“You see the sacredness of our hosp�tal�ty,” I sa�d b�tterly to Maud
Brewster.

She nodded her head that she heard, and I noted �n her face the
s�gns of the same s�ckness at s�ght or sound of v�olent struggle from
wh�ch I had suffered so severely dur�ng my f�rst weeks on the Ghost.

“Wouldn’t �t be better �f you went forward, say by the steerage
compan�on-way, unt�l �t �s over?” I suggested.

She shook her head and gazed at me p�t�fully. She was not
fr�ghtened, but appalled, rather, at the human an�mal�ty of �t.

“You w�ll understand,” I took advantage of the opportun�ty to say,
“whatever part I take �n what �s go�ng on and what �s to come, that I
am compelled to take �t—�f you and I are ever to get out of th�s
scrape w�th our l�ves.”

“It �s not n�ce—for me,” I added.
“I understand,” she sa�d, �n a weak, far-away vo�ce, and her eyes

showed me that she d�d understand.
The sounds from below soon d�ed away. Then Wolf Larsen came

alone on deck. There was a sl�ght flush under h�s bronze, but
otherw�se he bore no s�gns of the battle.

“Send those two men aft, Mr. Van Weyden,” he sa�d.
I obeyed, and a m�nute or two later they stood before h�m. “Ho�st �n

your boat,” he sa�d to them. “Your hunter’s dec�ded to stay aboard
awh�le and doesn’t want �t pound�ng alongs�de.”

“Ho�st �n your boat, I sa�d,” he repeated, th�s t�me �n sharper tones
as they hes�tated to do h�s b�dd�ng.

“Who knows? you may have to sa�l w�th me for a t�me,” he sa�d,
qu�te softly, w�th a s�lken threat that bel�ed the softness, as they
moved slowly to comply, “and we m�ght as well start w�th a fr�endly



understand�ng. L�vely now! Death Larsen makes you jump better
than that, and you know �t!”

The�r movements percept�bly qu�ckened under h�s coach�ng, and
as the boat swung �nboard I was sent forward to let go the j�bs. Wolf
Larsen, at the wheel, d�rected the Ghost after the Macedon�a’s
second weather boat.

Under way, and w�th noth�ng for the t�me be�ng to do, I turned my
attent�on to the s�tuat�on of the boats. The Macedon�a’s th�rd weather
boat was be�ng attacked by two of ours, the fourth by our rema�n�ng
three; and the f�fth, turn about, was tak�ng a hand �n the defence of
�ts nearest mate. The f�ght had opened at long d�stance, and the
r�fles were crack�ng stead�ly. A qu�ck, snappy sea was be�ng k�cked
up by the w�nd, a cond�t�on wh�ch prevented f�ne shoot�ng; and now
and aga�n, as we drew closer, we could see the bullets z�p-z�pp�ng
from wave to wave.

The boat we were pursu�ng had squared away and was runn�ng
before the w�nd to escape us, and, �n the course of �ts fl�ght, to take
part �n repuls�ng our general boat attack.

Attend�ng to sheets and tacks now left me l�ttle t�me to see what
was tak�ng place, but I happened to be on the poop when Wolf
Larsen ordered the two strange sa�lors forward and �nto the
forecastle. They went sullenly, but they went. He next ordered M�ss
Brewster below, and sm�led at the �nstant horror that leapt �nto her
eyes.

“You’ll f�nd noth�ng gruesome down there,” he sa�d, “only an unhurt
man securely made fast to the r�ng-bolts. Bullets are l�able to come
aboard, and I don’t want you k�lled, you know.”

Even as he spoke, a bullet was deflected by a brass-capped
spoke of the wheel between h�s hands and screeched off through the
a�r to w�ndward.

“You see,” he sa�d to her; and then to me, “Mr. Van Weyden, w�ll
you take the wheel?”

Maud Brewster had stepped �ns�de the compan�on-way so that
only her head was exposed. Wolf Larsen had procured a r�fle and



was throw�ng a cartr�dge �nto the barrel. I begged her w�th my eyes
to go below, but she sm�led and sa�d:

“We may be feeble land-creatures w�thout legs, but we can show
Capta�n Larsen that we are at least as brave as he.”

He gave her a qu�ck look of adm�rat�on.
“I l�ke you a hundred per cent. better for that,” he sa�d. “Books, and

bra�ns, and bravery. You are well-rounded, a blue-stock�ng f�t to be
the w�fe of a p�rate ch�ef. Ahem, we’ll d�scuss that later,” he sm�led,
as a bullet struck sol�dly �nto the cab�n wall.

I saw h�s eyes flash golden as he spoke, and I saw the terror
mount �n her own.

“We are braver,” I hastened to say. “At least, speak�ng for myself, I
know I am braver than Capta�n Larsen.”

It was I who was now favoured by a qu�ck look. He was wonder�ng
�f I were mak�ng fun of h�m. I put three or four spokes over to
counteract a sheer toward the w�nd on the part of the Ghost, and
then stead�ed her. Wolf Larsen was st�ll wa�t�ng an explanat�on, and I
po�nted down to my knees.

“You w�ll observe there,” I sa�d, “a sl�ght trembl�ng. It �s because I
am afra�d, the flesh �s afra�d; and I am afra�d �n my m�nd because I
do not w�sh to d�e. But my sp�r�t masters the trembl�ng flesh and the
qualms of the m�nd. I am more than brave. I am courageous. Your
flesh �s not afra�d. You are not afra�d. On the one hand, �t costs you
noth�ng to encounter danger; on the other hand, �t even g�ves you
del�ght. You enjoy �t. You may be unafra�d, Mr. Larsen, but you must
grant that the bravery �s m�ne.”

“You’re r�ght,” he acknowledged at once. “I never thought of �t �n
that way before. But �s the oppos�te true? If you are braver than I, am
I more cowardly than you?”

We both laughed at the absurd�ty, and he dropped down to the
deck and rested h�s r�fle across the ra�l. The bullets we had rece�ved
had travelled nearly a m�le, but by now we had cut that d�stance �n
half. He f�red three careful shots. The f�rst struck f�fty feet to
w�ndward of the boat, the second alongs�de; and at the th�rd the



boat-steerer let loose h�s steer�ng-oar and crumpled up �n the bottom
of the boat.

“I guess that’ll f�x them,” Wolf Larsen sa�d, r�s�ng to h�s feet. “I
couldn’t afford to let the hunter have �t, and there �s a chance the
boat-puller doesn’t know how to steer. In wh�ch case, the hunter
cannot steer and shoot at the same t�me.”

H�s reason�ng was just�f�ed, for the boat rushed at once �nto the
w�nd and the hunter sprang aft to take the boat-steerer’s place.
There was no more shoot�ng, though the r�fles were st�ll crack�ng
merr�ly from the other boats.

The hunter had managed to get the boat before the w�nd aga�n,
but we ran down upon �t, go�ng at least two feet to �ts one. A hundred
yards away, I saw the boat-puller pass a r�fle to the hunter. Wolf
Larsen went am�dsh�ps and took the co�l of the throat-halyards from
�ts p�n. Then he peered over the ra�l w�th levelled r�fle. Tw�ce I saw
the hunter let go the steer�ng-oar w�th one hand, reach for h�s r�fle,
and hes�tate. We were now alongs�de and foam�ng past.

“Here, you!” Wolf Larsen cr�ed suddenly to the boat-puller. “Take a
turn!”

At the same t�me he flung the co�l of rope. It struck fa�rly, nearly
knock�ng the man over, but he d�d not obey. Instead, he looked to h�s
hunter for orders. The hunter, �n turn, was �n a quandary. H�s r�fle
was between h�s knees, but �f he let go the steer�ng-oar �n order to
shoot, the boat would sweep around and coll�de w�th the schooner.
Also he saw Wolf Larsen’s r�fle bear�ng upon h�m and knew he would
be shot ere he could get h�s r�fle �nto play.

“Take a turn,” he sa�d qu�etly to the man.
The boat-puller obeyed, tak�ng a turn around the l�ttle forward

thwart and pay�ng the l�ne as �t jerked taut. The boat sheered out
w�th a rush, and the hunter stead�ed �t to a parallel course some
twenty feet from the s�de of the Ghost.

“Now, get that sa�l down and come alongs�de!” Wolf Larsen
ordered.

He never let go h�s r�fle, even pass�ng down the tackles w�th one
hand. When they were fast, bow and stern, and the two un�njured



men prepared to come aboard, the hunter p�cked up h�s r�fle as �f to
place �t �n a secure pos�t�on.

“Drop �t!” Wolf Larsen cr�ed, and the hunter dropped �t as though �t
were hot and had burned h�m.

Once aboard, the two pr�soners ho�sted �n the boat and under Wolf
Larsen’s d�rect�on carr�ed the wounded boat-steerer down �nto the
forecastle.

“If our f�ve boats do as well as you and I have done, we’ll have a
pretty full crew,” Wolf Larsen sa�d to me.

“The man you shot—he �s—I hope?” Maud Brewster quavered.
“In the shoulder,” he answered. “Noth�ng ser�ous, Mr. Van Weyden

w�ll pull h�m around as good as ever �n three or four weeks.”
“But he won’t pull those chaps around, from the look of �t,” he

added, po�nt�ng at the Macedon�a’s th�rd boat, for wh�ch I had been
steer�ng and wh�ch was now nearly abreast of us. “That’s Horner’s
and Smoke’s work. I told them we wanted l�ve men, not carcasses.
But the joy of shoot�ng to h�t �s a most compell�ng th�ng, when once
you’ve learned how to shoot. Ever exper�enced �t, Mr. Van Weyden?”

I shook my head and regarded the�r work. It had �ndeed been
bloody, for they had drawn off and jo�ned our other three boats �n the
attack on the rema�n�ng two of the enemy. The deserted boat was �n
the trough of the sea, roll�ng drunkenly across each comber, �ts loose
spr�tsa�l out at r�ght angles to �t and flutter�ng and flapp�ng �n the
w�nd. The hunter and boat-puller were both ly�ng awkwardly �n the
bottom, but the boat-steerer lay across the gunwale, half �n and half
out, h�s arms tra�l�ng �n the water and h�s head roll�ng from s�de to
s�de.

“Don’t look, M�ss Brewster, please don’t look,” I had begged of her,
and I was glad that she had m�nded me and been spared the s�ght.

“Head r�ght �nto the bunch, Mr. Van Weyden,” was Wolf Larsen’s
command.

As we drew nearer, the f�r�ng ceased, and we saw that the f�ght
was over. The rema�n�ng two boats had been captured by our f�ve,
and the seven were grouped together, wa�t�ng to be p�cked up.

“Look at that!” I cr�ed �nvoluntar�ly, po�nt�ng to the north-east.



The blot of smoke wh�ch �nd�cated the Macedon�a’s pos�t�on had
reappeared.

“Yes, I’ve been watch�ng �t,” was Wolf Larsen’s calm reply. He
measured the d�stance away to the fog-bank, and for an �nstant
paused to feel the we�ght of the w�nd on h�s cheek. “We’ll make �t, I
th�nk; but you can depend upon �t that blessed brother of m�ne has
tw�gged our l�ttle game and �s just a-hump�ng for us. Ah, look at that!”

The blot of smoke had suddenly grown larger, and �t was very
black.

“I’ll beat you out, though, brother m�ne,” he chuckled. “I’ll beat you
out, and I hope you no worse than that you rack your old eng�nes
�nto scrap.”

When we hove to, a hasty though orderly confus�on re�gned. The
boats came aboard from every s�de at once. As fast as the pr�soners
came over the ra�l they were marshalled forward to the forecastle by
our hunters, wh�le our sa�lors ho�sted �n the boats, pell-mell, dropp�ng
them anywhere upon the deck and not stopp�ng to lash them. We
were already under way, all sa�ls set and draw�ng, and the sheets
be�ng slacked off for a w�nd abeam, as the last boat l�fted clear of the
water and swung �n the tackles.

There was need for haste. The Macedon�a, belch�ng the blackest
of smoke from her funnel, was charg�ng down upon us from out of
the north-east. Neglect�ng the boats that rema�ned to her, she had
altered her course so as to ant�c�pate ours. She was not runn�ng
stra�ght for us, but ahead of us. Our courses were converg�ng l�ke
the s�des of an angle, the vertex of wh�ch was at the edge of the fog-
bank. It was there, or not at all, that the Macedon�a could hope to
catch us. The hope for the Ghost lay �n that she should pass that
po�nt before the Macedon�a arr�ved at �t.

Wolf Larsen was steer�ng, h�s eyes gl�sten�ng and snapp�ng as
they dwelt upon and leaped from deta�l to deta�l of the chase. Now
he stud�ed the sea to w�ndward for s�gns of the w�nd slacken�ng or
freshen�ng, now the Macedon�a; and aga�n, h�s eyes roved over
every sa�l, and he gave commands to slack a sheet here a tr�fle, to
come �n on one there a tr�fle, t�ll he was draw�ng out of the Ghost the
last b�t of speed she possessed. All feuds and grudges were



forgotten, and I was surpr�sed at the alacr�ty w�th wh�ch the men who
had so long endured h�s brutal�ty sprang to execute h�s orders.
Strange to say, the unfortunate Johnson came �nto my m�nd as we
l�fted and surged and heeled along, and I was aware of a regret that
he was not al�ve and present; he had so loved the Ghost and
del�ghted �n her sa�l�ng powers.

“Better get your r�fles, you fellows,” Wolf Larsen called to our
hunters; and the f�ve men l�ned the lee ra�l, guns �n hand, and wa�ted.

The Macedon�a was now but a m�le away, the black smoke
pour�ng from her funnel at a r�ght angle, so madly she raced,
pound�ng through the sea at a seventeen-knot ga�t—“’Sky-hoot�ng
through the br�ne,” as Wolf Larsen quoted wh�le gaz�ng at her. We
were not mak�ng more than n�ne knots, but the fog-bank was very
near.

A puff of smoke broke from the Macedon�a’s deck, we heard a
heavy report, and a round hole took form �n the stretched canvas of
our ma�nsa�l. They were shoot�ng at us w�th one of the small cannon
wh�ch rumour had sa�d they carr�ed on board. Our men, cluster�ng
am�dsh�ps, waved the�r hats and ra�sed a der�s�ve cheer. Aga�n there
was a puff of smoke and a loud report, th�s t�me the cannon-ball
str�k�ng not more than twenty feet astern and glanc�ng tw�ce from sea
to sea to w�ndward ere �t sank.

But there was no r�fle-f�r�ng for the reason that all the�r hunters
were out �n the boats or our pr�soners. When the two vessels were
half-a-m�le apart, a th�rd shot made another hole �n our ma�nsa�l.
Then we entered the fog. It was about us, ve�l�ng and h�d�ng us �n �ts
dense wet gauze.

The sudden trans�t�on was startl�ng. The moment before we had
been leap�ng through the sunsh�ne, the clear sky above us, the sea
break�ng and roll�ng w�de to the hor�zon, and a sh�p, vom�t�ng smoke
and f�re and �ron m�ss�les, rush�ng madly upon us. And at once, as �n
an �nstant’s leap, the sun was blotted out, there was no sky, even our
mastheads were lost to v�ew, and our hor�zon was such as tear-
bl�nded eyes may see. The grey m�st drove by us l�ke a ra�n. Every
woollen f�lament of our garments, every ha�r of our heads and faces,
was jewelled w�th a crystal globule. The shrouds were wet w�th



mo�sture; �t dr�pped from our r�gg�ng overhead; and on the unders�de
of our booms drops of water took shape �n long sway�ng l�nes, wh�ch
were detached and flung to the deck �n m�m�c showers at each surge
of the schooner. I was aware of a pent, st�fled feel�ng. As the sounds
of the sh�p thrust�ng herself through the waves were hurled back
upon us by the fog, so were one’s thoughts. The m�nd reco�led from
contemplat�on of a world beyond th�s wet ve�l wh�ch wrapped us
around. Th�s was the world, the un�verse �tself, �ts bounds so near
one felt �mpelled to reach out both arms and push them back. It was
�mposs�ble, that the rest could be beyond these walls of grey. The
rest was a dream, no more than the memory of a dream.

It was we�rd, strangely we�rd. I looked at Maud Brewster and knew
that she was s�m�larly affected. Then I looked at Wolf Larsen, but
there was noth�ng subject�ve about h�s state of consc�ousness. H�s
whole concern was w�th the �mmed�ate, object�ve present. He st�ll
held the wheel, and I felt that he was t�m�ng T�me, reckon�ng the
passage of the m�nutes w�th each forward lunge and leeward roll of
the Ghost.

“Go for’ard and hard alee w�thout any no�se,” he sa�d to me �n a
low vo�ce. “Clew up the topsa�ls f�rst. Set men at all the sheets. Let
there be no rattl�ng of blocks, no sound of vo�ces. No no�se,
understand, no no�se.”

When all was ready, the word “hard-a-lee” was passed forward to
me from man to man; and the Ghost heeled about on the port tack
w�th pract�cally no no�se at all. And what l�ttle there was,—the
slapp�ng of a few reef-po�nts and the creak�ng of a sheave �n a block
or two,—was ghostly under the hollow echo�ng pall �n wh�ch we were
swathed.

We had scarcely f�lled away, �t seemed, when the fog th�nned
abruptly and we were aga�n �n the sunsh�ne, the w�de-stretch�ng sea
break�ng before us to the sky-l�ne. But the ocean was bare. No
wrathful Macedon�a broke �ts surface nor blackened the sky w�th her
smoke.

Wolf Larsen at once squared away and ran down along the r�m of
the fog-bank. H�s tr�ck was obv�ous. He had entered the fog to
w�ndward of the steamer, and wh�le the steamer had bl�ndly dr�ven



on �nto the fog �n the chance of catch�ng h�m, he had come about
and out of h�s shelter and was now runn�ng down to re-enter to
leeward. Successful �n th�s, the old s�m�le of the needle �n the
haystack would be m�ld �ndeed compared w�th h�s brother’s chance
of f�nd�ng h�m. He d�d not run long. J�b�ng the fore- and ma�n-sa�ls
and sett�ng the topsa�ls aga�n, we headed back �nto the bank. As we
entered I could have sworn I saw a vague bulk emerg�ng to
w�ndward. I looked qu�ckly at Wolf Larsen. Already we were
ourselves bur�ed �n the fog, but he nodded h�s head. He, too, had
seen �t—the Macedon�a, guess�ng h�s manœuvre and fa�l�ng by a
moment �n ant�c�pat�ng �t. There was no doubt that we had escaped
unseen.

“He can’t keep th�s up,” Wolf Larsen sa�d. “He’ll have to go back
for the rest of h�s boats. Send a man to the wheel, Mr. Van Weyden,
keep th�s course for the present, and you m�ght as well set the
watches, for we won’t do any l�nger�ng to-n�ght.”

“I’d g�ve f�ve hundred dollars, though,” he added, “just to be aboard
the Macedon�a for f�ve m�nutes, l�sten�ng to my brother curse.”

“And now, Mr. Van Weyden,” he sa�d to me when he had been
rel�eved from the wheel, “we must make these new-comers
welcome. Serve out plenty of wh�sky to the hunters and see that a
few bottles sl�p for’ard. I’ll wager every man Jack of them �s over the
s�de to-morrow, hunt�ng for Wolf Larsen as contentedly as ever they
hunted for Death Larsen.”

“But won’t they escape as Wa�nwr�ght d�d?” I asked.
He laughed shrewdly. “Not as long as our old hunters have

anyth�ng to say about �t. I’m d�v�d�ng amongst them a dollar a sk�n for
all the sk�ns shot by our new hunters. At least half of the�r
enthus�asm to-day was due to that. Oh, no, there won’t be any
escap�ng �f they have anyth�ng to say about �t. And now you’d better
get for’ard to your hosp�tal dut�es. There must be a full ward wa�t�ng
for you.”



CHAPTER XXVI.

Wolf Larsen took the d�str�but�on of the wh�sky off my hands, and
the bottles began to make the�r appearance wh�le I worked over the
fresh batch of wounded men �n the forecastle. I had seen wh�sky
drunk, such as wh�sky-and-soda by the men of the clubs, but never
as these men drank �t, from pann�k�ns and mugs, and from the
bottles—great br�mm�ng dr�nks, each one of wh�ch was �n �tself a
debauch. But they d�d not stop at one or two. They drank and drank,
and ever the bottles sl�pped forward and they drank more.

Everybody drank; the wounded drank; Oofty-Oofty, who helped
me, drank. Only Lou�s refra�ned, no more than caut�ously wett�ng h�s
l�ps w�th the l�quor, though he jo�ned �n the revels w�th an abandon
equal to that of most of them. It was a saturnal�a. In loud vo�ces they
shouted over the day’s f�ght�ng, wrangled about deta�ls, or waxed
affect�onate and made fr�ends w�th the men whom they had fought.
Pr�soners and captors h�ccoughed on one another’s shoulders, and
swore m�ghty oaths of respect and esteem. They wept over the
m�ser�es of the past and over the m�ser�es yet to come under the �ron
rule of Wolf Larsen. And all cursed h�m and told terr�ble tales of h�s
brutal�ty.

It was a strange and fr�ghtful spectacle—the small, bunk-l�ned
space, the floor and walls leap�ng and lurch�ng, the d�m l�ght, the
sway�ng shadows lengthen�ng and fore-shorten�ng monstrously, the
th�ck a�r heavy w�th smoke and the smell of bod�es and �odoform,
and the �nflamed faces of the men—half-men, I should call them. I
noted Oofty-Oofty, hold�ng the end of a bandage and look�ng upon
the scene, h�s velvety and lum�nous eyes gl�sten�ng �n the l�ght l�ke a
deer’s eyes, and yet I knew the barbar�c dev�l that lurked �n h�s
breast and bel�ed all the softness and tenderness, almost womanly,



of h�s face and form. And I not�ced the boy�sh face of Harr�son,—a
good face once, but now a demon’s,—convulsed w�th pass�on as he
told the new-comers of the hell-sh�p they were �n and shr�eked
curses upon the head of Wolf Larsen.

Wolf Larsen �t was, always Wolf Larsen, enslaver and tormentor of
men, a male C�rce and these h�s sw�ne, suffer�ng brutes that
grovelled before h�m and revolted only �n drunkenness and �n
secrecy. And was I, too, one of h�s sw�ne? I thought. And Maud
Brewster? No! I ground my teeth �n my anger and determ�nat�on t�ll
the man I was attend�ng w�nced under my hand and Oofty-Oofty
looked at me w�th cur�os�ty. I felt endowed w�th a sudden strength.
What of my new-found love, I was a g�ant. I feared noth�ng. I would
work my w�ll through �t all, �n sp�te of Wolf Larsen and of my own
th�rty-f�ve book�sh years. All would be well. I would make �t well. And
so, exalted, upborne by a sense of power, I turned my back on the
howl�ng �nferno and cl�mbed to the deck, where the fog dr�fted
ghostly through the n�ght and the a�r was sweet and pure and qu�et.

The steerage, where were two wounded hunters, was a repet�t�on
of the forecastle, except that Wolf Larsen was not be�ng cursed; and
�t was w�th a great rel�ef that I aga�n emerged on deck and went aft to
the cab�n. Supper was ready, and Wolf Larsen and Maud were
wa�t�ng for me.

Wh�le all h�s sh�p was gett�ng drunk as fast as �t could, he
rema�ned sober. Not a drop of l�quor passed h�s l�ps. He d�d not dare
�t under the c�rcumstances, for he had only Lou�s and me to depend
upon, and Lou�s was even now at the wheel. We were sa�l�ng on
through the fog w�thout a look-out and w�thout l�ghts. That Wolf
Larsen had turned the l�quor loose among h�s men surpr�sed me, but
he ev�dently knew the�r psychology and the best method of
cement�ng �n cord�al�ty, what had begun �n bloodshed.

H�s v�ctory over Death Larsen seemed to have had a remarkable
effect upon h�m. The prev�ous even�ng he had reasoned h�mself �nto
the blues, and I had been wa�t�ng momentar�ly for one of h�s
character�st�c outbursts. Yet noth�ng had occurred, and he was now
�n splend�d tr�m. Poss�bly h�s success �n captur�ng so many hunters
and boats had counteracted the customary react�on. At any rate, the



blues were gone, and the blue dev�ls had not put �n an appearance.
So I thought at the t�me; but, ah me, l�ttle I knew h�m or knew that
even then, perhaps, he was med�tat�ng an outbreak more terr�ble
than any I had seen.

As I say, he d�scovered h�mself �n splend�d tr�m when I entered the
cab�n. He had had no headaches for weeks, h�s eyes were clear blue
as the sky, h�s bronze was beaut�ful w�th perfect health; l�fe swelled
through h�s ve�ns �n full and magn�f�cent flood. Wh�le wa�t�ng for me
he had engaged Maud �n an�mated d�scuss�on. Temptat�on was the
top�c they had h�t upon, and from the few words I heard I made out
that he was contend�ng that temptat�on was temptat�on only when a
man was seduced by �t and fell.

“For look you,” he was say�ng, “as I see �t, a man does th�ngs
because of des�re. He has many des�res. He may des�re to escape
pa�n, or to enjoy pleasure. But whatever he does, he does because
he des�res to do �t.”

“But suppose he des�res to do two oppos�te th�ngs, ne�ther of
wh�ch w�ll perm�t h�m to do the other?” Maud �nterrupted.

“The very th�ng I was com�ng to,” he sa�d.
“And between these two des�res �s just where the soul of the man

�s man�fest,” she went on. “If �t �s a good soul, �t w�ll des�re and do the
good act�on, and the contrary �f �t �s a bad soul. It �s the soul that
dec�des.”

“Bosh and nonsense!” he excla�med �mpat�ently. “It �s the des�re
that dec�des. Here �s a man who wants to, say, get drunk. Also, he
doesn’t want to get drunk. What does he do? How does he do �t? He
�s a puppet. He �s the creature of h�s des�res, and of the two des�res
he obeys the strongest one, that �s all. H�s soul hasn’t anyth�ng to do
w�th �t. How can he be tempted to get drunk and refuse to get drunk?
If the des�re to rema�n sober preva�ls, �t �s because �t �s the strongest
des�re. Temptat�on plays no part, unless—” he paused wh�le
grasp�ng the new thought wh�ch had come �nto h�s m�nd—“unless he
�s tempted to rema�n sober.

“Ha! ha!” he laughed. “What do you th�nk of that, Mr. Van
Weyden?”



“That both of you are ha�r-spl�tt�ng,” I sa�d. “The man’s soul �s h�s
des�res. Or, �f you w�ll, the sum of h�s des�res �s h�s soul. There�n you
are both wrong. You lay the stress upon the des�re apart from the
soul, M�ss Brewster lays the stress on the soul apart from the des�re,
and �n po�nt of fact soul and des�re are the same th�ng.

“However,” I cont�nued, “M�ss Brewster �s r�ght �n contend�ng that
temptat�on �s temptat�on whether the man y�eld or overcome. F�re �s
fanned by the w�nd unt�l �t leaps up f�ercely. So �s des�re l�ke f�re. It �s
fanned, as by a w�nd, by s�ght of the th�ng des�red, or by a new and
lur�ng descr�pt�on or comprehens�on of the th�ng des�red. There l�es
the temptat�on. It �s the w�nd that fans the des�re unt�l �t leaps up to
mastery. That’s temptat�on. It may not fan suff�c�ently to make the
des�re overmaster�ng, but �n so far as �t fans at all, that far �s �t
temptat�on. And, as you say, �t may tempt for good as well as for
ev�l.”

I felt proud of myself as we sat down to the table. My words had
been dec�s�ve. At least they had put an end to the d�scuss�on.

But Wolf Larsen seemed voluble, prone to speech as I had never
seen h�m before. It was as though he were burst�ng w�th pent energy
wh�ch must f�nd an outlet somehow. Almost �mmed�ately he launched
�nto a d�scuss�on on love. As usual, h�s was the sheer mater�al�st�c
s�de, and Maud’s was the �deal�st�c. For myself, beyond a word or so
of suggest�on or correct�on now and aga�n, I took no part.

He was br�ll�ant, but so was Maud, and for some t�me I lost the
thread of the conversat�on through study�ng her face as she talked. It
was a face that rarely d�splayed colour, but to-n�ght �t was flushed
and v�vac�ous. Her w�t was play�ng keenly, and she was enjoy�ng the
t�lt as much as Wolf Larsen, and he was enjoy�ng �t hugely. For some
reason, though I know not why �n the argument, so utterly had I lost �t
�n the contemplat�on of one stray brown lock of Maud’s ha�r, he
quoted from Iseult at T�ntagel, where she says:

“Blessed am I beyond women even here�n,
That beyond all born women �s my s�n,
And perfect my transgress�on.”



As he had read pess�m�sm �nto Omar, so now he read tr�umph,
st�ng�ng tr�umph and exultat�on, �nto Sw�nburne’s l�nes. And he read
r�ghtly, and he read well. He had hardly ceased read�ng when Lou�s
put h�s head �nto the compan�on-way and wh�spered down:

“Be easy, w�ll ye? The fog’s l�fted, an’ ’t�s the port l�ght �v a steamer
that’s cross�n’ our bow th�s blessed m�nute.”

Wolf Larsen sprang on deck, and so sw�ftly that by the t�me we
followed h�m he had pulled the steerage-sl�de over the drunken
clamour and was on h�s way forward to close the forecastle-scuttle.
The fog, though �t rema�ned, had l�fted h�gh, where �t obscured the
stars and made the n�ght qu�te black. D�rectly ahead of us I could
see a br�ght red l�ght and a wh�te l�ght, and I could hear the puls�ng of
a steamer’s eng�nes. Beyond a doubt �t was the Macedon�a.

Wolf Larsen had returned to the poop, and we stood �n a s�lent
group, watch�ng the l�ghts rap�dly cross our bow.

“Lucky for me he doesn’t carry a searchl�ght,” Wolf Larsen sa�d.
“What �f I should cry out loudly?” I quer�ed �n a wh�sper.
“It would be all up,” he answered. “But have you thought upon

what would �mmed�ately happen?”
Before I had t�me to express any des�re to know, he had me by the

throat w�th h�s gor�lla gr�p, and by a fa�nt qu�ver of the muscles—a
h�nt, as �t were—he suggested to me the tw�st that would surely have
broken my neck. The next moment he had released me and we were
gaz�ng at the Macedon�a’s l�ghts.

“What �f I should cry out?” Maud asked.
“I l�ke you too well to hurt you,” he sa�d softly—nay, there was a

tenderness and a caress �n h�s vo�ce that made me w�nce.
“But don’t do �t, just the same, for I’d promptly break Mr. Van

Weyden’s neck.”
“Then she has my perm�ss�on to cry out,” I sa�d def�antly.
“I hardly th�nk you’ll care to sacr�f�ce the Dean of Amer�can Letters

the Second,” he sneered.
We spoke no more, though we had become too used to one

another for the s�lence to be awkward; and when the red l�ght and



the wh�te had d�sappeared we returned to the cab�n to f�n�sh the
�nterrupted supper.

Aga�n they fell to quot�ng, and Maud gave Dowson’s “Impen�tent�a
Ult�ma.” She rendered �t beaut�fully, but I watched not her, but Wolf
Larsen. I was fasc�nated by the fasc�nated look he bent upon Maud.
He was qu�te out of h�mself, and I not�ced the unconsc�ous
movement of h�s l�ps as he shaped word for word as fast as she
uttered them. He �nterrupted her when she gave the l�nes:

“And her eyes should be my l�ght wh�le the sun went out beh�nd me,
And the v�ols �n her vo�ce be the last sound �n my ear.”

“There are v�ols �n your vo�ce,” he sa�d bluntly, and h�s eyes
flashed the�r golden l�ght.

I could have shouted w�th joy at her control. She f�n�shed the
conclud�ng stanza w�thout falter�ng and then slowly gu�ded the
conversat�on �nto less per�lous channels. And all the wh�le I sat �n a
half-daze, the drunken r�ot of the steerage break�ng through the
bulkhead, the man I feared and the woman I loved talk�ng on and on.
The table was not cleared. The man who had taken Mugr�dge’s
place had ev�dently jo�ned h�s comrades �n the forecastle.

If ever Wolf Larsen atta�ned the summ�t of l�v�ng, he atta�ned �t
then. From t�me to t�me I forsook my own thoughts to follow h�m, and
I followed �n amaze, mastered for the moment by h�s remarkable
�ntellect, under the spell of h�s pass�on, for he was preach�ng the
pass�on of revolt. It was �nev�table that M�lton’s Luc�fer should be
�nstanced, and the keenness w�th wh�ch Wolf Larsen analysed and
dep�cted the character was a revelat�on of h�s st�fled gen�us. It
rem�nded me of Ta�ne, yet I knew the man had never heard of that
br�ll�ant though dangerous th�nker.

“He led a lost cause, and he was not afra�d of God’s thunderbolts,”
Wolf Larsen was say�ng. “Hurled �nto hell, he was unbeaten. A th�rd
of God’s angels he had led w�th h�m, and stra�ghtway he �nc�ted man
to rebel aga�nst God, and ga�ned for h�mself and hell the major
port�on of all the generat�ons of man. Why was he beaten out of
heaven? Because he was less brave than God? less proud? less
asp�r�ng? No! A thousand t�mes no! God was more powerful, as he



sa�d, Whom thunder hath made greater. But Luc�fer was a free sp�r�t.
To serve was to suffocate. He preferred suffer�ng �n freedom to all
the happ�ness of a comfortable serv�l�ty. He d�d not care to serve
God. He cared to serve noth�ng. He was no f�gure-head. He stood on
h�s own legs. He was an �nd�v�dual.”

“The f�rst Anarch�st,” Maud laughed, r�s�ng and prepar�ng to
w�thdraw to her state-room.

“Then �t �s good to be an anarch�st!” he cr�ed. He, too, had r�sen,
and he stood fac�ng her, where she had paused at the door of her
room, as he went on:

“‘Here at least
We shall be free; the Alm�ghty hath not bu�lt
Here for h�s envy; w�ll not dr�ve us hence;
Here we may re�gn secure; and �n my cho�ce
To re�gn �s worth amb�t�on, though �n hell:
Better to re�gn �n hell than serve �n heaven.”

It was the def�ant cry of a m�ghty sp�r�t. The cab�n st�ll rang w�th h�s
vo�ce, as he stood there, sway�ng, h�s bronzed face sh�n�ng, h�s head
up and dom�nant, and h�s eyes, golden and mascul�ne, �ntensely
mascul�ne and �ns�stently soft, flash�ng upon Maud at the door.

Aga�n that unnamable and unm�stakable terror was �n her eyes,
and she sa�d, almost �n a wh�sper, “You are Luc�fer.”

The door closed and she was gone. He stood star�ng after her for
a m�nute, then returned to h�mself and to me.

“I’ll rel�eve Lou�s at the wheel,” he sa�d shortly, “and call upon you
to rel�eve at m�dn�ght. Better turn �n now and get some sleep.”

He pulled on a pa�r of m�ttens, put on h�s cap, and ascended the
compan�on-sta�rs, wh�le I followed h�s suggest�on by go�ng to bed.
For some unknown reason, prompted myster�ously, I d�d not
undress, but lay down fully clothed. For a t�me I l�stened to the
clamour �n the steerage and marvelled upon the love wh�ch had
come to me; but my sleep on the Ghost had become most healthful
and natural, and soon the songs and cr�es d�ed away, my eyes
closed, and my consc�ousness sank down �nto the half-death of
slumber.



I knew not what had aroused me, but I found myself out of my
bunk, on my feet, w�de awake, my soul v�brat�ng to the warn�ng of
danger as �t m�ght have thr�lled to a trumpet call. I threw open the
door. The cab�n l�ght was burn�ng low. I saw Maud, my Maud,
stra�n�ng and struggl�ng and crushed �n the embrace of Wolf Larsen’s
arms. I could see the va�n beat and flutter of her as she strove,
press�ng her face aga�nst h�s breast, to escape from h�m. All th�s I
saw on the very �nstant of see�ng and as I sprang forward.

I struck h�m w�th my f�st, on the face, as he ra�sed h�s head, but �t
was a puny blow. He roared �n a feroc�ous, an�mal-l�ke way, and
gave me a shove w�th h�s hand. It was only a shove, a fl�rt of the
wr�st, yet so tremendous was h�s strength that I was hurled backward
as from a catapult. I struck the door of the state-room wh�ch had
formerly been Mugr�dge’s, spl�nter�ng and smash�ng the panels w�th
the �mpact of my body. I struggled to my feet, w�th d�ff�culty dragg�ng
myself clear of the wrecked door, unaware of any hurt whatever. I
was consc�ous only of an overmaster�ng rage. I th�nk I, too, cr�ed
aloud, as I drew the kn�fe at my h�p and sprang forward a second
t�me.

But someth�ng had happened. They were reel�ng apart. I was
close upon h�m, my kn�fe upl�fted, but I w�thheld the blow. I was
puzzled by the strangeness of �t. Maud was lean�ng aga�nst the wall,
one hand out for support; but he was stagger�ng, h�s left hand
pressed aga�nst h�s forehead and cover�ng h�s eyes, and w�th the
r�ght he was grop�ng about h�m �n a dazed sort of way. It struck
aga�nst the wall, and h�s body seemed to express a muscular and
phys�cal rel�ef at the contact, as though he had found h�s bear�ngs,
h�s locat�on �n space as well as someth�ng aga�nst wh�ch to lean.

Then I saw red aga�n. All my wrongs and hum�l�at�ons flashed
upon me w�th a dazzl�ng br�ghtness, all that I had suffered and others
had suffered at h�s hands, all the enorm�ty of the man’s very
ex�stence. I sprang upon h�m, bl�ndly, �nsanely, and drove the kn�fe
�nto h�s shoulder. I knew, then, that �t was no more than a flesh
wound,—I had felt the steel grate on h�s shoulder-blade,—and I
ra�sed the kn�fe to str�ke at a more v�tal part.



But Maud had seen my f�rst blow, and she cr�ed, “Don’t! Please
don’t!”

I dropped my arm for a moment, and a moment only. Aga�n the
kn�fe was ra�sed, and Wolf Larsen would have surely d�ed had she
not stepped between. Her arms were around me, her ha�r was
brush�ng my face. My pulse rushed up �n an unwonted manner, yet
my rage mounted w�th �t. She looked me bravely �n the eyes.

“For my sake,” she begged.
“I would k�ll h�m for your sake!” I cr�ed, try�ng to free my arm

w�thout hurt�ng her.
“Hush!” she sa�d, and la�d her f�ngers l�ghtly on my l�ps. I could

have k�ssed them, had I dared, even then, �n my rage, the touch of
them was so sweet, so very sweet. “Please, please,” she pleaded,
and she d�sarmed me by the words, as I was to d�scover they would
ever d�sarm me.

I stepped back, separat�ng from her, and replaced the kn�fe �n �ts
sheath. I looked at Wolf Larsen. He st�ll pressed h�s left hand aga�nst
h�s forehead. It covered h�s eyes. H�s head was bowed. He seemed
to have grown l�mp. H�s body was sagg�ng at the h�ps, h�s great
shoulders were droop�ng and shr�nk�ng forward.

“Van Weyden!” he called hoarsely, and w�th a note of fr�ght �n h�s
vo�ce. “Oh, Van Weyden! where are you?”

I looked at Maud. She d�d not speak, but nodded her head.
“Here I am,” I answered, stepp�ng to h�s s�de. “What �s the matter?”
“Help me to a seat,” he sa�d, �n the same hoarse, fr�ghtened vo�ce.
“I am a s�ck man; a very s�ck man, Hump,” he sa�d, as he left my

susta�n�ng gr�p and sank �nto a cha�r.
H�s head dropped forward on the table and was bur�ed �n h�s

hands. From t�me to t�me �t rocked back and forward as w�th pa�n.
Once, when he half ra�sed �t, I saw the sweat stand�ng �n heavy
drops on h�s forehead about the roots of h�s ha�r.

“I am a s�ck man, a very s�ck man,” he repeated aga�n, and yet
once aga�n.



“What �s the matter?” I asked, rest�ng my hand on h�s shoulder.
“What can I do for you?”

But he shook my hand off w�th an �rr�tated movement, and for a
long t�me I stood by h�s s�de �n s�lence. Maud was look�ng on, her
face awed and fr�ghtened. What had happened to h�m we could not
�mag�ne.

“Hump,” he sa�d at last, “I must get �nto my bunk. Lend me a hand.
I’ll be all r�ght �n a l�ttle wh�le. It’s those damn headaches, I bel�eve. I
was afra�d of them. I had a feel�ng—no, I don’t know what I’m talk�ng
about. Help me �nto my bunk.”

But when I got h�m �nto h�s bunk he aga�n bur�ed h�s face �n h�s
hands, cover�ng h�s eyes, and as I turned to go I could hear h�m
murmur�ng, “I am a s�ck man, a very s�ck man.”

Maud looked at me �nqu�r�ngly as I emerged. I shook my head,
say�ng:

“Someth�ng has happened to h�m. What, I don’t know. He �s
helpless, and fr�ghtened, I �mag�ne, for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe. It must
have occurred before he rece�ved the kn�fe-thrust, wh�ch made only
a superf�c�al wound. You must have seen what happened.”

She shook her head. “I saw noth�ng. It �s just as myster�ous to me.
He suddenly released me and staggered away. But what shall we
do? What shall I do?”

“If you w�ll wa�t, please, unt�l I come back,” I answered.
I went on deck. Lou�s was at the wheel.
“You may go for’ard and turn �n,” I sa�d, tak�ng �t from h�m.
He was qu�ck to obey, and I found myself alone on the deck of the

Ghost. As qu�etly as was poss�ble, I clewed up the topsa�ls, lowered
the fly�ng j�b and staysa�l, backed the j�b over, and flattened the
ma�nsa�l. Then I went below to Maud. I placed my f�nger on my l�ps
for s�lence, and entered Wolf Larsen’s room. He was �n the same
pos�t�on �n wh�ch I had left h�m, and h�s head was rock�ng—almost
wr�th�ng—from s�de to s�de.

“Anyth�ng I can do for you?” I asked.



He made no reply at f�rst, but on my repeat�ng the quest�on he
answered, “No, no; I’m all r�ght. Leave me alone t�ll morn�ng.”

But as I turned to go I noted that h�s head had resumed �ts rock�ng
mot�on. Maud was wa�t�ng pat�ently for me, and I took not�ce, w�th a
thr�ll of joy, of the queenly po�se of her head and her glor�ous, calm
eyes. Calm and sure they were as her sp�r�t �tself.

“W�ll you trust yourself to me for a journey of s�x hundred m�les or
so?” I asked.

“You mean—?” she asked, and I knew she had guessed ar�ght.
“Yes, I mean just that,” I repl�ed. “There �s noth�ng left for us but

the open boat.”
“For me, you mean,” she sa�d. “You are certa�nly as safe here as

you have been.”
“No, there �s noth�ng left for us but the open boat,” I �terated

stoutly. “W�ll you please dress as warmly as you can, at once, and
make �nto a bundle whatever you w�sh to br�ng w�th you.”

“And make all haste,” I added, as she turned toward her state-
room.

The lazarette was d�rectly beneath the cab�n, and, open�ng the
trap-door �n the floor and carry�ng a candle w�th me, I dropped down
and began overhaul�ng the sh�p’s stores. I selected ma�nly from the
canned goods, and by the t�me I was ready, w�ll�ng hands were
extended from above to rece�ve what I passed up.

We worked �n s�lence. I helped myself also to blankets, m�ttens,
o�lsk�ns, caps, and such th�ngs, from the slop-chest. It was no l�ght
adventure, th�s trust�ng ourselves �n a small boat to so raw and
stormy a sea, and �t was �mperat�ve that we should guard ourselves
aga�nst the cold and wet.

We worked fever�shly at carry�ng our plunder on deck and
depos�t�ng �t am�dsh�ps, so fever�shly that Maud, whose strength was
hardly a pos�t�ve quant�ty, had to g�ve over, exhausted, and s�t on the
steps at the break of the poop. Th�s d�d not serve to recover her, and
she lay on her back, on the hard deck, arms stretched out, and
whole body relaxed. It was a tr�ck I remembered of my s�ster, and I
knew she would soon be herself aga�n. I knew, also, that weapons



would not come �n am�ss, and I re-entered Wolf Larsen’s state-room
to get h�s r�fle and shot-gun. I spoke to h�m, but he made no answer,
though h�s head was st�ll rock�ng from s�de to s�de and he was not
asleep.

“Good-bye, Luc�fer,” I wh�spered to myself as I softly closed the
door.

Next to obta�n was a stock of ammun�t�on,—an easy matter,
though I had to enter the steerage compan�on-way to do �t. Here the
hunters stored the ammun�t�on-boxes they carr�ed �n the boats, and
here, but a few feet from the�r no�sy revels, I took possess�on of two
boxes.

Next, to lower a boat. Not so s�mple a task for one man. Hav�ng
cast off the lash�ngs, I ho�sted f�rst on the forward tackle, then on the
aft, t�ll the boat cleared the ra�l, when I lowered away, one tackle and
then the other, for a couple of feet, t�ll �t hung snugly, above the
water, aga�nst the schooner’s s�de. I made certa�n that �t conta�ned
the proper equ�pment of oars, rowlocks, and sa�l. Water was a
cons�derat�on, and I robbed every boat aboard of �ts breaker. As
there were n�ne boats all told, �t meant that we should have plenty of
water, and ballast as well, though there was the chance that the boat
would be overloaded, what of the generous supply of other th�ngs I
was tak�ng.

Wh�le Maud was pass�ng me the prov�s�ons and I was stor�ng them
�n the boat, a sa�lor came on deck from the forecastle. He stood by
the weather ra�l for a t�me (we were lower�ng over the lee ra�l), and
then sauntered slowly am�dsh�ps, where he aga�n paused and stood
fac�ng the w�nd, w�th h�s back toward us. I could hear my heart
beat�ng as I crouched low �n the boat. Maud had sunk down upon the
deck and was, I knew, ly�ng mot�onless, her body �n the shadow of
the bulwark. But the man never turned, and, after stretch�ng h�s arms
above h�s head and yawn�ng aud�bly, he retraced h�s steps to the
forecastle scuttle and d�sappeared.

A few m�nutes suff�ced to f�n�sh the load�ng, and I lowered the boat
�nto the water. As I helped Maud over the ra�l and felt her form close
to m�ne, �t was all I could do to keep from cry�ng out, “I love you! I
love you!” Truly Humphrey Van Weyden was at last �n love, I thought,



as her f�ngers clung to m�ne wh�le I lowered her down to the boat. I
held on to the ra�l w�th one hand and supported her we�ght w�th the
other, and I was proud at the moment of the feat. It was a strength I
had not possessed a few months before, on the day I sa�d good-bye
to Charley Furuseth and started for San Franc�sco on the �ll-fated
Mart�nez.

As the boat ascended on a sea, her feet touched and I released
her hands. I cast off the tackles and leaped after her. I had never
rowed �n my l�fe, but I put out the oars and at the expense of much
effort got the boat clear of the Ghost. Then I exper�mented w�th the
sa�l. I had seen the boat-steerers and hunters set the�r spr�tsa�ls
many t�mes, yet th�s was my f�rst attempt. What took them poss�bly
two m�nutes took me twenty, but �n the end I succeeded �n sett�ng
and tr�mm�ng �t, and w�th the steer�ng-oar �n my hands hauled on the
w�nd.

“There l�es Japan,” I remarked, “stra�ght before us.”
“Humphrey Van Weyden,” she sa�d, “you are a brave man.”
“Nay,” I answered, “�t �s you who are a brave woman.”
We turned our heads, swayed by a common �mpulse to see the

last of the Ghost. Her low hull l�fted and rolled to w�ndward on a sea;
her canvas loomed darkly �n the n�ght; her lashed wheel creaked as
the rudder k�cked; then s�ght and sound of her faded away, and we
were alone on the dark sea.



CHAPTER XXVII.

Day broke, grey and ch�ll. The boat was close-hauled on a fresh
breeze and the compass �nd�cated that we were just mak�ng the
course wh�ch would br�ng us to Japan. Though stoutly m�ttened, my
f�ngers were cold, and they pa�ned from the gr�p on the steer�ng-oar.
My feet were st�ng�ng from the b�te of the frost, and I hoped fervently
that the sun would sh�ne.

Before me, �n the bottom of the boat, lay Maud. She, at least, was
warm, for under her and over her were th�ck blankets. The top one I
had drawn over her face to shelter �t from the n�ght, so I could see
noth�ng but the vague shape of her, and her l�ght-brown ha�r,
escaped from the cover�ng and jewelled w�th mo�sture from the a�r.

Long I looked at her, dwell�ng upon that one v�s�ble b�t of her as
only a man would who deemed �t the most prec�ous th�ng �n the
world. So �ns�stent was my gaze that at last she st�rred under the
blankets, the top fold was thrown back and she sm�led out on me,
her eyes yet heavy w�th sleep.

“Good-morn�ng, Mr. Van Weyden,” she sa�d. “Have you s�ghted
land yet?”

“No,” I answered, “but we are approach�ng �t at a rate of s�x m�les
an hour.”

She made a moue of d�sappo�ntment.
“But that �s equ�valent to one hundred and forty-four m�les �n

twenty-four hours,” I added reassur�ngly.
Her face br�ghtened. “And how far have we to go?”
“S�ber�a l�es off there,” I sa�d, po�nt�ng to the west. “But to the

south-west, some s�x hundred m�les, �s Japan. If th�s w�nd should
hold, we’ll make �t �n f�ve days.”



“And �f �t storms? The boat could not l�ve?”
She had a way of look�ng one �n the eyes and demand�ng the

truth, and thus she looked at me as she asked the quest�on.
“It would have to storm very hard,” I tempor�zed.
“And �f �t storms very hard?”
I nodded my head. “But we may be p�cked up any moment by a

seal�ng-schooner. They are plent�fully d�str�buted over th�s part of the
ocean.”

“Why, you are ch�lled through!” she cr�ed. “Look! You are sh�ver�ng.
Don’t deny �t; you are. And here I have been ly�ng warm as toast.”

“I don’t see that �t would help matters �f you, too, sat up and were
ch�lled,” I laughed.

“It w�ll, though, when I learn to steer, wh�ch I certa�nly shall.”
She sat up and began mak�ng her s�mple to�let. She shook down

her ha�r, and �t fell about her �n a brown cloud, h�d�ng her face and
shoulders. Dear, damp brown ha�r! I wanted to k�ss �t, to r�pple �t
through my f�ngers, to bury my face �n �t. I gazed entranced, t�ll the
boat ran �nto the w�nd and the flapp�ng sa�l warned me I was not
attend�ng to my dut�es. Ideal�st and romant�c�st that I was and always
had been �n sp�te of my analyt�cal nature, yet I had fa�led t�ll now �n
grasp�ng much of the phys�cal character�st�cs of love. The love of
man and woman, I had always held, was a subl�mated someth�ng
related to sp�r�t, a sp�r�tual bond that l�nked and drew the�r souls
together. The bonds of the flesh had l�ttle part �n my cosmos of love.
But I was learn�ng the sweet lesson for myself that the soul
transmuted �tself, expressed �tself, through the flesh; that the s�ght
and sense and touch of the loved one’s ha�r was as much breath and
vo�ce and essence of the sp�r�t as the l�ght that shone from the eyes
and the thoughts that fell from the l�ps. After all, pure sp�r�t was
unknowable, a th�ng to be sensed and d�v�ned only; nor could �t
express �tself �n terms of �tself. Jehovah was anthropomorph�c
because he could address h�mself to the Jews only �n terms of the�r
understand�ng; so he was conce�ved as �n the�r own �mage, as a
cloud, a p�llar of f�re, a tang�ble, phys�cal someth�ng wh�ch the m�nd
of the Israel�tes could grasp.



And so I gazed upon Maud’s l�ght-brown ha�r, and loved �t, and
learned more of love than all the poets and s�ngers had taught me
w�th all the�r songs and sonnets. She flung �t back w�th a sudden
adro�t movement, and her face emerged, sm�l�ng.

“Why don’t women wear the�r ha�r down always?” I asked. “It �s so
much more beaut�ful.”

“If �t d�dn’t tangle so dreadfully,” she laughed. “There! I’ve lost one
of my prec�ous ha�r-p�ns!”

I neglected the boat and had the sa�l sp�ll�ng the w�nd aga�n and
aga�n, such was my del�ght �n follow�ng her every movement as she
searched through the blankets for the p�n. I was surpr�sed, and
joyfully, that she was so much the woman, and the d�splay of each
tra�t and manner�sm that was character�st�cally fem�n�ne gave me
keener joy. For I had been elevat�ng her too h�ghly �n my concepts of
her, remov�ng her too far from the plane of the human, and too far
from me. I had been mak�ng of her a creature goddess-l�ke and
unapproachable. So I ha�led w�th del�ght the l�ttle tra�ts that
procla�med her only woman after all, such as the toss of the head
wh�ch flung back the cloud of ha�r, and the search for the p�n. She
was woman, my k�nd, on my plane, and the del�ghtful �nt�macy of
k�nd, of man and woman, was poss�ble, as well as the reverence and
awe �n wh�ch I knew I should always hold her.

She found the p�n w�th an adorable l�ttle cry, and I turned my
attent�on more fully to my steer�ng. I proceeded to exper�ment,
lash�ng and wedg�ng the steer�ng-oar unt�l the boat held on fa�rly well
by the w�nd w�thout my ass�stance. Occas�onally �t came up too
close, or fell off too freely; but �t always recovered �tself and �n the
ma�n behaved sat�sfactor�ly.

“And now we shall have breakfast,” I sa�d. “But f�rst you must be
more warmly clad.”

I got out a heavy sh�rt, new from the slop-chest and made from
blanket goods. I knew the k�nd, so th�ck and so close of texture that �t
could res�st the ra�n and not be soaked through after hours of
wett�ng. When she had sl�pped th�s on over her head, I exchanged
the boy’s cap she wore for a man’s cap, large enough to cover her
ha�r, and, when the flap was turned down, to completely cover her



neck and ears. The effect was charm�ng. Her face was of the sort
that cannot but look well under all c�rcumstances. Noth�ng could
destroy �ts exqu�s�te oval, �ts well-n�gh class�c l�nes, �ts del�cately
stenc�lled brows, �ts large brown eyes, clear-see�ng and calm,
glor�ously calm.

A puff, sl�ghtly stronger than usual, struck us just then. The boat
was caught as �t obl�quely crossed the crest of a wave. It went over
suddenly, bury�ng �ts gunwale level w�th the sea and sh�pp�ng a
bucketful or so of water. I was open�ng a can of tongue at the
moment, and I sprang to the sheet and cast �t off just �n t�me. The
sa�l flapped and fluttered, and the boat pa�d off. A few m�nutes of
regulat�ng suff�ced to put �t on �ts course aga�n, when I returned to
the preparat�on of breakfast.

“It does very well, �t seems, though I am not versed �n th�ngs
naut�cal,” she sa�d, nodd�ng her head w�th grave approval at my
steer�ng contr�vance.

“But �t w�ll serve only when we are sa�l�ng by the w�nd,” I expla�ned.
“When runn�ng more freely, w�th the w�nd astern abeam, or on the
quarter, �t w�ll be necessary for me to steer.”

“I must say I don’t understand your techn�cal�t�es,” she sa�d, “but I
do your conclus�on, and I don’t l�ke �t. You cannot steer n�ght and day
and for ever. So I shall expect, after breakfast, to rece�ve my f�rst
lesson. And then you shall l�e down and sleep. We’ll stand watches
just as they do on sh�ps.”

“I don’t see how I am to teach you,” I made protest. “I am just
learn�ng for myself. You l�ttle thought when you trusted yourself to me
that I had had no exper�ence whatever w�th small boats. Th�s �s the
f�rst t�me I have ever been �n one.”

“Then we’ll learn together, s�r. And s�nce you’ve had a n�ght’s start
you shall teach me what you have learned. And now, breakfast. My!
th�s a�r does g�ve one an appet�te!”

“No coffee,” I sa�d regretfully, pass�ng her buttered sea-b�scu�ts
and a sl�ce of canned tongue. “And there w�ll be no tea, no soups,
noth�ng hot, t�ll we have made land somewhere, somehow.”



After the s�mple breakfast, capped w�th a cup of cold water, Maud
took her lesson �n steer�ng. In teach�ng her I learned qu�te a deal
myself, though I was apply�ng the knowledge already acqu�red by
sa�l�ng the Ghost and by watch�ng the boat-steerers sa�l the small
boats. She was an apt pup�l, and soon learned to keep the course, to
luff �n the puffs and to cast off the sheet �n an emergency.

Hav�ng grown t�red, apparently, of the task, she rel�nqu�shed the
oar to me. I had folded up the blankets, but she now proceeded to
spread them out on the bottom. When all was arranged snugly, she
sa�d:

“Now, s�r, to bed. And you shall sleep unt�l luncheon. T�ll d�nner-
t�me,” she corrected, remember�ng the arrangement on the Ghost.

What could I do? She �ns�sted, and sa�d, “Please, please,”
whereupon I turned the oar over to her and obeyed. I exper�enced a
pos�t�ve sensuous del�ght as I crawled �nto the bed she had made
w�th her hands. The calm and control wh�ch were so much a part of
her seemed to have been commun�cated to the blankets, so that I
was aware of a soft dream�ness and content, and of an oval face and
brown eyes framed �n a f�sherman’s cap and toss�ng aga�nst a
background now of grey cloud, now of grey sea, and then I was
aware that I had been asleep.

I looked at my watch. It was one o’clock. I had slept seven hours!
And she had been steer�ng seven hours! When I took the steer�ng-
oar I had f�rst to unbend her cramped f�ngers. Her mod�cum of
strength had been exhausted, and she was unable even to move
from her pos�t�on. I was compelled to let go the sheet wh�le I helped
her to the nest of blankets and chafed her hands and arms.

“I am so t�red,” she sa�d, w�th a qu�ck �ntake of the breath and a
s�gh, droop�ng her head wear�ly.

But she stra�ghtened �t the next moment. “Now don’t scold, don’t
you dare scold,” she cr�ed w�th mock def�ance.

“I hope my face does not appear angry,” I answered ser�ously; “for
I assure you I am not �n the least angry.”

“N-no,” she cons�dered. “It looks only reproachful.”



“Then �t �s an honest face, for �t looks what I feel. You were not fa�r
to yourself, nor to me. How can I ever trust you aga�n?”

She looked pen�tent. “I’ll be good,” she sa�d, as a naughty ch�ld
m�ght say �t. “I prom�se—”

“To obey as a sa�lor would obey h�s capta�n?”
“Yes,” she answered. “It was stup�d of me, I know.”
“Then you must prom�se someth�ng else,” I ventured.
“Read�ly.”
“That you w�ll not say, ‘Please, please,’ too often; for when you do

you are sure to overr�de my author�ty.”
She laughed w�th amused apprec�at�on. She, too, had not�ced the

power of the repeated “please.”
“It �s a good word—” I began.
“But I must not overwork �t,” she broke �n.
But she laughed weakly, and her head drooped aga�n. I left the oar

long enough to tuck the blankets about her feet and to pull a s�ngle
fold across her face. Alas! she was not strong. I looked w�th
m�sg�v�ng toward the south-west and thought of the s�x hundred
m�les of hardsh�p before us—ay, �f �t were no worse than hardsh�p.
On th�s sea a storm m�ght blow up at any moment and destroy us.
And yet I was unafra�d. I was w�thout conf�dence �n the future,
extremely doubtful, and yet I felt no underly�ng fear. It must come
r�ght, �t must come r�ght, I repeated to myself, over and over aga�n.

The w�nd freshened �n the afternoon, ra�s�ng a st�ffer sea and
try�ng the boat and me severely. But the supply of food and the n�ne
breakers of water enabled the boat to stand up to the sea and w�nd,
and I held on as long as I dared. Then I removed the spr�t, t�ghtly
haul�ng down the peak of the sa�l, and we raced along under what
sa�lors call a leg-of-mutton.

Late �n the afternoon I s�ghted a steamer’s smoke on the hor�zon
to leeward, and I knew �t e�ther for a Russ�an cru�ser, or, more l�kely,
the Macedon�a st�ll seek�ng the Ghost. The sun had not shone all
day, and �t had been b�tter cold. As n�ght drew on, the clouds
darkened and the w�nd freshened, so that when Maud and I ate



supper �t was w�th our m�ttens on and w�th me st�ll steer�ng and
eat�ng morsels between puffs.

By the t�me �t was dark, w�nd and sea had become too strong for
the boat, and I reluctantly took �n the sa�l and set about mak�ng a
drag or sea-anchor. I had learned of the dev�ce from the talk of the
hunters, and �t was a s�mple th�ng to manufacture. Furl�ng the sa�l
and lash�ng �t securely about the mast, boom, spr�t, and two pa�rs of
spare oars, I threw �t overboard. A l�ne connected �t w�th the bow,
and as �t floated low �n the water, pract�cally unexposed to the w�nd,
�t dr�fted less rap�dly than the boat. In consequence �t held the boat
bow on to the sea and w�nd—the safest pos�t�on �n wh�ch to escape
be�ng swamped when the sea �s break�ng �nto wh�tecaps.

“And now?” Maud asked cheerfully, when the task was
accompl�shed and I pulled on my m�ttens.

“And now we are no longer travell�ng toward Japan,” I answered.
“Our dr�ft �s to the south-east, or south-south-east, at the rate of at
least two m�les an hour.”

“That w�ll be only twenty-four m�les,” she urged, “�f the w�nd
rema�ns h�gh all n�ght.”

“Yes, and only one hundred and forty m�les �f �t cont�nues for three
days and n�ghts.”

“But �t won’t cont�nue,” she sa�d w�th easy conf�dence. “It w�ll turn
around and blow fa�r.”

“The sea �s the great fa�thless one.”
“But the w�nd!” she retorted. “I have heard you grow eloquent over

the brave trade-w�nd.”
“I w�sh I had thought to br�ng Wolf Larsen’s chronometer and

sextant,” I sa�d, st�ll gloom�ly. “Sa�l�ng one d�rect�on, dr�ft�ng another
d�rect�on, to say noth�ng of the set of the current �n some th�rd
d�rect�on, makes a resultant wh�ch dead reckon�ng can never
calculate. Before long we won’t know where we are by f�ve hundred
m�les.”

Then I begged her pardon and prom�sed I should not be
d�sheartened any more. At her sol�c�tat�on I let her take the watch t�ll
m�dn�ght,—�t was then n�ne o’clock, but I wrapped her �n blankets



and put an o�lsk�n about her before I lay down. I slept only cat-naps.
The boat was leap�ng and pound�ng as �t fell over the crests, I could
hear the seas rush�ng past, and spray was cont�nually be�ng thrown
aboard. And st�ll, �t was not a bad n�ght, I mused—noth�ng to the
n�ghts I had been through on the Ghost; noth�ng, perhaps, to the
n�ghts we should go through �n th�s cockle-shell. Its plank�ng was
three-quarters of an �nch th�ck. Between us and the bottom of the
sea was less than an �nch of wood.

And yet, I aver �t, and I aver �t aga�n, I was unafra�d. The death
wh�ch Wolf Larsen and even Thomas Mugr�dge had made me fear, I
no longer feared. The com�ng of Maud Brewster �nto my l�fe seemed
to have transformed me. After all, I thought, �t �s better and f�ner to
love than to be loved, �f �t makes someth�ng �n l�fe so worth wh�le that
one �s not loath to d�e for �t. I forget my own l�fe �n the love of another
l�fe; and yet, such �s the paradox, I never wanted so much to l�ve as
r�ght now when I place the least value upon my own l�fe. I never had
so much reason for l�v�ng, was my conclud�ng thought; and after that,
unt�l I dozed, I contented myself w�th try�ng to p�erce the darkness to
where I knew Maud crouched low �n the stern-sheets, watchful of the
foam�ng sea and ready to call me on an �nstant’s not�ce.



CHAPTER XXVIII.

There �s no need of go�ng �nto an extended rec�tal of our suffer�ng
�n the small boat dur�ng the many days we were dr�ven and dr�fted,
here and there, w�lly-n�lly, across the ocean. The h�gh w�nd blew from
the north-west for twenty-four hours, when �t fell calm, and �n the
n�ght sprang up from the south-west. Th�s was dead �n our teeth, but
I took �n the sea-anchor and set sa�l, haul�ng a course on the w�nd
wh�ch took us �n a south-south-easterly d�rect�on. It was an even
cho�ce between th�s and the west-north-westerly course wh�ch the
w�nd perm�tted; but the warm a�rs of the south fanned my des�re for a
warmer sea and swayed my dec�s�on.

In three hours—�t was m�dn�ght, I well remember, and as dark as I
had ever seen �t on the sea—the w�nd, st�ll blow�ng out of the south-
west, rose fur�ously, and once aga�n I was compelled to set the sea-
anchor.

Day broke and found me wan-eyed and the ocean lashed wh�te,
the boat p�tch�ng, almost on end, to �ts drag. We were �n �mm�nent
danger of be�ng swamped by the wh�tecaps. As �t was, spray and
spume came aboard �n such quant�t�es that I ba�led w�thout
cessat�on. The blankets were soak�ng. Everyth�ng was wet except
Maud, and she, �n o�lsk�ns, rubber boots, and sou’wester, was dry, all
but her face and hands and a stray w�sp of ha�r. She rel�eved me at
the ba�l�ng-hole from t�me to t�me, and bravely she threw out the
water and faced the storm. All th�ngs are relat�ve. It was no more
than a st�ff blow, but to us, f�ght�ng for l�fe �n our fra�l craft, �t was
�ndeed a storm.

Cold and cheerless, the w�nd beat�ng on our faces, the wh�te seas
roar�ng by, we struggled through the day. N�ght came, but ne�ther of
us slept. Day came, and st�ll the w�nd beat on our faces and the



wh�te seas roared past. By the second n�ght Maud was fall�ng asleep
from exhaust�on. I covered her w�th o�lsk�ns and a tarpaul�n. She was
comparat�vely dry, but she was numb w�th the cold. I feared greatly
that she m�ght d�e �n the n�ght; but day broke, cold and cheerless,
w�th the same clouded sky and beat�ng w�nd and roar�ng seas.

I had had no sleep for forty-e�ght hours. I was wet and ch�lled to
the marrow, t�ll I felt more dead than al�ve. My body was st�ff from
exert�on as well as from cold, and my ach�ng muscles gave me the
severest torture whenever I used them, and I used them cont�nually.
And all the t�me we were be�ng dr�ven off �nto the north-east, d�rectly
away from Japan and toward bleak Ber�ng Sea.

And st�ll we l�ved, and the boat l�ved, and the w�nd blew unabated.
In fact, toward n�ghtfall of the th�rd day �t �ncreased a tr�fle and
someth�ng more. The boat’s bow plunged under a crest, and we
came through quarter-full of water. I ba�led l�ke a madman. The
l�ab�l�ty of sh�pp�ng another such sea was enormously �ncreased by
the water that we�ghed the boat down and robbed �t of �ts buoyancy.
And another such sea meant the end. When I had the boat empty
aga�n I was forced to take away the tarpaul�n wh�ch covered Maud,
�n order that I m�ght lash �t down across the bow. It was well I d�d, for
�t covered the boat fully a th�rd of the way aft, and three t�mes, �n the
next several hours, �t flung off the bulk of the down-rush�ng water
when the bow shoved under the seas.

Maud’s cond�t�on was p�t�able. She sat crouched �n the bottom of
the boat, her l�ps blue, her face grey and pla�nly show�ng the pa�n
she suffered. But ever her eyes looked bravely at me, and ever her
l�ps uttered brave words.

The worst of the storm must have blown that n�ght, though l�ttle I
not�ced �t. I had succumbed and slept where I sat �n the stern-sheets.
The morn�ng of the fourth day found the w�nd d�m�n�shed to a gentle
wh�sper, the sea dy�ng down and the sun sh�n�ng upon us. Oh, the
blessed sun! How we bathed our poor bod�es �n �ts del�c�ous warmth,
rev�v�ng l�ke bugs and crawl�ng th�ngs after a storm. We sm�led
aga�n, sa�d amus�ng th�ngs, and waxed opt�m�st�c over our s�tuat�on.
Yet �t was, �f anyth�ng, worse than ever. We were farther from Japan
than the n�ght we left the Ghost. Nor could I more than roughly guess



our lat�tude and long�tude. At a calculat�on of a two-m�le dr�ft per
hour, dur�ng the seventy and odd hours of the storm, we had been
dr�ven at least one hundred and f�fty m�les to the north-east. But was
such calculated dr�ft correct? For all I knew, �t m�ght have been four
m�les per hour �nstead of two. In wh�ch case we were another
hundred and f�fty m�les to the bad.

Where we were I d�d not know, though there was qu�te a l�kel�hood
that we were �n the v�c�n�ty of the Ghost. There were seals about us,
and I was prepared to s�ght a seal�ng-schooner at any t�me. We d�d
s�ght one, �n the afternoon, when the north-west breeze had sprung
up freshly once more. But the strange schooner lost �tself on the sky-
l�ne and we alone occup�ed the c�rcle of the sea.

Came days of fog, when even Maud’s sp�r�t drooped and there
were no merry words upon her l�ps; days of calm, when we floated
on the lonely �mmens�ty of sea, oppressed by �ts greatness and yet
marvell�ng at the m�racle of t�ny l�fe, for we st�ll l�ved and struggled to
l�ve; days of sleet and w�nd and snow-squalls, when noth�ng could
keep us warm; or days of dr�zzl�ng ra�n, when we f�lled our water-
breakers from the dr�p of the wet sa�l.

And ever I loved Maud w�th an �ncreas�ng love. She was so many-
s�ded, so many-mooded—“protean-mooded” I called her. But I called
her th�s, and other and dearer th�ngs, �n my thoughts only. Though
the declarat�on of my love urged and trembled on my tongue a
thousand t�mes, I knew that �t was no t�me for such a declarat�on. If
for no other reason, �t was no t�me, when one was protect�ng and
try�ng to save a woman, to ask that woman for her love. Del�cate as
was the s�tuat�on, not alone �n th�s but �n other ways, I flattered
myself that I was able to deal del�cately w�th �t; and also I flattered
myself that by look or s�gn I gave no advert�sement of the love I felt
for her. We were l�ke good comrades, and we grew better comrades
as the days went by.

One th�ng about her wh�ch surpr�sed me was her lack of t�m�d�ty
and fear. The terr�ble sea, the fra�l boat, the storms, the suffer�ng, the
strangeness and �solat�on of the s�tuat�on,—all that should have
fr�ghtened a robust woman,—seemed to make no �mpress�on upon
her who had known l�fe only �n �ts most sheltered and consummately



art�f�c�al aspects, and who was herself all f�re and dew and m�st,
subl�mated sp�r�t, all that was soft and tender and cl�ng�ng �n woman.
And yet I am wrong. She was t�m�d and afra�d, but she possessed
courage. The flesh and the qualms of the flesh she was he�r to, but
the flesh bore heav�ly only on the flesh. And she was sp�r�t, f�rst and
always sp�r�t, ethereal�zed essence of l�fe, calm as her calm eyes,
and sure of permanence �n the chang�ng order of the un�verse.

Came days of storm, days and n�ghts of storm, when the ocean
menaced us w�th �ts roar�ng wh�teness, and the w�nd smote our
struggl�ng boat w�th a T�tan’s buffets. And ever we were flung off,
farther and farther, to the north-east. It was �n such a storm, and the
worst that we had exper�enced, that I cast a weary glance to
leeward, not �n quest of anyth�ng, but more from the wear�ness of
fac�ng the elemental str�fe, and �n mute appeal, almost, to the
wrathful powers to cease and let us be. What I saw I could not at f�rst
bel�eve. Days and n�ghts of sleeplessness and anx�ety had doubtless
turned my head. I looked back at Maud, to �dent�fy myself, as �t were,
�n t�me and space. The s�ght of her dear wet cheeks, her fly�ng ha�r,
and her brave brown eyes conv�nced me that my v�s�on was st�ll
healthy. Aga�n I turned my face to leeward, and aga�n I saw the
jutt�ng promontory, black and h�gh and naked, the rag�ng surf that
broke about �ts base and beat �ts front h�gh up w�th spout�ng
founta�ns, the black and forb�dd�ng coast-l�ne runn�ng toward the
south-east and fr�nged w�th a tremendous scarf of wh�te.

“Maud,” I sa�d. “Maud.”
She turned her head and beheld the s�ght.
“It cannot be Alaska!” she cr�ed.
“Alas, no,” I answered, and asked, “Can you sw�m?”
She shook her head.
“Ne�ther can I,” I sa�d. “So we must get ashore w�thout sw�mm�ng,

�n some open�ng between the rocks through wh�ch we can dr�ve the
boat and clamber out. But we must be qu�ck, most qu�ck—and sure.”

I spoke w�th a conf�dence she knew I d�d not feel, for she looked at
me w�th that unfalter�ng gaze of hers and sa�d:

“I have not thanked you yet for all you have done for me but—”



She hes�tated, as �f �n doubt how best to word her grat�tude.
“Well?” I sa�d, brutally, for I was not qu�te pleased w�th her

thank�ng me.
“You m�ght help me,” she sm�led.
“To acknowledge your obl�gat�ons before you d�e? Not at all. We

are not go�ng to d�e. We shall land on that �sland, and we shall be
snug and sheltered before the day �s done.”

I spoke stoutly, but I d�d not bel�eve a word. Nor was I prompted to
l�e through fear. I felt no fear, though I was sure of death �n that
bo�l�ng surge amongst the rocks wh�ch was rap�dly grow�ng nearer. It
was �mposs�ble to ho�st sa�l and claw off that shore. The w�nd would
�nstantly caps�ze the boat; the seas would swamp �t the moment �t
fell �nto the trough; and, bes�des, the sa�l, lashed to the spare oars,
dragged �n the sea ahead of us.

As I say, I was not afra�d to meet my own death, there, a few
hundred yards to leeward; but I was appalled at the thought that
Maud must d�e. My cursed �mag�nat�on saw her beaten and mangled
aga�nst the rocks, and �t was too terr�ble. I strove to compel myself to
th�nk we would make the land�ng safely, and so I spoke, not what I
bel�eved, but what I preferred to bel�eve.

I reco�led before contemplat�on of that fr�ghtful death, and for a
moment I enterta�ned the w�ld �dea of se�z�ng Maud �n my arms and
leap�ng overboard. Then I resolved to wa�t, and at the last moment,
when we entered on the f�nal stretch, to take her �n my arms and
procla�m my love, and, w�th her �n my embrace, to make the
desperate struggle and d�e.

Inst�nct�vely we drew closer together �n the bottom of the boat. I
felt her m�ttened hand come out to m�ne. And thus, w�thout speech,
we wa�ted the end. We were not far off the l�ne the w�nd made w�th
the western edge of the promontory, and I watched �n the hope that
some set of the current or send of the sea would dr�ft us past before
we reached the surf.

“We shall go clear,” I sa�d, w�th a conf�dence wh�ch I knew
dece�ved ne�ther of us.

“By God, we w�ll go clear!” I cr�ed, f�ve m�nutes later.



The oath left my l�ps �n my exc�tement—the f�rst, I do bel�eve, �n
my l�fe, unless “trouble �t,” an explet�ve of my youth, be accounted an
oath.

“I beg your pardon,” I sa�d.
“You have conv�nced me of your s�ncer�ty,” she sa�d, w�th a fa�nt

sm�le. “I do know, now, that we shall go clear.”
I had seen a d�stant headland past the extreme edge of the

promontory, and as we looked we could see grow the �nterven�ng
coastl�ne of what was ev�dently a deep cove. At the same t�me there
broke upon our ears a cont�nuous and m�ghty bellow�ng. It partook of
the magn�tude and volume of d�stant thunder, and �t came to us
d�rectly from leeward, r�s�ng above the crash of the surf and travell�ng
d�rectly �n the teeth of the storm. As we passed the po�nt the whole
cove burst upon our v�ew, a half-moon of wh�te sandy beach upon
wh�ch broke a huge surf, and wh�ch was covered w�th myr�ads of
seals. It was from them that the great bellow�ng went up.

“A rookery!” I cr�ed. “Now are we �ndeed saved. There must be
men and cru�sers to protect them from the seal-hunters. Poss�bly
there �s a stat�on ashore.”

But as I stud�ed the surf wh�ch beat upon the beach, I sa�d, “St�ll
bad, but not so bad. And now, �f the gods be truly k�nd, we shall dr�ft
by that next headland and come upon a perfectly sheltered beach,
where we may land w�thout wett�ng our feet.”

And the gods were k�nd. The f�rst and second headlands were
d�rectly �n l�ne w�th the south-west w�nd; but once around the second,
—and we went per�lously near,—we p�cked up the th�rd headland,
st�ll �n l�ne w�th the w�nd and w�th the other two. But the cove that
�ntervened! It penetrated deep �nto the land, and the t�de, sett�ng �n,
dr�fted us under the shelter of the po�nt. Here the sea was calm, save
for a heavy but smooth ground-swell, and I took �n the sea-anchor
and began to row. From the po�nt the shore curved away, more and
more to the south and west, unt�l at last �t d�sclosed a cove w�th�n the
cove, a l�ttle land-locked harbour, the water level as a pond, broken
only by t�ny r�pples where vagrant breaths and w�sps of the storm
hurtled down from over the frown�ng wall of rock that backed the
beach a hundred feet �nshore.



Here were no seals whatever. The boat’s stern touched the hard
sh�ngle. I sprang out, extend�ng my hand to Maud. The next moment
she was bes�de me. As my f�ngers released hers, she clutched for
my arm hast�ly. At the same moment I swayed, as about to fall to the
sand. Th�s was the startl�ng effect of the cessat�on of mot�on. We had
been so long upon the mov�ng, rock�ng sea that the stable land was
a shock to us. We expected the beach to l�ft up th�s way and that,
and the rocky walls to sw�ng back and forth l�ke the s�des of a sh�p;
and when we braced ourselves, automat�cally, for these var�ous
expected movements, the�r non-occurrence qu�te overcame our
equ�l�br�um.

“I really must s�t down,” Maud sa�d, w�th a nervous laugh and a
d�zzy gesture, and forthw�th she sat down on the sand.

I attended to mak�ng the boat secure and jo�ned her. Thus we
landed on Endeavour Island, as we came to �t, land-s�ck from long
custom of the sea.



CHAPTER XXIX.

“Fool!” I cr�ed aloud �n my vexat�on.
I had unloaded the boat and carr�ed �ts contents h�gh up on the

beach, where I had set about mak�ng a camp. There was dr�ftwood,
though not much, on the beach, and the s�ght of a coffee t�n I had
taken from the Ghost’s larder had g�ven me the �dea of a f�re.

“Bl�ther�ng �d�ot!” I was cont�nu�ng.
But Maud sa�d, “Tut, tut,” �n gentle reproval, and then asked why I

was a bl�ther�ng �d�ot.
“No matches,” I groaned. “Not a match d�d I br�ng. And now we

shall have no hot coffee, soup, tea, or anyth�ng!”
“Wasn’t �t—er—Crusoe who rubbed st�cks together?” she drawled.
“But I have read the personal narrat�ves of a score of sh�pwrecked

men who tr�ed, and tr�ed �n va�n,” I answered. “I remember W�nters, a
newspaper fellow w�th an Alaskan and S�ber�an reputat�on. Met h�m
at the B�belot once, and he was tell�ng us how he attempted to make
a f�re w�th a couple of st�cks. It was most amus�ng. He told �t
�n�m�tably, but �t was the story of a fa�lure. I remember h�s conclus�on,
h�s black eyes flash�ng as he sa�d, ‘Gentlemen, the South Sea
Islander may do �t, the Malay may do �t, but take my word �t’s beyond
the wh�te man.’”

“Oh, well, we’ve managed so far w�thout �t,” she sa�d cheerfully.
“And there’s no reason why we cannot st�ll manage w�thout �t.”

“But th�nk of the coffee!” I cr�ed. “It’s good coffee, too, I know. I
took �t from Larsen’s pr�vate stores. And look at that good wood.”

I confess, I wanted the coffee badly; and I learned, not long
afterward, that the berry was l�kew�se a l�ttle weakness of Maud’s.
Bes�des, we had been so long on a cold d�et that we were numb



�ns�de as well as out. Anyth�ng warm would have been most
grat�fy�ng. But I compla�ned no more and set about mak�ng a tent of
the sa�l for Maud.

I had looked upon �t as a s�mple task, what of the oars, mast,
boom, and spr�t, to say noth�ng of plenty of l�nes. But as I was
w�thout exper�ence, and as every deta�l was an exper�ment and
every successful deta�l an �nvent�on, the day was well gone before
her shelter was an accompl�shed fact. And then, that n�ght, �t ra�ned,
and she was flooded out and dr�ven back �nto the boat.

The next morn�ng I dug a shallow d�tch around the tent, and, an
hour later, a sudden gust of w�nd, wh�pp�ng over the rocky wall
beh�nd us, p�cked up the tent and smashed �t down on the sand th�rty
yards away.

Maud laughed at my crestfallen express�on, and I sa�d, “As soon
as the w�nd abates I �ntend go�ng �n the boat to explore the �sland.
There must be a stat�on somewhere, and men. And sh�ps must v�s�t
the stat�on. Some Government must protect all these seals. But I
w�sh to have you comfortable before I start.”

“I should l�ke to go w�th you,” was all she sa�d.
“It would be better �f you rema�ned. You have had enough of

hardsh�p. It �s a m�racle that you have surv�ved. And �t won’t be
comfortable �n the boat row�ng and sa�l�ng �n th�s ra�ny weather. What
you need �s rest, and I should l�ke you to rema�n and get �t.”

Someth�ng susp�c�ously ak�n to mo�stness d�mmed her beaut�ful
eyes before she dropped them and partly turned away her head.

“I should prefer go�ng w�th you,” she sa�d �n a low vo�ce, �n wh�ch
there was just a h�nt of appeal.

“I m�ght be able to help you a—” her vo�ce broke,—“a l�ttle. And �f
anyth�ng should happen to you, th�nk of me left here alone.”

“Oh, I �ntend be�ng very careful,” I answered. “And I shall not go so
far but what I can get back before n�ght. Yes, all sa�d and done, I
th�nk �t vastly better for you to rema�n, and sleep, and rest and do
noth�ng.”

She turned and looked me �n the eyes. Her gaze was unfalter�ng,
but soft.



“Please, please,” she sa�d, oh, so softly.
I st�ffened myself to refuse, and shook my head. St�ll she wa�ted

and looked at me. I tr�ed to word my refusal, but wavered. I saw the
glad l�ght spr�ng �nto her eyes and knew that I had lost. It was
�mposs�ble to say no after that.

The w�nd d�ed down �n the afternoon, and we were prepared to
start the follow�ng morn�ng. There was no way of penetrat�ng the
�sland from our cove, for the walls rose perpend�cularly from the
beach, and, on e�ther s�de of the cove, rose from the deep water.

Morn�ng broke dull and grey, but calm, and I was awake early and
had the boat �n read�ness.

“Fool! Imbec�le! Yahoo!” I shouted, when I thought �t was meet to
arouse Maud; but th�s t�me I shouted �n merr�ment as I danced about
the beach, bareheaded, �n mock despa�r.

Her head appeared under the flap of the sa�l.
“What now?” she asked sleep�ly, and, w�thal, cur�ously.
“Coffee!” I cr�ed. “What do you say to a cup of coffee? hot coffee?

p�p�ng hot?”
“My!” she murmured, “you startled me, and you are cruel. Here I

have been compos�ng my soul to do w�thout �t, and here you are
vex�ng me w�th your va�n suggest�ons.”

“Watch me,” I sa�d.
From under clefts among the rocks I gathered a few dry st�cks and

ch�ps. These I wh�ttled �nto shav�ngs or spl�t �nto k�ndl�ng. From my
note-book I tore out a page, and from the ammun�t�on box took a
shot-gun shell. Remov�ng the wads from the latter w�th my kn�fe, I
empt�ed the powder on a flat rock. Next I pr�ed the pr�mer, or cap,
from the shell, and la�d �t on the rock, �n the m�dst of the scattered
powder. All was ready. Maud st�ll watched from the tent. Hold�ng the
paper �n my left hand, I smashed down upon the cap w�th a rock held
�n my r�ght. There was a puff of wh�te smoke, a burst of flame, and
the rough edge of the paper was al�ght.

Maud clapped her hands gleefully. “Prometheus!” she cr�ed.



But I was too occup�ed to acknowledge her del�ght. The feeble
flame must be cher�shed tenderly �f �t were to gather strength and
l�ve. I fed �t, shav�ng by shav�ng, and sl�ver by sl�ver, t�ll at last �t was
snapp�ng and crackl�ng as �t la�d hold of the smaller ch�ps and st�cks.
To be cast away on an �sland had not entered �nto my calculat�ons,
so we were w�thout a kettle or cook�ng utens�ls of any sort; but I
made sh�ft w�th the t�n used for ba�l�ng the boat, and later, as we
consumed our supply of canned goods, we accumulated qu�te an
�mpos�ng array of cook�ng vessels.

I bo�led the water, but �t was Maud who made the coffee. And how
good �t was! My contr�but�on was canned beef fr�ed w�th crumbled
sea-b�scu�t and water. The breakfast was a success, and we sat
about the f�re much longer than enterpr�s�ng explorers should have
done, s�pp�ng the hot black coffee and talk�ng over our s�tuat�on.

I was conf�dent that we should f�nd a stat�on �n some one of the
coves, for I knew that the rooker�es of Ber�ng Sea were thus
guarded; but Maud advanced the theory—to prepare me for
d�sappo�ntment, I do bel�eve, �f d�sappo�ntment were to come—that
we had d�scovered an unknown rookery. She was �n very good
sp�r�ts, however, and made qu�te merry �n accept�ng our pl�ght as a
grave one.

“If you are r�ght,” I sa�d, “then we must prepare to w�nter here. Our
food w�ll not last, but there are the seals. They go away �n the fall, so
I must soon beg�n to lay �n a supply of meat. Then there w�ll be huts
to bu�ld and dr�ftwood to gather. Also we shall try out seal fat for
l�ght�ng purposes. Altogether, we’ll have our hands full �f we f�nd the
�sland un�nhab�ted. Wh�ch we shall not, I know.”

But she was r�ght. We sa�led w�th a beam w�nd along the shore,
search�ng the coves w�th our glasses and land�ng occas�onally,
w�thout f�nd�ng a s�gn of human l�fe. Yet we learned that we were not
the f�rst who had landed on Endeavour Island. H�gh up on the beach
of the second cove from ours, we d�scovered the spl�ntered wreck of
a boat—a sealer’s boat, for the rowlocks were bound �n senn�t, a
gun-rack was on the starboard s�de of the bow, and �n wh�te letters
was fa�ntly v�s�ble Gazelle No. 2. The boat had la�n there for a long
t�me, for �t was half f�lled w�th sand, and the spl�ntered wood had that



weather-worn appearance due to long exposure to the elements. In
the stern-sheets I found a rusty ten-gauge shot-gun and a sa�lor’s
sheath-kn�fe broken short across and so rusted as to be almost
unrecogn�zable.

“They got away,” I sa�d cheerfully; but I felt a s�nk�ng at the heart
and seemed to d�v�ne the presence of bleached bones somewhere
on that beach.

I d�d not w�sh Maud’s sp�r�ts to be dampened by such a f�nd, so I
turned seaward aga�n w�th our boat and sk�rted the north-eastern
po�nt of the �sland. There were no beaches on the southern shore,
and by early afternoon we rounded the black promontory and
completed the c�rcumnav�gat�on of the �sland. I est�mated �ts
c�rcumference at twenty-f�ve m�les, �ts w�dth as vary�ng from two to
f�ve m�les; wh�le my most conservat�ve calculat�on placed on �ts
beaches two hundred thousand seals. The �sland was h�ghest at �ts
extreme south-western po�nt, the headlands and backbone
d�m�n�sh�ng regularly unt�l the north-eastern port�on was only a few
feet above the sea. W�th the except�on of our l�ttle cove, the other
beaches sloped gently back for a d�stance of half-a-m�le or so, �nto
what I m�ght call rocky meadows, w�th here and there patches of
moss and tundra grass. Here the seals hauled out, and the old bulls
guarded the�r harems, wh�le the young bulls hauled out by
themselves.

Th�s br�ef descr�pt�on �s all that Endeavour Island mer�ts. Damp
and soggy where �t was not sharp and rocky, buffeted by storm w�nds
and lashed by the sea, w�th the a�r cont�nually a-tremble w�th the
bellow�ng of two hundred thousand amph�b�ans, �t was a melancholy
and m�serable sojourn�ng-place. Maud, who had prepared me for
d�sappo�ntment, and who had been spr�ghtly and v�vac�ous all day,
broke down as we landed �n our own l�ttle cove. She strove bravely
to h�de �t from me, but wh�le I was k�ndl�ng another f�re I knew she
was st�fl�ng her sobs �n the blankets under the sa�l-tent.

It was my turn to be cheerful, and I played the part to the best of
my ab�l�ty, and w�th such success that I brought the laughter back
�nto her dear eyes and song on her l�ps; for she sang to me before
she went to an early bed. It was the f�rst t�me I had heard her s�ng,



and I lay by the f�re, l�sten�ng and transported, for she was noth�ng �f
not an art�st �n everyth�ng she d�d, and her vo�ce, though not strong,
was wonderfully sweet and express�ve.

I st�ll slept �n the boat, and I lay awake long that n�ght, gaz�ng up at
the f�rst stars I had seen �n many n�ghts and ponder�ng the s�tuat�on.
Respons�b�l�ty of th�s sort was a new th�ng to me. Wolf Larsen had
been qu�te r�ght. I had stood on my father’s legs. My lawyers and
agents had taken care of my money for me. I had had no
respons�b�l�t�es at all. Then, on the Ghost I had learned to be
respons�ble for myself. And now, for the f�rst t�me �n my l�fe, I found
myself respons�ble for some one else. And �t was requ�red of me that
th�s should be the gravest of respons�b�l�t�es, for she was the one
woman �n the world—the one small woman, as I loved to th�nk of her.



CHAPTER XXX.

No wonder we called �t Endeavour Island. For two weeks we to�led
at bu�ld�ng a hut. Maud �ns�sted on help�ng, and I could have wept
over her bru�sed and bleed�ng hands. And st�ll, I was proud of her
because of �t. There was someth�ng hero�c about th�s gently-bred
woman endur�ng our terr�ble hardsh�p and w�th her p�ttance of
strength bend�ng to the tasks of a peasant woman. She gathered
many of the stones wh�ch I bu�lt �nto the walls of the hut; also, she
turned a deaf ear to my entreat�es when I begged her to des�st. She
comprom�sed, however, by tak�ng upon herself the l�ghter labours of
cook�ng and gather�ng dr�ftwood and moss for our w�nter’s supply.

The hut’s walls rose w�thout d�ff�culty, and everyth�ng went
smoothly unt�l the problem of the roof confronted me. Of what use
the four walls w�thout a roof? And of what could a roof be made?
There were the spare oars, very true. They would serve as roof-
beams; but w�th what was I to cover them? Moss would never do.
Tundra grass was �mpract�cable. We needed the sa�l for the boat,
and the tarpaul�n had begun to leak.

“W�nters used walrus sk�ns on h�s hut,” I sa�d.
“There are the seals,” she suggested.
So next day the hunt�ng began. I d�d not know how to shoot, but I

proceeded to learn. And when I had expended some th�rty shells for
three seals, I dec�ded that the ammun�t�on would be exhausted
before I acqu�red the necessary knowledge. I had used e�ght shells
for l�ght�ng f�res before I h�t upon the dev�ce of bank�ng the embers
w�th wet moss, and there rema�ned not over a hundred shells �n the
box.



“We must club the seals,” I announced, when conv�nced of my
poor marksmansh�p. “I have heard the sealers talk about clubb�ng
them.”

“They are so pretty,” she objected. “I cannot bear to th�nk of �t
be�ng done. It �s so d�rectly brutal, you know; so d�fferent from
shoot�ng them.”

“That roof must go on,” I answered gr�mly. “W�nter �s almost here.
It �s our l�ves aga�nst the�rs. It �s unfortunate we haven’t plenty of
ammun�t�on, but I th�nk, anyway, that they suffer less from be�ng
clubbed than from be�ng all shot up. Bes�des, I shall do the clubb�ng.”

“That’s just �t,” she began eagerly, and broke off �n sudden
confus�on.

“Of course,” I began, “�f you prefer—”
“But what shall I be do�ng?” she �nterrupted, w�th that softness I

knew full well to be �ns�stence.
“Gather�ng f�rewood and cook�ng d�nner,” I answered l�ghtly.
She shook her head. “It �s too dangerous for you to attempt alone.”
“I know, I know,” she wa�ved my protest. “I am only a weak

woman, but just my small ass�stance may enable you to escape
d�saster.”

“But the clubb�ng?” I suggested.
“Of course, you w�ll do that. I shall probably scream. I’ll look away

when—”
“The danger �s most ser�ous,” I laughed.
“I shall use my judgment when to look and when not to look,” she

repl�ed w�th a grand a�r.
The upshot of the affa�r was that she accompan�ed me next

morn�ng. I rowed �nto the adjo�n�ng cove and up to the edge of the
beach. There were seals all about us �n the water, and the bellow�ng
thousands on the beach compelled us to shout at each other to
make ourselves heard.

“I know men club them,” I sa�d, try�ng to reassure myself, and
gaz�ng doubtfully at a large bull, not th�rty feet away, upreared on h�s



fore-fl�ppers and regard�ng me �ntently. “But the quest�on �s, How do
they club them?”

“Let us gather tundra grass and thatch the roof,” Maud sa�d.
She was as fr�ghtened as I at the prospect, and we had reason to

be gaz�ng at close range at the gleam�ng teeth and dog-l�ke mouths.
“I always thought they were afra�d of men,” I sa�d.
“How do I know they are not afra�d?” I quer�ed a moment later,

after hav�ng rowed a few more strokes along the beach. “Perhaps, �f
I were to step boldly ashore, they would cut for �t, and I could not
catch up w�th one.” And st�ll I hes�tated.

“I heard of a man, once, who �nvaded the nest�ng grounds of w�ld
geese,” Maud sa�d. “They k�lled h�m.”

“The geese?”
“Yes, the geese. My brother told me about �t when I was a l�ttle

g�rl.”
“But I know men club them,” I pers�sted.
“I th�nk the tundra grass w�ll make just as good a roof,” she sa�d.
Far from her �ntent�on, her words were madden�ng me, dr�v�ng me

on. I could not play the coward before her eyes. “Here goes,” I sa�d,
back�ng water w�th one oar and runn�ng the bow ashore.

I stepped out and advanced val�antly upon a long-maned bull �n
the m�dst of h�s w�ves. I was armed w�th the regular club w�th wh�ch
the boat-pullers k�lled the wounded seals gaffed aboard by the
hunters. It was only a foot and a half long, and �n my superb
�gnorance I never dreamed that the club used ashore when ra�d�ng
the rooker�es measured four to f�ve feet. The cows lumbered out of
my way, and the d�stance between me and the bull decreased. He
ra�sed h�mself on h�s fl�ppers w�th an angry movement. We were a
dozen feet apart. St�ll I advanced stead�ly, look�ng for h�m to turn ta�l
at any moment and run.

At s�x feet the pan�cky thought rushed �nto my m�nd, What �f he w�ll
not run? Why, then I shall club h�m, came the answer. In my fear I
had forgotten that I was there to get the bull �nstead of to make h�m
run. And just then he gave a snort and a snarl and rushed at me. H�s



eyes were blaz�ng, h�s mouth was w�de open; the teeth gleamed
cruelly wh�te. W�thout shame, I confess that �t was I who turned and
footed �t. He ran awkwardly, but he ran well. He was but two paces
beh�nd when I tumbled �nto the boat, and as I shoved off w�th an oar
h�s teeth crunched down upon the blade. The stout wood was
crushed l�ke an egg-shell. Maud and I were astounded. A moment
later he had d�ved under the boat, se�zed the keel �n h�s mouth, and
was shak�ng the boat v�olently.

“My!” sa�d Maud. “Let’s go back.”
I shook my head. “I can do what other men have done, and I know

that other men have clubbed seals. But I th�nk I’ll leave the bulls
alone next t�me.”

“I w�sh you wouldn’t,” she sa�d.
“Now don’t say, ‘Please, please,’” I cr�ed, half angr�ly, I do bel�eve.
She made no reply, and I knew my tone must have hurt her.
“I beg your pardon,” I sa�d, or shouted, rather, �n order to make

myself heard above the roar of the rookery. “If you say so, I’ll turn
and go back; but honestly, I’d rather stay.”

“Now don’t say that th�s �s what you get for br�ng�ng a woman
along,” she sa�d. She sm�led at me wh�ms�cally, glor�ously, and I
knew there was no need for forg�veness.

I rowed a couple of hundred feet along the beach so as to recover
my nerves, and then stepped ashore aga�n.

“Do be caut�ous,” she called after me.
I nodded my head and proceeded to make a flank attack on the

nearest harem. All went well unt�l I a�med a blow at an outly�ng cow's
head and fell short. She snorted and tr�ed to scramble away. I ran �n
close and struck another blow, h�tt�ng the shoulder �nstead of the
head.

“Watch out!” I heard Maud scream.
In my exc�tement I had not been tak�ng not�ce of other th�ngs, and I

looked up to see the lord of the harem charg�ng down upon me.
Aga�n I fled to the boat, hotly pursued; but th�s t�me Maud made no
suggest�on of turn�ng back.



“It would be better, I �mag�ne, �f you let harems alone and devoted
your attent�on to lonely and �noffens�ve-look�ng seals,” was what she
sa�d. “I th�nk I have read someth�ng about them. Dr. Jordan’s book, I
bel�eve. They are the young bulls, not old enough to have harems of
the�r own. He called them the hollusch�ck�e, or someth�ng l�ke that. It
seems to me �f we f�nd where they haul out—”

“It seems to me that your f�ght�ng �nst�nct �s aroused,” I laughed.
She flushed qu�ckly and prett�ly. “I’ll adm�t I don’t l�ke defeat any

more than you do, or any more than I l�ke the �dea of k�ll�ng such
pretty, �noffens�ve creatures.”

“Pretty!” I sn�ffed. “I fa�led to mark anyth�ng pre-em�nently pretty
about those foamy-mouthed beasts that raced me.”

“Your po�nt of v�ew,” she laughed. “You lacked perspect�ve. Now �f
you d�d not have to get so close to the subject—”

“The very th�ng!” I cr�ed. “What I need �s a longer club. And there’s
that broken oar ready to hand.”

“It just comes to me,” she sa�d, “that Capta�n Larsen was tell�ng
me how the men ra�ded the rooker�es. They dr�ve the seals, �n small
herds, a short d�stance �nland before they k�ll them.”

“I don’t care to undertake the herd�ng of one of those harems,” I
objected.

“But there are the hollusch�ck�e,” she sa�d. “The hollusch�ck�e haul
out by themselves, and Dr. Jordan says that paths are left between
the harems, and that as long as the hollusch�ck�e keep str�ctly to the
path they are unmolested by the masters of the harem.”

“There’s one now,” I sa�d, po�nt�ng to a young bull �n the water.
“Let’s watch h�m, and follow h�m �f he hauls out.”

He swam d�rectly to the beach and clambered out �nto a small
open�ng between two harems, the masters of wh�ch made warn�ng
no�ses but d�d not attack h�m. We watched h�m travel slowly �nward,
thread�ng about among the harems along what must have been the
path.

“Here goes,” I sa�d, stepp�ng out; but I confess my heart was �n my
mouth as I thought of go�ng through the heart of that monstrous
herd.



“It would be w�se to make the boat fast,” Maud sa�d.
She had stepped out bes�de me, and I regarded her w�th

wonderment.
She nodded her head determ�nedly. “Yes, I’m go�ng w�th you, so

you may as well secure the boat and arm me w�th a club.”
“Let’s go back,” I sa�d dejectedly. “I th�nk tundra grass, w�ll do, after

all.”
“You know �t won’t,” was her reply. “Shall I lead?”
W�th a shrug of the shoulders, but w�th the warmest adm�rat�on

and pr�de at heart for th�s woman, I equ�pped her w�th the broken oar
and took another for myself. It was w�th nervous trep�dat�on that we
made the f�rst few rods of the journey. Once Maud screamed �n terror
as a cow thrust an �nqu�s�t�ve nose toward her foot, and several
t�mes I qu�ckened my pace for the same reason. But, beyond
warn�ng coughs from e�ther s�de, there were no s�gns of host�l�ty. It
was a rookery wh�ch had never been ra�ded by the hunters, and �n
consequence the seals were m�ld-tempered and at the same t�me
unafra�d.

In the very heart of the herd the d�n was terr�f�c. It was almost
d�zzy�ng �n �ts effect. I paused and sm�led reassur�ngly at Maud, for I
had recovered my equan�m�ty sooner than she. I could see that she
was st�ll badly fr�ghtened. She came close to me and shouted:

“I’m dreadfully afra�d!”
And I was not. Though the novelty had not yet worn off, the

peaceful comportment of the seals had qu�eted my alarm. Maud was
trembl�ng.

“I’m afra�d, and I’m not afra�d,” she chattered w�th shak�ng jaws.
“It’s my m�serable body, not I.”

“It’s all r�ght, �t’s all r�ght,” I reassured her, my arm pass�ng
�nst�nct�vely and protect�ngly around her.

I shall never forget, �n that moment, how �nstantly consc�ous I
became of my manhood. The pr�m�t�ve deeps of my nature st�rred. I
felt myself mascul�ne, the protector of the weak, the f�ght�ng male.
And, best of all, I felt myself the protector of my loved one. She
leaned aga�nst me, so l�ght and l�ly-fra�l, and as her trembl�ng eased



away �t seemed as though I became aware of prod�g�ous strength. I
felt myself a match for the most feroc�ous bull �n the herd, and I
know, had such a bull charged upon me, that I should have met �t
unfl�nch�ngly and qu�te coolly, and I know that I should have k�lled �t.

“I am all r�ght now,” she sa�d, look�ng up at me gratefully. “Let us
go on.”

And that the strength �n me had qu�eted her and g�ven her
conf�dence, f�lled me w�th an exultant joy. The youth of the race
seemed burgeon�ng �n me, over-c�v�l�zed man that I was, and I l�ved
for myself the old hunt�ng days and forest n�ghts of my remote and
forgotten ancestry. I had much for wh�ch to thank Wolf Larsen, was
my thought as we went along the path between the jostl�ng harems.

A quarter of a m�le �nland we came upon the hollusch�ck�e—sleek
young bulls, l�v�ng out the lonel�ness of the�r bachelorhood and
gather�ng strength aga�nst the day when they would f�ght the�r way
�nto the ranks of the Bened�cts.

Everyth�ng now went smoothly. I seemed to know just what to do
and how to do �t. Shout�ng, mak�ng threaten�ng gestures w�th my
club, and even prodd�ng the lazy ones, I qu�ckly cut out a score of
the young bachelors from the�r compan�ons. Whenever one made an
attempt to break back toward the water, I headed �t off. Maud took an
act�ve part �n the dr�ve, and w�th her cr�es and flour�sh�ngs of the
broken oar was of cons�derable ass�stance. I not�ced, though, that
whenever one looked t�red and lagged, she let �t sl�p past. But I
not�ced, also, whenever one, w�th a show of f�ght, tr�ed to break past,
that her eyes gl�nted and showed br�ght, and she rapped �t smartly
w�th her club.

“My, �t’s exc�t�ng!” she cr�ed, paus�ng from sheer weakness. “I th�nk
I’ll s�t down.”

I drove the l�ttle herd (a dozen strong, now, what of the escapes
she had perm�tted) a hundred yards farther on; and by the t�me she
jo�ned me I had f�n�shed the slaughter and was beg�nn�ng to sk�n. An
hour later we went proudly back along the path between the harems.
And tw�ce aga�n we came down the path burdened w�th sk�ns, t�ll I
thought we had enough to roof the hut. I set the sa�l, la�d one tack
out of the cove, and on the other tack made our own l�ttle �nner cove.



“It’s just l�ke home-com�ng,” Maud sa�d, as I ran the boat ashore.
I heard her words w�th a respons�ve thr�ll, �t was all so dearly

�nt�mate and natural, and I sa�d:
“It seems as though I have l�ved th�s l�fe always. The world of

books and book�sh folk �s very vague, more l�ke a dream memory
than an actual�ty. I surely have hunted and forayed and fought all the
days of my l�fe. And you, too, seem a part of �t. You are—” I was on
the verge of say�ng, “my woman, my mate,” but gl�bly changed �t to
—“stand�ng the hardsh�p well.”

But her ear had caught the flaw. She recogn�zed a fl�ght that
m�dmost broke. She gave me a qu�ck look.

“Not that. You were say�ng—?”
“That the Amer�can Mrs. Meynell was l�v�ng the l�fe of a savage

and l�v�ng �t qu�te successfully,” I sa�d eas�ly.
“Oh,” was all she repl�ed; but I could have sworn there was a note

of d�sappo�ntment �n her vo�ce.
But “my woman, my mate” kept r�ng�ng �n my head for the rest of

the day and for many days. Yet never d�d �t r�ng more loudly than that
n�ght, as I watched her draw back the blanket of moss from the
coals, blow up the f�re, and cook the even�ng meal. It must have
been latent savagery st�rr�ng �n me, for the old words, so bound up
w�th the roots of the race, to gr�p me and thr�ll me. And gr�p and thr�ll
they d�d, t�ll I fell asleep, murmur�ng them to myself over and over
aga�n.



CHAPTER XXXI.

“It w�ll smell,” I sa�d, “but �t w�ll keep �n the heat and keep out the
ra�n and snow.”

We were survey�ng the completed seal-sk�n roof.
“It �s clumsy, but �t w�ll serve the purpose, and that �s the ma�n

th�ng,” I went on, yearn�ng for her pra�se.
And she clapped her hands and declared that she was hugely

pleased.
“But �t �s dark �n here,” she sa�d the next moment, her shoulders

shr�nk�ng w�th a l�ttle �nvoluntary sh�ver.
“You m�ght have suggested a w�ndow when the walls were go�ng

up,” I sa�d. “It was for you, and you should have seen the need of a
w�ndow.”

“But I never do see the obv�ous, you know,” she laughed back.
“And bes�des, you can knock a hole �n the wall at any t�me.”

“Qu�te true; I had not thought of �t,” I repl�ed, wagg�ng my head
sagely. “But have you thought of order�ng the w�ndow-glass? Just
call up the f�rm,—Red, 4451, I th�nk �t �s,—and tell them what s�ze
and k�nd of glass you w�sh.”

“That means—” she began.
“No w�ndow.”
It was a dark and ev�l-appear�ng th�ng, that hut, not f�t for aught

better than sw�ne �n a c�v�l�zed land; but for us, who had known the
m�sery of the open boat, �t was a snug l�ttle hab�tat�on. Follow�ng the
housewarm�ng, wh�ch was accompl�shed by means of seal-o�l and a
w�ck made from cotton calk�ng, came the hunt�ng for our w�nter’s
meat and the bu�ld�ng of the second hut. It was a s�mple affa�r, now,



to go forth �n the morn�ng and return by noon w�th a boatload of
seals. And then, wh�le I worked at bu�ld�ng the hut, Maud tr�ed out
the o�l from the blubber and kept a slow f�re under the frames of
meat. I had heard of jerk�ng beef on the pla�ns, and our seal-meat,
cut �n th�n str�ps and hung �n the smoke, cured excellently.

The second hut was eas�er to erect, for I bu�lt �t aga�nst the f�rst,
and only three walls were requ�red. But �t was work, hard work, all of
�t. Maud and I worked from dawn t�ll dark, to the l�m�t of our strength,
so that when n�ght came we crawled st�ffly to bed and slept the
an�mal-l�ke sleep of exhaust�on. And yet Maud declared that she had
never felt better or stronger �n her l�fe. I knew th�s was true of myself,
but hers was such a l�ly strength that I feared she would break down.
Often and often, her last-reserve force gone, I have seen her
stretched flat on her back on the sand �n the way she had of rest�ng
and recuperat�ng. And then she would be up on her feet and to�l�ng
hard as ever. Where she obta�ned th�s strength was the marvel to
me.

“Th�nk of the long rest th�s w�nter,” was her reply to my
remonstrances. “Why, we’ll be clamorous for someth�ng to do.”

We held a housewarm�ng �n my hut the n�ght �t was roofed. It was
the end of the th�rd day of a f�erce storm wh�ch had swung around
the compass from the south-east to the north-west, and wh�ch was
then blow�ng d�rectly �n upon us. The beaches of the outer cove were
thunder�ng w�th the surf, and even �n our land-locked �nner cove a
respectable sea was break�ng. No h�gh backbone of �sland sheltered
us from the w�nd, and �t wh�stled and bellowed about the hut t�ll at
t�mes I feared for the strength of the walls. The sk�n roof, stretched
t�ghtly as a drumhead, I had thought, sagged and bell�ed w�th every
gust; and �nnumerable �nterst�ces �n the walls, not so t�ghtly stuffed
w�th moss as Maud had supposed, d�sclosed themselves. Yet the
seal-o�l burned br�ghtly and we were warm and comfortable.

It was a pleasant even�ng �ndeed, and we voted that as a soc�al
funct�on on Endeavour Island �t had not yet been ecl�psed. Our
m�nds were at ease. Not only had we res�gned ourselves to the b�tter
w�nter, but we were prepared for �t. The seals could depart on the�r
myster�ous journey �nto the south at any t�me, now, for all we cared;



and the storms held no terror for us. Not only were we sure of be�ng
dry and warm and sheltered from the w�nd, but we had the softest
and most luxur�ous mattresses that could be made from moss. Th�s
had been Maud’s �dea, and she had herself jealously gathered all the
moss. Th�s was to be my f�rst n�ght on the mattress, and I knew I
should sleep the sweeter because she had made �t.

As she rose to go she turned to me w�th the wh�ms�cal way she
had, and sa�d:

“Someth�ng �s go�ng to happen—�s happen�ng, for that matter. I
feel �t. Someth�ng �s com�ng here, to us. It �s com�ng now. I don’t
know what, but �t �s com�ng.”

“Good or bad?” I asked.
She shook her head. “I don’t know, but �t �s there, somewhere.”
She po�nted �n the d�rect�on of the sea and w�nd.
“It’s a lee shore,” I laughed, “and I am sure I’d rather be here than

arr�v�ng, a n�ght l�ke th�s.”
“You are not fr�ghtened?” I asked, as I stepped to open the door

for her.
Her eyes looked bravely �nto m�ne.
“And you feel well? perfectly well?”
“Never better,” was her answer.
We talked a l�ttle longer before she went.
“Good-n�ght, Maud,” I sa�d.
“Good-n�ght, Humphrey,” she sa�d.
Th�s use of our g�ven names had come about qu�te as a matter of

course, and was as unpremed�tated as �t was natural. In that
moment I could have put my arms around her and drawn her to me. I
should certa�nly have done so out �n that world to wh�ch we
belonged. As �t was, the s�tuat�on stopped there �n the only way �t
could; but I was left alone �n my l�ttle hut, glow�ng warmly through
and through w�th a pleasant sat�sfact�on; and I knew that a t�e, or a
tac�t someth�ng, ex�sted between us wh�ch had not ex�sted before.



CHAPTER XXXII.

I awoke, oppressed by a myster�ous sensat�on. There seemed
someth�ng m�ss�ng �n my env�ronment. But the mystery and
oppress�veness van�shed after the f�rst few seconds of wak�ng, when
I �dent�f�ed the m�ss�ng someth�ng as the w�nd. I had fallen asleep �n
that state of nerve tens�on w�th wh�ch one meets the cont�nuous
shock of sound or movement, and I had awakened, st�ll tense,
brac�ng myself to meet the pressure of someth�ng wh�ch no longer
bore upon me.

It was the f�rst n�ght I had spent under cover �n several months,
and I lay luxur�ously for some m�nutes under my blankets (for once
not wet w�th fog or spray), analys�ng, f�rst, the effect produced upon
me by the cessat�on of the w�nd, and next, the joy wh�ch was m�ne
from rest�ng on the mattress made by Maud’s hands. When I had
dressed and opened the door, I heard the waves st�ll lapp�ng on the
beach, garrulously attest�ng the fury of the n�ght. It was a clear day,
and the sun was sh�n�ng. I had slept late, and I stepped outs�de w�th
sudden energy, bent upon mak�ng up lost t�me as bef�tted a dweller
on Endeavour Island.

And when outs�de, I stopped short. I bel�eved my eyes w�thout
quest�on, and yet I was for the moment stunned by what they
d�sclosed to me. There, on the beach, not f�fty feet away, bow on,
d�smasted, was a black-hulled vessel. Masts and booms, tangled
w�th shrouds, sheets, and rent canvas, were rubb�ng gently
alongs�de. I could have rubbed my eyes as I looked. There was the
home-made galley we had bu�lt, the fam�l�ar break of the poop, the
low yacht-cab�n scarcely r�s�ng above the ra�l. It was the Ghost.

What freak of fortune had brought �t here—here of all spots? what
chance of chances? I looked at the bleak, �naccess�ble wall at my



back and knew the profund�ty of despa�r. Escape was hopeless, out
of the quest�on. I thought of Maud, asleep there �n the hut we had
reared; I remembered her “Good-n�ght, Humphrey”; “my woman, my
mate,” went r�ng�ng through my bra�n, but now, alas, �t was a knell
that sounded. Then everyth�ng went black before my eyes.

Poss�bly �t was the fract�on of a second, but I had no knowledge of
how long an �nterval had lapsed before I was myself aga�n. There lay
the Ghost, bow on to the beach, her spl�ntered bowspr�t project�ng
over the sand, her tangled spars rubb�ng aga�nst her s�de to the l�ft of
the croon�ng waves. Someth�ng must be done, must be done.

It came upon me suddenly, as strange, that noth�ng moved
aboard. Wear�ed from the n�ght of struggle and wreck, all hands
were yet asleep, I thought. My next thought was that Maud and I
m�ght yet escape. If we could take to the boat and make round the
po�nt before any one awoke? I would call her and start. My hand was
l�fted at her door to knock, when I recollected the smallness of the
�sland. We could never h�de ourselves upon �t. There was noth�ng for
us but the w�de raw ocean. I thought of our snug l�ttle huts, our
suppl�es of meat and o�l and moss and f�rewood, and I knew that we
could never surv�ve the w�ntry sea and the great storms wh�ch were
to come.

So I stood, w�th hes�tant knuckle, w�thout her door. It was
�mposs�ble, �mposs�ble. A w�ld thought of rush�ng �n and k�ll�ng her as
she slept rose �n my m�nd. And then, �n a flash, the better solut�on
came to me. All hands were asleep. Why not creep aboard the
Ghost,—well I knew the way to Wolf Larsen’s bunk,—and k�ll h�m �n
h�s sleep? After that—well, we would see. But w�th h�m dead there
was t�me and space �n wh�ch to prepare to do other th�ngs; and
bes�des, whatever new s�tuat�on arose, �t could not poss�bly be
worse than the present one.

My kn�fe was at my h�p. I returned to my hut for the shot-gun,
made sure �t was loaded, and went down to the Ghost. W�th some
d�ff�culty, and at the expense of a wett�ng to the wa�st, I cl�mbed
aboard. The forecastle scuttle was open. I paused to l�sten for the
breath�ng of the men, but there was no breath�ng. I almost gasped as
the thought came to me: What �f the Ghost �s deserted? I l�stened



more closely. There was no sound. I caut�ously descended the
ladder. The place had the empty and musty feel and smell usual to a
dwell�ng no longer �nhab�ted. Everywhere was a th�ck l�tter of
d�scarded and ragged garments, old sea-boots, leaky o�lsk�ns—all
the worthless forecastle dunnage of a long voyage.

Abandoned hast�ly, was my conclus�on, as I ascended to the deck.
Hope was al�ve aga�n �n my breast, and I looked about me w�th
greater coolness. I noted that the boats were m�ss�ng. The steerage
told the same tale as the forecastle. The hunters had packed the�r
belong�ngs w�th s�m�lar haste. The Ghost was deserted. It was
Maud’s and m�ne. I thought of the sh�p’s stores and the lazarette
beneath the cab�n, and the �dea came to me of surpr�s�ng Maud w�th
someth�ng n�ce for breakfast.

The react�on from my fear, and the knowledge that the terr�ble
deed I had come to do was no longer necessary, made me boy�sh
and eager. I went up the steerage compan�on-way two steps at a
t�me, w�th noth�ng d�st�nct �n my m�nd except joy and the hope that
Maud would sleep on unt�l the surpr�se breakfast was qu�te ready for
her. As I rounded the galley, a new sat�sfact�on was m�ne at thought
of all the splend�d cook�ng utens�ls �ns�de. I sprang up the break of
the poop, and saw—Wolf Larsen. What of my �mpetus and the
stunn�ng surpr�se, I clattered three or four steps along the deck
before I could stop myself. He was stand�ng �n the compan�on-way,
only h�s head and shoulders v�s�ble, star�ng stra�ght at me. H�s arms
were rest�ng on the half-open sl�de. He made no movement
whatever—s�mply stood there, star�ng at me.

I began to tremble. The old stomach s�ckness clutched me. I put
one hand on the edge of the house to steady myself. My l�ps seemed
suddenly dry and I mo�stened them aga�nst the need of speech. Nor
d�d I for an �nstant take my eyes off h�m. Ne�ther of us spoke. There
was someth�ng om�nous �n h�s s�lence, h�s �mmob�l�ty. All my old fear
of h�m returned and my new fear was �ncreased an hundred-fold.
And st�ll we stood, the pa�r of us, star�ng at each other.

I was aware of the demand for act�on, and, my old helplessness
strong upon me, I was wa�t�ng for h�m to take the �n�t�at�ve. Then, as
the moments went by, �t came to me that the s�tuat�on was



analogous to the one �n wh�ch I had approached the long-maned
bull, my �ntent�on of clubb�ng obscured by fear unt�l �t became a
des�re to make h�m run. So �t was at last �mpressed upon me that I
was there, not to have Wolf Larsen take the �n�t�at�ve, but to take �t
myself.

I cocked both barrels and levelled the shot-gun at h�m. Had he
moved, attempted to drop down the compan�on-way, I know I would
have shot h�m. But he stood mot�onless and star�ng as before. And
as I faced h�m, w�th levelled gun shak�ng �n my hands, I had t�me to
note the worn and haggard appearance of h�s face. It was as �f some
strong anx�ety had wasted �t. The cheeks were sunken, and there
was a wear�ed, puckered express�on on the brow. And �t seemed to
me that h�s eyes were strange, not only the express�on, but the
phys�cal seem�ng, as though the opt�c nerves and support�ng
muscles had suffered stra�n and sl�ghtly tw�sted the eyeballs.

All th�s I saw, and my bra�n now work�ng rap�dly, I thought a
thousand thoughts; and yet I could not pull the tr�ggers. I lowered the
gun and stepped to the corner of the cab�n, pr�mar�ly to rel�eve the
tens�on on my nerves and to make a new start, and �nc�dentally to be
closer. Aga�n I ra�sed the gun. He was almost at arm’s length. There
was no hope for h�m. I was resolved. There was no poss�ble chance
of m�ss�ng h�m, no matter how poor my marksmansh�p. And yet I
wrestled w�th myself and could not pull the tr�ggers.

“Well?” he demanded �mpat�ently.
I strove va�nly to force my f�ngers down on the tr�ggers, and va�nly

I strove to say someth�ng.
“Why don’t you shoot?” he asked.
I cleared my throat of a husk�ness wh�ch prevented speech.

“Hump,” he sa�d slowly, “you can’t do �t. You are not exactly afra�d.
You are �mpotent. Your convent�onal moral�ty �s stronger than you.
You are the slave to the op�n�ons wh�ch have credence among the
people you have known and have read about. The�r code has been
drummed �nto your head from the t�me you l�sped, and �n sp�te of
your ph�losophy, and of what I have taught you, �t won’t let you k�ll an
unarmed, unres�st�ng man.”

“I know �t,” I sa�d hoarsely.



“And you know that I would k�ll an unarmed man as read�ly as I
would smoke a c�gar,” he went on. “You know me for what I am,—my
worth �n the world by your standard. You have called me snake, t�ger,
shark, monster, and Cal�ban. And yet, you l�ttle rag puppet, you l�ttle
echo�ng mechan�sm, you are unable to k�ll me as you would a snake
or a shark, because I have hands, feet, and a body shaped
somewhat l�ke yours. Bah! I had hoped better th�ngs of you, Hump.”

He stepped out of the compan�on-way and came up to me.
“Put down that gun. I want to ask you some quest�ons. I haven’t

had a chance to look around yet. What place �s th�s? How �s the
Ghost ly�ng? How d�d you get wet? Where’s Maud?—I beg your
pardon, M�ss Brewster—or should I say, ‘Mrs. Van Weyden’?”

I had backed away from h�m, almost weep�ng at my �nab�l�ty to
shoot h�m, but not fool enough to put down the gun. I hoped,
desperately, that he m�ght comm�t some host�le act, attempt to str�ke
me or choke me; for �n such way only I knew I could be st�rred to
shoot.

“Th�s �s Endeavour Island,” I sa�d.
“Never heard of �t,” he broke �n.
“At least, that’s our name for �t,” I amended.
“Our?” he quer�ed. “Who’s our?”
“M�ss Brewster and myself. And the Ghost �s ly�ng, as you can see

for yourself, bow on to the beach.”
“There are seals here,” he sa�d. “They woke me up w�th the�r

bark�ng, or I’d be sleep�ng yet. I heard them when I drove �n last
n�ght. They were the f�rst warn�ng that I was on a lee shore. It’s a
rookery, the k�nd of a th�ng I’ve hunted for years. Thanks to my
brother Death, I’ve l�ghted on a fortune. It’s a m�nt. What’s �ts
bear�ngs?”

“Haven’t the least �dea,” I sa�d. “But you ought to know qu�te
closely. What were your last observat�ons?”

He sm�led �nscrutably, but d�d not answer.
“Well, where’s all hands?” I asked. “How does �t come that you are

alone?”



I was prepared for h�m aga�n to set as�de my quest�on, and was
surpr�sed at the read�ness of h�s reply.

“My brother got me �ns�de forty-e�ght hours, and through no fault of
m�ne. Boarded me �n the n�ght w�th only the watch on deck. Hunters
went back on me. He gave them a b�gger lay. Heard h�m offer�ng �t.
D�d �t r�ght before me. Of course the crew gave me the go-by. That
was to be expected. All hands went over the s�de, and there I was,
marooned on my own vessel. It was Death’s turn, and �t’s all �n the
fam�ly anyway.”

“But how d�d you lose the masts?” I asked.
“Walk over and exam�ne those lanyards,” he sa�d, po�nt�ng to

where the m�zzen-r�gg�ng should have been.
“They have been cut w�th a kn�fe!” I excla�med.
“Not qu�te,” he laughed. “It was a neater job. Look aga�n.”
I looked. The lanyards had been almost severed, w�th just enough

left to hold the shrouds t�ll some severe stra�n should be put upon
them.

“Cooky d�d that,” he laughed aga�n. “I know, though I d�dn’t spot
h�m at �t. K�nd of evened up the score a b�t.”

“Good for Mugr�dge!” I cr�ed.
“Yes, that’s what I thought when everyth�ng went over the s�de.

Only I sa�d �t on the other s�de of my mouth.”
“But what were you do�ng wh�le all th�s was go�ng on?” I asked.
“My best, you may be sure, wh�ch wasn’t much under the

c�rcumstances.”
I turned to re-exam�ne Thomas Mugr�dge’s work.
“I guess I’ll s�t down and take the sunsh�ne,” I heard Wolf Larsen

say�ng.
There was a h�nt, just a sl�ght h�nt, of phys�cal feebleness �n h�s

vo�ce, and �t was so strange that I looked qu�ckly at h�m. H�s hand
was sweep�ng nervously across h�s face, as though he were
brush�ng away cobwebs. I was puzzled. The whole th�ng was so
unl�ke the Wolf Larsen I had known.

“How are your headaches?” I asked.



“They st�ll trouble me,” was h�s answer. “I th�nk I have one com�ng
on now.”

He sl�pped down from h�s s�tt�ng posture t�ll he lay on the deck.
Then he rolled over on h�s s�de, h�s head rest�ng on the b�ceps of the
under arm, the forearm sh�eld�ng h�s eyes from the sun. I stood
regard�ng h�m wonder�ngly.

“Now’s your chance, Hump,” he sa�d.
“I don’t understand,” I l�ed, for I thoroughly understood.
“Oh, noth�ng,” he added softly, as �f he were drows�ng; “only you’ve

got me where you want me.”
“No, I haven’t,” I retorted; “for I want you a few thousand m�les

away from here.”
He chuckled, and thereafter spoke no more. He d�d not st�r as I

passed by h�m and went down �nto the cab�n. I l�fted the trap �n the
floor, but for some moments gazed dub�ously �nto the darkness of
the lazarette beneath. I hes�tated to descend. What �f h�s ly�ng down
were a ruse? Pretty, �ndeed, to be caught there l�ke a rat. I crept
softly up the compan�on-way and peeped at h�m. He was ly�ng as I
had left h�m. Aga�n I went below; but before I dropped �nto the
lazarette I took the precaut�on of cast�ng down the door �n advance.
At least there would be no l�d to the trap. But �t was all needless. I
rega�ned the cab�n w�th a store of jams, sea-b�scu�ts, canned meats,
and such th�ngs,—all I could carry,—and replaced the trap-door.

A peep at Wolf Larsen showed me that he had not moved. A br�ght
thought struck me. I stole �nto h�s state-room and possessed myself
of h�s revolvers. There were no other weapons, though I thoroughly
ransacked the three rema�n�ng state-rooms. To make sure, I returned
and went through the steerage and forecastle, and �n the galley
gathered up all the sharp meat and vegetable kn�ves. Then I
bethought me of the great yachtsman’s kn�fe he always carr�ed, and I
came to h�m and spoke to h�m, f�rst softly, then loudly. He d�d not
move. I bent over and took �t from h�s pocket. I breathed more freely.
He had no arms w�th wh�ch to attack me from a d�stance; wh�le I,
armed, could always forestall h�m should he attempt to grapple me
w�th h�s terr�ble gor�lla arms.



F�ll�ng a coffee-pot and fry�ng-pan w�th part of my plunder, and
tak�ng some ch�naware from the cab�n pantry, I left Wolf Larsen ly�ng
�n the sun and went ashore.

Maud was st�ll asleep. I blew up the embers (we had not yet
arranged a w�nter k�tchen), and qu�te fever�shly cooked the
breakfast. Toward the end, I heard her mov�ng about w�th�n the hut,
mak�ng her to�let. Just as all was ready and the coffee poured, the
door opened and she came forth.

“It’s not fa�r of you,” was her greet�ng. “You are usurp�ng one of my
prerogat�ves. You know you agreed that the cook�ng should be m�ne,
and—”

“But just th�s once,” I pleaded.
“If you prom�se not to do �t aga�n,” she sm�led. “Unless, of course,

you have grown t�red of my poor efforts.”
To my del�ght she never once looked toward the beach, and I

ma�nta�ned the banter w�th such success all unconsc�ously she
s�pped coffee from the ch�na cup, ate fr�ed evaporated potatoes, and
spread marmalade on her b�scu�t. But �t could not last. I saw the
surpr�se that came over her. She had d�scovered the ch�na plate
from wh�ch she was eat�ng. She looked over the breakfast, not�ng
deta�l after deta�l. Then she looked at me, and her face turned slowly
toward the beach.

“Humphrey!” she sa�d.
The old unnamable terror mounted �nto her eyes.
“Is—he?” she quavered.
I nodded my head.



CHAPTER XXXIII.

We wa�ted all day for Wolf Larsen to come ashore. It was an
�ntolerable per�od of anx�ety. Each moment one or the other of us
cast expectant glances toward the Ghost. But he d�d not come. He
d�d not even appear on deck.

“Perhaps �t �s h�s headache,” I sa�d. “I left h�m ly�ng on the poop.
He may l�e there all n�ght. I th�nk I’ll go and see.”

Maud looked entreaty at me.
“It �s all r�ght,” I assured her. “I shall take the revolvers. You know I

collected every weapon on board.”
“But there are h�s arms, h�s hands, h�s terr�ble, terr�ble hands!” she

objected. And then she cr�ed, “Oh, Humphrey, I am afra�d of h�m!
Don’t go—please don’t go!”

She rested her hand appeal�ngly on m�ne, and sent my pulse
flutter�ng. My heart was surely �n my eyes for a moment. The dear
and lovely woman! And she was so much the woman, cl�ng�ng and
appeal�ng, sunsh�ne and dew to my manhood, root�ng �t deeper and
send�ng through �t the sap of a new strength. I was for putt�ng my
arm around her, as when �n the m�dst of the seal herd; but I
cons�dered, and refra�ned.

“I shall not take any r�sks,” I sa�d. “I’ll merely peep over the bow
and see.”

She pressed my hand earnestly and let me go. But the space on
deck where I had left h�m ly�ng was vacant. He had ev�dently gone
below. That n�ght we stood alternate watches, one of us sleep�ng at
a t�me; for there was no tell�ng what Wolf Larsen m�ght do. He was
certa�nly capable of anyth�ng.

The next day we wa�ted, and the next, and st�ll he made no s�gn.



“These headaches of h�s, these attacks,” Maud sa�d, on the
afternoon of the fourth day; “Perhaps he �s �ll, very �ll. He may be
dead.”

“Or dy�ng,” was her afterthought when she had wa�ted some t�me
for me to speak.

“Better so,” I answered.
“But th�nk, Humphrey, a fellow-creature �n h�s last lonely hour.”
“Perhaps,” I suggested.
“Yes, even perhaps,” she acknowledged. “But we do not know. It

would be terr�ble �f he were. I could never forg�ve myself. We must
do someth�ng.”

“Perhaps,” I suggested aga�n.
I wa�ted, sm�l�ng �nwardly at the woman of her wh�ch compelled a

sol�c�tude for Wolf Larsen, of all creatures. Where was her sol�c�tude
for me, I thought,—for me whom she had been afra�d to have merely
peep aboard?

She was too subtle not to follow the trend of my s�lence. And she
was as d�rect as she was subtle.

“You must go aboard, Humphrey, and f�nd out,” she sa�d. “And �f
you want to laugh at me, you have my consent and forg�veness.”

I arose obed�ently and went down the beach.
“Do be careful,” she called after me.
I waved my arm from the forecastle head and dropped down to the

deck. Aft I walked to the cab�n compan�on, where I contented myself
w�th ha�l�ng below. Wolf Larsen answered, and as he started to
ascend the sta�rs I cocked my revolver. I d�splayed �t openly dur�ng
our conversat�on, but he took no not�ce of �t. He appeared the same,
phys�cally, as when last I saw h�m, but he was gloomy and s�lent. In
fact, the few words we spoke could hardly be called a conversat�on. I
d�d not �nqu�re why he had not been ashore, nor d�d he ask why I
had not come aboard. H�s head was all r�ght aga�n, he sa�d, and so,
w�thout further parley, I left h�m.

Maud rece�ved my report w�th obv�ous rel�ef, and the s�ght of
smoke wh�ch later rose �n the galley put her �n a more cheerful



mood. The next day, and the next, we saw the galley smoke r�s�ng,
and somet�mes we caught gl�mpses of h�m on the poop. But that was
all. He made no attempt to come ashore. Th�s we knew, for we st�ll
ma�nta�ned our n�ght-watches. We were wa�t�ng for h�m to do
someth�ng, to show h�s hand, so to say, and h�s �nact�on puzzled and
worr�ed us.

A week of th�s passed by. We had no other �nterest than Wolf
Larsen, and h�s presence we�ghed us down w�th an apprehens�on
wh�ch prevented us from do�ng any of the l�ttle th�ngs we had
planned.

But at the end of the week the smoke ceased r�s�ng from the
galley, and he no longer showed h�mself on the poop. I could see
Maud’s sol�c�tude aga�n grow�ng, though she t�m�dly—and even
proudly, I th�nk—forbore a repet�t�on of her request. After all, what
censure could be put upon her? She was d�v�nely altru�st�c, and she
was a woman. Bes�des, I was myself aware of hurt at thought of th�s
man whom I had tr�ed to k�ll, dy�ng alone w�th h�s fellow-creatures so
near. He was r�ght. The code of my group was stronger than I. The
fact that he had hands, feet, and a body shaped somewhat l�ke m�ne,
const�tuted a cla�m wh�ch I could not �gnore.

So I d�d not wa�t a second t�me for Maud to send me. I d�scovered
that we stood �n need of condensed m�lk and marmalade, and
announced that I was go�ng aboard. I could see that she wavered.
She even went so far as to murmur that they were non-essent�als
and that my tr�p after them m�ght be �nexped�ent. And as she had
followed the trend of my s�lence, she now followed the trend of my
speech, and she knew that I was go�ng aboard, not because of
condensed m�lk and marmalade, but because of her and of her
anx�ety, wh�ch she knew she had fa�led to h�de.

I took off my shoes when I ga�ned the forecastle head, and went
no�selessly aft �n my stock�ng feet. Nor d�d I call th�s t�me from the
top of the compan�on-way. Caut�ously descend�ng, I found the cab�n
deserted. The door to h�s state-room was closed. At f�rst I thought of
knock�ng, then I remembered my ostens�ble errand and resolved to
carry �t out. Carefully avo�d�ng no�se, I l�fted the trap-door �n the floor
and set �t to one s�de. The slop-chest, as well as the prov�s�ons, was



stored �n the lazarette, and I took advantage of the opportun�ty to lay
�n a stock of undercloth�ng.

As I emerged from the lazarette I heard sounds �n Wolf Larsen’s
state-room. I crouched and l�stened. The door-knob rattled. Furt�vely,
�nst�nct�vely, I slunk back beh�nd the table and drew and cocked my
revolver. The door swung open and he came forth. Never had I seen
so profound a despa�r as that wh�ch I saw on h�s face,—the face of
Wolf Larsen the f�ghter, the strong man, the �ndom�table one. For all
the world l�ke a woman wr�ng�ng her hands, he ra�sed h�s clenched
f�sts and groaned. One f�st unclosed, and the open palm swept
across h�s eyes as though brush�ng away cobwebs.

“God! God!” he groaned, and the clenched f�sts were ra�sed aga�n
to the �nf�n�te despa�r w�th wh�ch h�s throat v�brated.

It was horr�ble. I was trembl�ng all over, and I could feel the sh�vers
runn�ng up and down my sp�ne and the sweat stand�ng out on my
forehead. Surely there can be l�ttle �n th�s world more awful than the
spectacle of a strong man �n the moment when he �s utterly weak
and broken.

But Wolf Larsen rega�ned control of h�mself by an exert�on of h�s
remarkable w�ll. And �t was exert�on. H�s whole frame shook w�th the
struggle. He resembled a man on the verge of a f�t. H�s face strove to
compose �tself, wr�th�ng and tw�st�ng �n the effort t�ll he broke down
aga�n. Once more the clenched f�sts went upward and he groaned.
He caught h�s breath once or tw�ce and sobbed. Then he was
successful. I could have thought h�m the old Wolf Larsen, and yet
there was �n h�s movements a vague suggest�on of weakness and
�ndec�s�on. He started for the compan�on-way, and stepped forward
qu�te as I had been accustomed to see h�m do; and yet aga�n, �n h�s
very walk, there seemed that suggest�on of weakness and
�ndec�s�on.

I was now concerned w�th fear for myself. The open trap lay
d�rectly �n h�s path, and h�s d�scovery of �t would lead �nstantly to h�s
d�scovery of me. I was angry w�th myself for be�ng caught �n so
cowardly a pos�t�on, crouch�ng on the floor. There was yet t�me. I
rose sw�ftly to my feet, and, I know, qu�te unconsc�ously assumed a
def�ant att�tude. He took no not�ce of me. Nor d�d he not�ce the open



trap. Before I could grasp the s�tuat�on, or act, he had walked r�ght
�nto the trap. One foot was descend�ng �nto the open�ng, wh�le the
other foot was just on the verge of beg�nn�ng the upl�ft. But when the
descend�ng foot m�ssed the sol�d floor�ng and felt vacancy beneath, �t
was the old Wolf Larsen and the t�ger muscles that made the fall�ng
body spr�ng across the open�ng, even as �t fell, so that he struck on
h�s chest and stomach, w�th arms outstretched, on the floor of the
oppos�te s�de. The next �nstant he had drawn up h�s legs and rolled
clear. But he rolled �nto my marmalade and underclothes and aga�nst
the trap-door.

The express�on on h�s face was one of complete comprehens�on.
But before I could guess what he had comprehended, he had
dropped the trap-door �nto place, clos�ng the lazarette. Then I
understood. He thought he had me �ns�de. Also, he was bl�nd, bl�nd
as a bat. I watched h�m, breath�ng carefully so that he should not
hear me. He stepped qu�ckly to h�s state-room. I saw h�s hand m�ss
the door-knob by an �nch, qu�ckly fumble for �t, and f�nd �t. Th�s was
my chance. I t�ptoed across the cab�n and to the top of the sta�rs. He
came back, dragg�ng a heavy sea-chest, wh�ch he depos�ted on top
of the trap. Not content w�th th�s he fetched a second chest and
placed �t on top of the f�rst. Then he gathered up the marmalade and
underclothes and put them on the table. When he started up the
compan�on-way, I retreated, s�lently roll�ng over on top of the cab�n.

He shoved the sl�de part way back and rested h�s arms on �t, h�s
body st�ll �n the compan�on-way. H�s att�tude was of one look�ng
forward the length of the schooner, or star�ng, rather, for h�s eyes
were f�xed and unbl�nk�ng. I was only f�ve feet away and d�rectly �n
what should have been h�s l�ne of v�s�on. It was uncanny. I felt myself
a ghost, what of my �nv�s�b�l�ty. I waved my hand back and forth, of
course w�thout effect; but when the mov�ng shadow fell across h�s
face I saw at once that he was suscept�ble to the �mpress�on. H�s
face became more expectant and tense as he tr�ed to analyze and
�dent�fy the �mpress�on. He knew that he had responded to
someth�ng from w�thout, that h�s sens�b�l�ty had been touched by a
chang�ng someth�ng �n h�s env�ronment; but what �t was he could not
d�scover. I ceased wav�ng my hand, so that the shadow rema�ned
stat�onary. He slowly moved h�s head back and forth under �t and



turned from s�de to s�de, now �n the sunsh�ne, now �n the shade,
feel�ng the shadow, as �t were, test�ng �t by sensat�on.

I, too, was busy, try�ng to reason out how he was aware of the
ex�stence of so �ntang�ble a th�ng as a shadow. If �t were h�s eyeballs
only that were affected, or �f h�s opt�c nerve were not wholly
destroyed, the explanat�on was s�mple. If otherw�se, then the only
conclus�on I could reach was that the sens�t�ve sk�n recogn�zed the
d�fference of temperature between shade and sunsh�ne. Or, perhaps,
—who can tell?—�t was that fabled s�xth sense wh�ch conveyed to
h�m the loom and feel of an object close at hand.

G�v�ng over h�s attempt to determ�ne the shadow, he stepped on
deck and started forward, walk�ng w�th a sw�ftness and conf�dence
wh�ch surpr�sed me. And st�ll there was that h�nt of the feebleness of
the bl�nd �n h�s walk. I knew �t now for what �t was.

To my amused chagr�n, he d�scovered my shoes on the forecastle
head and brought them back w�th h�m �nto the galley. I watched h�m
bu�ld the f�re and set about cook�ng food for h�mself; then I stole �nto
the cab�n for my marmalade and underclothes, sl�pped back past the
galley, and cl�mbed down to the beach to del�ver my barefoot report.



CHAPTER XXXIV.

“It’s too bad the Ghost has lost her masts. Why we could sa�l away
�n her. Don’t you th�nk we could, Humphrey?”

I sprang exc�tedly to my feet.
“I wonder, I wonder,” I repeated, pac�ng up and down.
Maud’s eyes were sh�n�ng w�th ant�c�pat�on as they followed me.

She had such fa�th �n me! And the thought of �t was so much added
power. I remembered M�chelet’s “To man, woman �s as the earth was
to her legendary son; he has but to fall down and k�ss her breast and
he �s strong aga�n.” For the f�rst t�me I knew the wonderful truth of h�s
words. Why, I was l�v�ng them. Maud was all th�s to me, an unfa�l�ng
source of strength and courage. I had but to look at her, or th�nk of
her, and be strong aga�n.

“It can be done, �t can be done,” I was th�nk�ng and assert�ng
aloud. “What men have done, I can do; and �f they have never done
th�s before, st�ll I can do �t.”

“What? for goodness’ sake,” Maud demanded. “Do be merc�ful.
What �s �t you can do?”

“We can do �t,” I amended. “Why, noth�ng else than put the masts
back �nto the Ghost and sa�l away.”

“Humphrey!” she excla�med.
And I felt as proud of my concept�on as �f �t were already a fact

accompl�shed.
“But how �s �t poss�ble to be done?” she asked.
“I don’t know,” was my answer. “I know only that I am capable of

do�ng anyth�ng these days.”



I sm�led proudly at her—too proudly, for she dropped her eyes and
was for the moment s�lent.

“But there �s Capta�n Larsen,” she objected.
“Bl�nd and helpless,” I answered promptly, wav�ng h�m as�de as a

straw.
“But those terr�ble hands of h�s! You know how he leaped across

the open�ng of the lazarette.”
“And you know also how I crept about and avo�ded h�m,” I

contended ga�ly.
“And lost your shoes.”
“You’d hardly expect them to avo�d Wolf Larsen w�thout my feet

�ns�de of them.”
We both laughed, and then went ser�ously to work construct�ng the

plan whereby we were to step the masts of the Ghost and return to
the world. I remembered haz�ly the phys�cs of my school days, wh�le
the last few months had g�ven me pract�cal exper�ence w�th
mechan�cal purchases. I must say, though, when we walked down to
the Ghost to �nspect more closely the task before us, that the s�ght of
the great masts ly�ng �n the water almost d�sheartened me. Where
were we to beg�n? If there had been one mast stand�ng, someth�ng
h�gh up to wh�ch to fasten blocks and tackles! But there was noth�ng.
It rem�nded me of the problem of l�ft�ng oneself by one’s boot-straps.
I understood the mechan�cs of levers; but where was I to get a
fulcrum?

There was the ma�nmast, f�fteen �nches �n d�ameter at what was
now the butt, st�ll s�xty-f�ve feet �n length, and we�gh�ng, I roughly
calculated, at least three thousand pounds. And then came the
foremast, larger �n d�ameter, and we�gh�ng surely th�rty-f�ve hundred
pounds. Where was I to beg�n? Maud stood s�lently by my s�de, wh�le
I evolved �n my m�nd the contr�vance known among sa�lors as
“shears.” But, though known to sa�lors, I �nvented �t there on
Endeavour Island. By cross�ng and lash�ng the ends of two spars,
and then elevat�ng them �n the a�r l�ke an �nverted “V,” I could get a
po�nt above the deck to wh�ch to make fast my ho�st�ng tackle. To



th�s ho�st�ng tackle I could, �f necessary, attach a second ho�st�ng
tackle. And then there was the w�ndlass!

Maud saw that I had ach�eved a solut�on, and her eyes warmed
sympathet�cally.

“What are you go�ng to do?” she asked.
“Clear that raffle,” I answered, po�nt�ng to the tangled wreckage

overs�de.
Ah, the dec�s�veness, the very sound of the words, was good �n my

ears. “Clear that raffle!” Imag�ne so salty a phrase on the l�ps of the
Humphrey Van Weyden of a few months gone!

There must have been a touch of the melodramat�c �n my pose
and vo�ce, for Maud sm�led. Her apprec�at�on of the r�d�culous was
keen, and �n all th�ngs she unerr�ngly saw and felt, where �t ex�sted,
the touch of sham, the overshad�ng, the overtone. It was th�s wh�ch
had g�ven po�se and penetrat�on to her own work and made her of
worth to the world. The ser�ous cr�t�c, w�th the sense of humour and
the power of express�on, must �nev�tably command the world’s ear.
And so �t was that she had commanded. Her sense of humour was
really the art�st’s �nst�nct for proport�on.

“I’m sure I’ve heard �t before, somewhere, �n books,” she
murmured gleefully.

I had an �nst�nct for proport�on myself, and I collapsed forthw�th,
descend�ng from the dom�nant pose of a master of matter to a state
of humble confus�on wh�ch was, to say the least, very m�serable.

Her hand leapt out at once to m�ne.
“I’m so sorry,” she sa�d.
“No need to be,” I gulped. “It does me good. There’s too much of

the schoolboy �n me. All of wh�ch �s ne�ther here nor there. What
we’ve got to do �s actually and l�terally to clear that raffle. If you’ll
come w�th me �n the boat, we’ll get to work and stra�ghten th�ngs
out.”

“‘When the topmen clear the raffle w�th the�r clasp-kn�ves �n the�r
teeth,’” she quoted at me; and for the rest of the afternoon we made
merry over our labour.



Her task was to hold the boat �n pos�t�on wh�le I worked at the
tangle. And such a tangle—halyards, sheets, guys, down-hauls,
shrouds, stays, all washed about and back and forth and through,
and tw�ned and knotted by the sea. I cut no more than was
necessary, and what w�th pass�ng the long ropes under and around
the booms and masts, of unreev�ng the halyards and sheets, of
co�l�ng down �n the boat and unco�l�ng �n order to pass through
another knot �n the b�ght, I was soon wet to the sk�n.

The sa�ls d�d requ�re some cutt�ng, and the canvas, heavy w�th
water, tr�ed my strength severely; but I succeeded before n�ghtfall �n
gett�ng �t all spread out on the beach to dry. We were both very t�red
when we knocked off for supper, and we had done good work, too,
though to the eye �t appeared �ns�gn�f�cant.

Next morn�ng, w�th Maud as able ass�stant, I went �nto the hold of
the Ghost to clear the steps of the mast-butts. We had no more than
begun work when the sound of my knock�ng and hammer�ng brought
Wolf Larsen.

“Hello below!” he cr�ed down the open hatch.
The sound of h�s vo�ce made Maud qu�ckly draw close to me, as

for protect�on, and she rested one hand on my arm wh�le we
parleyed.

“Hello on deck,” I repl�ed. “Good-morn�ng to you.”
“What are you do�ng down there?” he demanded. “Try�ng to scuttle

my sh�p for me?”
“Qu�te the oppos�te; I’m repa�r�ng her,” was my answer.
“But what �n thunder are you repa�r�ng?” There was puzzlement �n

h�s vo�ce.
“Why, I’m gett�ng everyth�ng ready for re-stepp�ng the masts,” I

repl�ed eas�ly, as though �t were the s�mplest project �mag�nable.
“It seems as though you’re stand�ng on your own legs at last,

Hump,” we heard h�m say; and then for some t�me he was s�lent.
“But I say, Hump,” he called down. “You can’t do �t.”
“Oh, yes, I can,” I retorted. “I’m do�ng �t now.”
“But th�s �s my vessel, my part�cular property. What �f I forb�d you?”



“You forget,” I repl�ed. “You are no longer the b�ggest b�t of the
ferment. You were, once, and able to eat me, as you were pleased to
phrase �t; but there has been a d�m�n�sh�ng, and I am now able to eat
you. The yeast has grown stale.”

He gave a short, d�sagreeable laugh. “I see you’re work�ng my
ph�losophy back on me for all �t �s worth. But don’t make the m�stake
of under-est�mat�ng me. For your own good I warn you.”

“S�nce when have you become a ph�lanthrop�st?” I quer�ed.
“Confess, now, �n warn�ng me for my own good, that you are very
cons�stent.”

He �gnored my sarcasm, say�ng, “Suppose I clap the hatch on,
now? You won’t fool me as you d�d �n the lazarette.”

“Wolf Larsen,” I sa�d sternly, for the f�rst t�me address�ng h�m by
th�s h�s most fam�l�ar name, “I am unable to shoot a helpless,
unres�st�ng man. You have proved that to my sat�sfact�on as well as
yours. But I warn you now, and not so much for your own good as for
m�ne, that I shall shoot you the moment you attempt a host�le act. I
can shoot you now, as I stand here; and �f you are so m�nded, just go
ahead and try to clap on the hatch.”

“Nevertheless, I forb�d you, I d�st�nctly forb�d your tamper�ng w�th
my sh�p.”

“But, man!” I expostulated, “you advance the fact that �t �s your
sh�p as though �t were a moral r�ght. You have never cons�dered
moral r�ghts �n your deal�ngs w�th others. You surely do not dream
that I’ll cons�der them �n deal�ng w�th you?”

I had stepped underneath the open hatchway so that I could see
h�m. The lack of express�on on h�s face, so d�fferent from when I had
watched h�m unseen, was enhanced by the unbl�nk�ng, star�ng eyes.
It was not a pleasant face to look upon.

“And none so poor, not even Hump, to do h�m reverence,” he
sneered.

The sneer was wholly �n h�s vo�ce. H�s face rema�ned
express�onless as ever.

“How do you do, M�ss Brewster,” he sa�d suddenly, after a pause.



I started. She had made no no�se whatever, had not even moved.
Could �t be that some gl�mmer of v�s�on rema�ned to h�m? or that h�s
v�s�on was com�ng back?

“How do you do, Capta�n Larsen,” she answered. “Pray, how d�d
you know I was here?”

“Heard you breath�ng, of course. I say, Hump’s �mprov�ng, don’t
you th�nk so?”

“I don’t know,” she answered, sm�l�ng at me. “I have never seen
h�m otherw�se.”

“You should have seen h�m before, then.”
“Wolf Larsen, �n large doses,” I murmured, “before and after

tak�ng.”
“I want to tell you aga�n, Hump,” he sa�d threaten�ngly, “that you’d

better leave th�ngs alone.”
“But don’t you care to escape as well as we?” I asked

�ncredulously.
“No,” was h�s answer. “I �ntend dy�ng here.”
“Well, we don’t,” I concluded def�antly, beg�nn�ng aga�n my

knock�ng and hammer�ng.



CHAPTER XXXV.

Next day, the mast-steps clear and everyth�ng �n read�ness, we
started to get the two topmasts aboard. The ma�ntopmast was over
th�rty feet �n length, the foretopmast nearly th�rty, and �t was of these
that I �ntended mak�ng the shears. It was puzzl�ng work. Fasten�ng
one end of a heavy tackle to the w�ndlass, and w�th the other end
fast to the butt of the foretopmast, I began to heave. Maud held the
turn on the w�ndlass and co�led down the slack.

We were aston�shed at the ease w�th wh�ch the spar was l�fted. It
was an �mproved crank w�ndlass, and the purchase �t gave was
enormous. Of course, what �t gave us �n power we pa�d for �n
d�stance; as many t�mes as �t doubled my strength, that many t�mes
was doubled the length of rope I heaved �n. The tackle dragged
heav�ly across the ra�l, �ncreas�ng �ts drag as the spar arose more
and more out of the water, and the exert�on on the w�ndlass grew
severe.

But when the butt of the topmast was level w�th the ra�l, everyth�ng
came to a standst�ll.

“I m�ght have known �t,” I sa�d �mpat�ently. “Now we have to do �t all
over aga�n.”

“Why not fasten the tackle part way down the mast?” Maud
suggested.

“It’s what I should have done at f�rst,” I answered, hugely
d�sgusted w�th myself.

Sl�pp�ng off a turn, I lowered the mast back �nto the water and
fastened the tackle a th�rd of the way down from the butt. In an hour,
what of th�s and of rests between the heav�ng, I had ho�sted �t to the
po�nt where I could ho�st no more. E�ght feet of the butt was above



the ra�l, and I was as far away as ever from gett�ng the spar on
board. I sat down and pondered the problem. It d�d not take long. I
sprang jub�lantly to my feet.

“Now I have �t!” I cr�ed. “I ought to make the tackle fast at the po�nt
of balance. And what we learn of th�s w�ll serve us w�th everyth�ng
else we have to ho�st aboard.”

Once aga�n I und�d all my work by lower�ng the mast �nto the
water. But I m�scalculated the po�nt of balance, so that when I
heaved the top of the mast came up �nstead of the butt. Maud looked
despa�r, but I laughed and sa�d �t would do just as well.

Instruct�ng her how to hold the turn and be ready to slack away at
command, I la�d hold of the mast w�th my hands and tr�ed to balance
�t �nboard across the ra�l. When I thought I had �t I cr�ed to her to
slack away; but the spar r�ghted, desp�te my efforts, and dropped
back toward the water. Aga�n I heaved �t up to �ts old pos�t�on, for I
had now another �dea. I remembered the watch-tackle—a small
double and s�ngle block affa�r—and fetched �t.

Wh�le I was r�gg�ng �t between the top of the spar and the oppos�te
ra�l, Wolf Larsen came on the scene. We exchanged noth�ng more
than good-morn�ngs, and, though he could not see, he sat on the ra�l
out of the way and followed by the sound all that I d�d.

Aga�n �nstruct�ng Maud to slack away at the w�ndlass when I gave
the word, I proceeded to heave on the watch-tackle. Slowly the mast
swung �n unt�l �t balanced at r�ght angles across the ra�l; and then I
d�scovered to my amazement that there was no need for Maud to
slack away. In fact, the very oppos�te was necessary. Mak�ng the
watch-tackle fast, I hove on the w�ndlass and brought �n the mast,
�nch by �nch, t�ll �ts top t�lted down to the deck and f�nally �ts whole
length lay on the deck.

I looked at my watch. It was twelve o’clock. My back was ach�ng
sorely, and I felt extremely t�red and hungry. And there on the deck
was a s�ngle st�ck of t�mber to show for a whole morn�ng’s work. For
the f�rst t�me I thoroughly real�zed the extent of the task before us.
But I was learn�ng, I was learn�ng. The afternoon would show far
more accompl�shed. And �t d�d; for we returned at one o’clock, rested
and strengthened by a hearty d�nner.



In less than an hour I had the ma�ntopmast on deck and was
construct�ng the shears. Lash�ng the two topmasts together, and
mak�ng allowance for the�r unequal length, at the po�nt of �ntersect�on
I attached the double block of the ma�n throat-halyards. Th�s, w�th
the s�ngle block and the throat-halyards themselves, gave me a
ho�st�ng tackle. To prevent the butts of the masts from sl�pp�ng on the
deck, I na�led down th�ck cleats. Everyth�ng �n read�ness, I made a
l�ne fast to the apex of the shears and carr�ed �t d�rectly to the
w�ndlass. I was grow�ng to have fa�th �n that w�ndlass, for �t gave me
power beyond all expectat�on. As usual, Maud held the turn wh�le I
heaved. The shears rose �n the a�r.

Then I d�scovered I had forgotten guy-ropes. Th�s necess�tated my
cl�mb�ng the shears, wh�ch I d�d tw�ce, before I f�n�shed guy�ng �t fore
and aft and to e�ther s�de. Tw�l�ght had set �n by the t�me th�s was
accompl�shed. Wolf Larsen, who had sat about and l�stened all
afternoon and never opened h�s mouth, had taken h�mself off to the
galley and started h�s supper. I felt qu�te st�ff across the small of the
back, so much so that I stra�ghtened up w�th an effort and w�th pa�n. I
looked proudly at my work. It was beg�nn�ng to show. I was w�ld w�th
des�re, l�ke a ch�ld w�th a new toy, to ho�st someth�ng w�th my shears.

“I w�sh �t weren’t so late,” I sa�d. “I’d l�ke to see how �t works.”
“Don’t be a glutton, Humphrey,” Maud ch�ded me. “Remember, to-

morrow �s com�ng, and you’re so t�red now that you can hardly
stand.”

“And you?” I sa�d, w�th sudden sol�c�tude. “You must be very t�red.
You have worked hard and nobly. I am proud of you, Maud.”

“Not half so proud as I am of you, nor w�th half the reason,” she
answered, look�ng me stra�ght �n the eyes for a moment w�th an
express�on �n her own and a danc�ng, tremulous l�ght wh�ch I had not
seen before and wh�ch gave me a pang of qu�ck del�ght, I know not
why, for I d�d not understand �t. Then she dropped her eyes, to l�ft
them aga�n, laugh�ng.

“If our fr�ends could see us now,” she sa�d. “Look at us. Have you
ever paused for a moment to cons�der our appearance?”

“Yes, I have cons�dered yours, frequently,” I answered, puzzl�ng
over what I had seen �n her eyes and puzzled by her sudden change



of subject.
“Mercy!” she cr�ed. “And what do I look l�ke, pray?”
“A scarecrow, I’m afra�d,” I repl�ed. “Just glance at your draggled

sk�rts, for �nstance. Look at those three-cornered tears. And such a
wa�st! It would not requ�re a Sherlock Holmes to deduce that you
have been cook�ng over a camp-f�re, to say noth�ng of try�ng out
seal-blubber. And to cap �t all, that cap! And all that �s the woman
who wrote ‘A K�ss Endured.’”

She made me an elaborate and stately courtesy, and sa�d, “As for
you, s�r—”

And yet, through the f�ve m�nutes of banter wh�ch followed, there
was a ser�ous someth�ng underneath the fun wh�ch I could not but
relate to the strange and fleet�ng express�on I had caught �n her
eyes. What was �t? Could �t be that our eyes were speak�ng beyond
the w�ll of our speech? My eyes had spoken, I knew, unt�l I had found
the culpr�ts out and s�lenced them. Th�s had occurred several t�mes.
But had she seen the clamour �n them and understood? And had her
eyes so spoken to me? What else could that express�on have meant
—that danc�ng, tremulous l�ght, and a someth�ng more wh�ch words
could not descr�be. And yet �t could not be. It was �mposs�ble.
Bes�des, I was not sk�lled �n the speech of eyes. I was only
Humphrey Van Weyden, a book�sh fellow who loved. And to love,
and to wa�t and w�n love, that surely was glor�ous enough for me.
And thus I thought, even as we chaffed each other’s appearance,
unt�l we arr�ved ashore and there were other th�ngs to th�nk about.

“It’s a shame, after work�ng hard all day, that we cannot have an
un�nterrupted n�ght’s sleep,” I compla�ned, after supper.

“But there can be no danger now? from a bl�nd man?” she quer�ed.
“I shall never be able to trust h�m,” I averred, “and far less now that

he �s bl�nd. The l�ab�l�ty �s that h�s part helplessness w�ll make h�m
more mal�gnant than ever. I know what I shall do to-morrow, the f�rst
th�ng—run out a l�ght anchor and kedge the schooner off the beach.
And each n�ght when we come ashore �n the boat, Mr. Wolf Larsen
w�ll be left a pr�soner on board. So th�s w�ll be the last n�ght we have
to stand watch, and because of that �t w�ll go the eas�er.”



We were awake early and just f�n�sh�ng breakfast as dayl�ght
came.

“Oh, Humphrey!” I heard Maud cry �n d�smay and suddenly stop.
I looked at her. She was gaz�ng at the Ghost. I followed her gaze,

but could see noth�ng unusual. She looked at me, and I looked
�nqu�ry back.

“The shears,” she sa�d, and her vo�ce trembled.
I had forgotten the�r ex�stence. I looked aga�n, but could not see

them.
“If he has—” I muttered savagely.
She put her hand sympathet�cally on m�ne, and sa�d, “You w�ll

have to beg�n over aga�n.”
“Oh, bel�eve me, my anger means noth�ng; I could not hurt a fly,” I

sm�led back b�tterly. “And the worst of �t �s, he knows �t. You are r�ght.
If he has destroyed the shears, I shall do noth�ng except beg�n over
aga�n.”

“But I’ll stand my watch on board hereafter,” I blurted out a
moment later. “And �f he �nterferes—”

“But I dare not stay ashore all n�ght alone,” Maud was say�ng when
I came back to myself. “It would be so much n�cer �f he would be
fr�endly w�th us and help us. We could all l�ve comfortably aboard.”

“We w�ll,” I asserted, st�ll savagely, for the destruct�on of my
beloved shears had h�t me hard. “That �s, you and I w�ll l�ve aboard,
fr�endly or not w�th Wolf Larsen.”

“It’s ch�ld�sh,” I laughed later, “for h�m to do such th�ngs, and for me
to grow angry over them, for that matter.”

But my heart smote me when we cl�mbed aboard and looked at
the havoc he had done. The shears were gone altogether. The guys
had been slashed r�ght and left. The throat-halyards wh�ch I had
r�gged were cut across through every part. And he knew I could not
spl�ce. A thought struck me. I ran to the w�ndlass. It would not work.
He had broken �t. We looked at each other �n consternat�on. Then I
ran to the s�de. The masts, booms, and gaffs I had cleared were
gone. He had found the l�nes wh�ch held them, and cast them adr�ft.



Tears were �n Maud’s eyes, and I do bel�eve they were for me. I
could have wept myself. Where now was our project of remast�ng the
Ghost? He had done h�s work well. I sat down on the hatch-comb�ng
and rested my ch�n on my hands �n black despa�r.

“He deserves to d�e,” I cr�ed out; “and God forg�ve me, I am not
man enough to be h�s execut�oner.”

But Maud was by my s�de, pass�ng her hand sooth�ngly through
my ha�r as though I were a ch�ld, and say�ng, “There, there; �t w�ll all
come r�ght. We are �n the r�ght, and �t must come r�ght.”

I remembered M�chelet and leaned my head aga�nst her; and truly
I became strong aga�n. The blessed woman was an unfa�l�ng fount of
power to me. What d�d �t matter? Only a set-back, a delay. The t�de
could not have carr�ed the masts far to seaward, and there had been
no w�nd. It meant merely more work to f�nd them and tow them back.
And bes�des, �t was a lesson. I knew what to expect. He m�ght have
wa�ted and destroyed our work more effectually when we had more
accompl�shed.

“Here he comes now,” she wh�spered.
I glanced up. He was stroll�ng le�surely along the poop on the port

s�de.
“Take no not�ce of h�m,” I wh�spered. “He’s com�ng to see how we

take �t. Don’t let h�m know that we know. We can deny h�m that
sat�sfact�on. Take off your shoes—that’s r�ght—and carry them �n
your hand.”

And then we played h�de-and-seek w�th the bl�nd man. As he
came up the port s�de we sl�pped past on the starboard; and from the
poop we watched h�m turn and start aft on our track.

He must have known, somehow, that we were on board, for he
sa�d “Good-morn�ng” very conf�dently, and wa�ted for the greet�ng to
be returned. Then he strolled aft, and we sl�pped forward.

“Oh, I know you’re aboard,” he called out, and I could see h�m
l�sten �ntently after he had spoken.

It rem�nded me of the great hoot-owl, l�sten�ng, after �ts boom�ng
cry, for the st�r of �ts fr�ghtened prey. But we d�d not st�r, and we
moved only when he moved. And so we dodged about the deck,



hand �n hand, l�ke a couple of ch�ldren chased by a w�cked ogre, t�ll
Wolf Larsen, ev�dently �n d�sgust, left the deck for the cab�n. There
was glee �n our eyes, and suppressed t�tters �n our mouths, as we
put on our shoes and clambered over the s�de �nto the boat. And as I
looked �nto Maud’s clear brown eyes I forgot the ev�l he had done,
and I knew only that I loved her, and that because of her the strength
was m�ne to w�n our way back to the world.



CHAPTER XXXVI.

For two days Maud and I ranged the sea and explored the
beaches �n search of the m�ss�ng masts. But �t was not t�ll the th�rd
day that we found them, all of them, the shears �ncluded, and, of all
per�lous places, �n the pound�ng surf of the gr�m south-western
promontory. And how we worked! At the dark end of the f�rst day we
returned, exhausted, to our l�ttle cove, tow�ng the ma�nmast beh�nd
us. And we had been compelled to row, �n a dead calm, pract�cally
every �nch of the way.

Another day of heart-break�ng and dangerous to�l saw us �n camp
w�th the two topmasts to the good. The day follow�ng I was
desperate, and I rafted together the foremast, the fore and ma�n
booms, and the fore and ma�n gaffs. The w�nd was favourable, and I
had thought to tow them back under sa�l, but the w�nd baffled, then
d�ed away, and our progress w�th the oars was a sna�l’s pace. And �t
was such d�sp�r�t�ng effort. To throw one’s whole strength and we�ght
on the oars and to feel the boat checked �n �ts forward lunge by the
heavy drag beh�nd, was not exactly exh�larat�ng.

N�ght began to fall, and to make matters worse, the w�nd sprang
up ahead. Not only d�d all forward mot�on cease, but we began to
dr�ft back and out to sea. I struggled at the oars t�ll I was played out.
Poor Maud, whom I could never prevent from work�ng to the l�m�t of
her strength, lay weakly back �n the stern-sheets. I could row no
more. My bru�sed and swollen hands could no longer close on the
oar handles. My wr�sts and arms ached �ntolerably, and though I had
eaten heart�ly of a twelve-o’clock lunch, I had worked so hard that I
was fa�nt from hunger.

I pulled �n the oars and bent forward to the l�ne wh�ch held the tow.
But Maud’s hand leaped out restra�n�ngly to m�ne.



“What are you go�ng to do?” she asked �n a stra�ned, tense vo�ce.
“Cast �t off,” I answered, sl�pp�ng a turn of the rope.
But her f�ngers closed on m�ne.
“Please don’t,” she begged.
“It �s useless,” I answered. “Here �s n�ght and the w�nd blow�ng us

off the land.”
“But th�nk, Humphrey. If we cannot sa�l away on the Ghost, we

may rema�n for years on the �sland—for l�fe even. If �t has never
been d�scovered all these years, �t may never be d�scovered.”

“You forget the boat we found on the beach,” I rem�nded her.
“It was a seal-hunt�ng boat,” she repl�ed, “and you know perfectly

well that �f the men had escaped they would have been back to
make the�r fortunes from the rookery. You know they never escaped.”

I rema�ned s�lent, undec�ded.
“Bes�des,” she added halt�ngly, “�t’s your �dea, and I want to see

you succeed.”
Now I could harden my heart. As soon as she put �t on a flatter�ng

personal bas�s, generos�ty compelled me to deny her.
“Better years on the �sland than to d�e to-n�ght, or to-morrow, or the

next day, �n the open boat. We are not prepared to brave the sea.
We have no food, no water, no blankets, noth�ng. Why, you’d not
surv�ve the n�ght w�thout blankets: I know how strong you are. You
are sh�ver�ng now.”

“It �s only nervousness,” she answered. “I am afra�d you w�ll cast
off the masts �n sp�te of me.”

“Oh, please, please, Humphrey, don’t!” she burst out, a moment
later.

And so �t ended, w�th the phrase she knew had all power over me.
We sh�vered m�serably throughout the n�ght. Now and aga�n I f�tfully
slept, but the pa�n of the cold always aroused me. How Maud could
stand �t was beyond me. I was too t�red to thrash my arms about and
warm myself, but I found strength t�me and aga�n to chafe her hands
and feet to restore the c�rculat�on. And st�ll she pleaded w�th me not
to cast off the masts. About three �n the morn�ng she was caught by



a cold cramp, and after I had rubbed her out of that she became
qu�te numb. I was fr�ghtened. I got out the oars and made her row,
though she was so weak I thought she would fa�nt at every stroke.

Morn�ng broke, and we looked long �n the grow�ng l�ght for our
�sland. At last �t showed, small and black, on the hor�zon, fully f�fteen
m�les away. I scanned the sea w�th my glasses. Far away �n the
south-west I could see a dark l�ne on the water, wh�ch grew even as I
looked at �t.

“Fa�r w�nd!” I cr�ed �n a husky vo�ce I d�d not recogn�ze as my own.
Maud tr�ed to reply, but could not speak. Her l�ps were blue w�th

cold, and she was hollow-eyed—but oh, how bravely her brown eyes
looked at me! How p�teously brave!

Aga�n I fell to chaf�ng her hands and to mov�ng her arms up and
down and about unt�l she could thrash them herself. Then I
compelled her to stand up, and though she would have fallen had I
not supported her, I forced her to walk back and forth the several
steps between the thwart and the stern-sheets, and f�nally to spr�ng
up and down.

“Oh, you brave, brave woman,” I sa�d, when I saw the l�fe com�ng
back �nto her face. “D�d you know that you were brave?”

“I never used to be,” she answered. “I was never brave t�ll I knew
you. It �s you who have made me brave.”

“Nor I, unt�l I knew you,” I answered.
She gave me a qu�ck look, and aga�n I caught that danc�ng,

tremulous l�ght and someth�ng more �n her eyes. But �t was only for
the moment. Then she sm�led.

“It must have been the cond�t�ons,” she sa�d; but I knew she was
wrong, and I wondered �f she l�kew�se knew. Then the w�nd came,
fa�r and fresh, and the boat was soon labour�ng through a heavy sea
toward the �sland. At half-past three �n the afternoon we passed the
south-western promontory. Not only were we hungry, but we were
now suffer�ng from th�rst. Our l�ps were dry and cracked, nor could
we longer mo�sten them w�th our tongues. Then the w�nd slowly d�ed
down. By n�ght �t was dead calm and I was to�l�ng once more at the
oars—but weakly, most weakly. At two �n the morn�ng the boat’s bow



touched the beach of our own �nner cove and I staggered out to
make the pa�nter fast. Maud could not stand, nor had I strength to
carry her. I fell �n the sand w�th her, and, when I had recovered,
contented myself w�th putt�ng my hands under her shoulders and
dragg�ng her up the beach to the hut.

The next day we d�d no work. In fact, we slept t�ll three �n the
afternoon, or at least I d�d, for I awoke to f�nd Maud cook�ng d�nner.
Her power of recuperat�on was wonderful. There was someth�ng
tenac�ous about that l�ly-fra�l body of hers, a clutch on ex�stence
wh�ch one could not reconc�le w�th �ts patent weakness.

“You know I was travell�ng to Japan for my health,” she sa�d, as we
l�ngered at the f�re after d�nner and del�ghted �n the movelessness of
loaf�ng. “I was not very strong. I never was. The doctors
recommended a sea voyage, and I chose the longest.”

“You l�ttle knew what you were choos�ng,” I laughed.
“But I shall be a d�fferent women for the exper�ence, as well as a

stronger woman,” she answered; “and, I hope a better woman. At
least I shall understand a great deal more of l�fe.”

Then, as the short day waned, we fell to d�scuss�ng Wolf Larsen’s
bl�ndness. It was �nexpl�cable. And that �t was grave, I �nstanced h�s
statement that he �ntended to stay and d�e on Endeavour Island.
When he, strong man that he was, lov�ng l�fe as he d�d, accepted h�s
death, �t was pla�n that he was troubled by someth�ng more than
mere bl�ndness. There had been h�s terr�f�c headaches, and we were
agreed that �t was some sort of bra�n break-down, and that �n h�s
attacks he endured pa�n beyond our comprehens�on.

I not�ced as we talked over h�s cond�t�on, that Maud’s sympathy
went out to h�m more and more; yet I could not but love her for �t, so
sweetly womanly was �t. Bes�des, there was no false sent�ment
about her feel�ng. She was agreed that the most r�gorous treatment
was necessary �f we were to escape, though she reco�led at the
suggest�on that I m�ght some t�me be compelled to take h�s l�fe to
save my own—“our own,” she put �t.

In the morn�ng we had breakfast and were at work by dayl�ght. I
found a l�ght kedge anchor �n the fore-hold, where such th�ngs were
kept; and w�th a deal of exert�on got �t on deck and �nto the boat.



W�th a long runn�ng-l�ne co�led down �n the stem, I rowed well out
�nto our l�ttle cove and dropped the anchor �nto the water. There was
no w�nd, the t�de was h�gh, and the schooner floated. Cast�ng off the
shore-l�nes, I kedged her out by ma�n strength (the w�ndlass be�ng
broken), t�ll she rode nearly up and down to the small anchor—too
small to hold her �n any breeze. So I lowered the b�g starboard
anchor, g�v�ng plenty of slack; and by afternoon I was at work on the
w�ndlass.

Three days I worked on that w�ndlass. Least of all th�ngs was I a
mechan�c, and �n that t�me I accompl�shed what an ord�nary
mach�n�st would have done �n as many hours. I had to learn my tools
to beg�n w�th, and every s�mple mechan�cal pr�nc�ple wh�ch such a
man would have at h�s f�nger ends I had l�kew�se to learn. And at the
end of three days I had a w�ndlass wh�ch worked clums�ly. It never
gave the sat�sfact�on the old w�ndlass had g�ven, but �t worked and
made my work poss�ble.

In half a day I got the two topmasts aboard and the shears r�gged
and guyed as before. And that n�ght I slept on board and on deck
bes�de my work. Maud, who refused to stay alone ashore, slept �n
the forecastle. Wolf Larsen had sat about, l�sten�ng to my repa�r�ng
the w�ndlass and talk�ng w�th Maud and me upon �nd�fferent subjects.
No reference was made on e�ther s�de to the destruct�on of the
shears; nor d�d he say anyth�ng further about my leav�ng h�s sh�p
alone. But st�ll I had feared h�m, bl�nd and helpless and l�sten�ng,
always l�sten�ng, and I never let h�s strong arms get w�th�n reach of
me wh�le I worked.

On th�s n�ght, sleep�ng under my beloved shears, I was aroused by
h�s footsteps on the deck. It was a starl�ght n�ght, and I could see the
bulk of h�m d�mly as he moved about. I rolled out of my blankets and
crept no�selessly after h�m �n my stock�ng feet. He had armed h�mself
w�th a draw-kn�fe from the tool-locker, and w�th th�s he prepared to
cut across the throat-halyards I had aga�n r�gged to the shears. He
felt the halyards w�th h�s hands and d�scovered that I had not made
them fast. Th�s would not do for a draw-kn�fe, so he la�d hold of the
runn�ng part, hove taut, and made fast. Then he prepared to saw
across w�th the draw-kn�fe.



“I wouldn’t, �f I were you,” I sa�d qu�etly.
He heard the cl�ck of my p�stol and laughed.
“Hello, Hump,” he sa�d. “I knew you were here all the t�me. You

can’t fool my ears.”
“That’s a l�e, Wolf Larsen,” I sa�d, just as qu�etly as before.

“However, I am ach�ng for a chance to k�ll you, so go ahead and cut.”
“You have the chance always,” he sneered.
“Go ahead and cut,” I threatened om�nously.
“I’d rather d�sappo�nt you,” he laughed, and turned on h�s heel and

went aft.
“Someth�ng must be done, Humphrey,” Maud sa�d, next morn�ng,

when I had told her of the n�ght’s occurrence. “If he has l�berty, he
may do anyth�ng. He may s�nk the vessel, or set f�re to �t. There �s no
tell�ng what he may do. We must make h�m a pr�soner.”

“But how?” I asked, w�th a helpless shrug. “I dare not come w�th�n
reach of h�s arms, and he knows that so long as h�s res�stance �s
pass�ve I cannot shoot h�m.”

“There must be some way,” she contended. “Let me th�nk.”
“There �s one way,” I sa�d gr�mly.
She wa�ted.
I p�cked up a seal-club.
“It won’t k�ll h�m,” I sa�d. “And before he could recover I’d have h�m

bound hard and fast.”
She shook her head w�th a shudder. “No, not that. There must be

some less brutal way. Let us wa�t.”
But we d�d not have to wa�t long, and the problem solved �tself. In

the morn�ng, after several tr�als, I found the po�nt of balance �n the
foremast and attached my ho�st�ng tackle a few feet above �t. Maud
held the turn on the w�ndlass and co�led down wh�le I heaved. Had
the w�ndlass been �n order �t would not have been so d�ff�cult; as �t
was, I was compelled to apply all my we�ght and strength to every
�nch of the heav�ng. I had to rest frequently. In truth, my spells of
rest�ng were longer than those of work�ng. Maud even contr�ved, at
t�mes when all my efforts could not budge the w�ndlass, to hold the



turn w�th one hand and w�th the other to throw the we�ght of her sl�m
body to my ass�stance.

At the end of an hour the s�ngle and double blocks came together
at the top of the shears. I could ho�st no more. And yet the mast was
not swung ent�rely �nboard. The butt rested aga�nst the outs�de of the
port ra�l, wh�le the top of the mast overhung the water far beyond the
starboard ra�l. My shears were too short. All my work had been for
noth�ng. But I no longer despa�red �n the old way. I was acqu�r�ng
more conf�dence �n myself and more conf�dence �n the poss�b�l�t�es of
w�ndlasses, shears, and ho�st�ng tackles. There was a way �n wh�ch
�t could be done, and �t rema�ned for me to f�nd that way.

Wh�le I was cons�der�ng the problem, Wolf Larsen came on deck.
We not�ced someth�ng strange about h�m at once. The
�ndec�s�veness, or feebleness, of h�s movements was more
pronounced. H�s walk was actually tottery as he came down the port
s�de of the cab�n. At the break of the poop he reeled, ra�sed one
hand to h�s eyes w�th the fam�l�ar brush�ng gesture, and fell down the
steps—st�ll on h�s feet—to the ma�n deck, across wh�ch he
staggered, fall�ng and fl�ng�ng out h�s arms for support. He rega�ned
h�s balance by the steerage compan�on-way and stood there d�zz�ly
for a space, when he suddenly crumpled up and collapsed, h�s legs
bend�ng under h�m as he sank to the deck.

“One of h�s attacks,” I wh�spered to Maud.
She nodded her head; and I could see sympathy warm �n her

eyes.
We went up to h�m, but he seemed unconsc�ous, breath�ng

spasmod�cally. She took charge of h�m, l�ft�ng h�s head to keep the
blood out of �t and despatch�ng me to the cab�n for a p�llow. I also
brought blankets, and we made h�m comfortable. I took h�s pulse. It
beat stead�ly and strong, and was qu�te normal. Th�s puzzled me. I
became susp�c�ous.

“What �f he should be fe�gn�ng th�s?” I asked, st�ll hold�ng h�s wr�st.
Maud shook her head, and there was reproof �n her eyes. But just

then the wr�st I held leaped from my hand, and the hand clasped l�ke
a steel trap about my wr�st. I cr�ed aloud �n awful fear, a w�ld
�nart�culate cry; and I caught one gl�mpse of h�s face, mal�gnant and



tr�umphant, as h�s other hand compassed my body and I was drawn
down to h�m �n a terr�ble gr�p.

My wr�st was released, but h�s other arm, passed around my back,
held both my arms so that I could not move. H�s free hand went to
my throat, and �n that moment I knew the b�tterest foretaste of death
earned by one’s own �d�ocy. Why had I trusted myself w�th�n reach of
those terr�ble arms? I could feel other hands at my throat. They were
Maud’s hands, str�v�ng va�nly to tear loose the hand that was
throttl�ng me. She gave �t up, and I heard her scream �n a way that
cut me to the soul, for �t was a woman’s scream of fear and heart-
break�ng despa�r. I had heard �t before, dur�ng the s�nk�ng of the
Mart�nez.

My face was aga�nst h�s chest and I could not see, but I heard
Maud turn and run sw�ftly away along the deck. Everyth�ng was
happen�ng qu�ckly. I had not yet had a gl�mmer�ng of
unconsc�ousness, and �t seemed that an �nterm�nable per�od of t�me
was laps�ng before I heard her feet fly�ng back. And just then I felt
the whole man s�nk under me. The breath was leav�ng h�s lungs and
h�s chest was collaps�ng under my we�ght. Whether �t was merely the
expelled breath, or h�s consc�ousness of h�s grow�ng �mpotence, I
know not, but h�s throat v�brated w�th a deep groan. The hand at my
throat relaxed. I breathed. It fluttered and t�ghtened aga�n. But even
h�s tremendous w�ll could not overcome the d�ssolut�on that assa�led
�t. That w�ll of h�s was break�ng down. He was fa�nt�ng.

Maud’s footsteps were very near as h�s hand fluttered for the last
t�me and my throat was released. I rolled off and over to the deck on
my back, gasp�ng and bl�nk�ng �n the sunsh�ne. Maud was pale but
composed,—my eyes had gone �nstantly to her face,—and she was
look�ng at me w�th m�ngled alarm and rel�ef. A heavy seal-club �n her
hand caught my eyes, and at that moment she followed my gaze
down to �t. The club dropped from her hand as though �t had
suddenly stung her, and at the same moment my heart surged w�th a
great joy. Truly she was my woman, my mate-woman, f�ght�ng w�th
me and for me as the mate of a caveman would have fought, all the
pr�m�t�ve �n her aroused, forgetful of her culture, hard under the
soften�ng c�v�l�zat�on of the only l�fe she had ever known.



“Dear woman!” I cr�ed, scrambl�ng to my feet.
The next moment she was �n my arms, weep�ng convuls�vely on

my shoulder wh�le I clasped her close. I looked down at the brown
glory of her ha�r, gl�nt�ng gems �n the sunsh�ne far more prec�ous to
me than those �n the treasure-chests of k�ngs. And I bent my head
and k�ssed her ha�r softly, so softly that she d�d not know.

Then sober thought came to me. After all, she was only a woman,
cry�ng her rel�ef, now that the danger was past, �n the arms of her
protector or of the one who had been endangered. Had I been father
or brother, the s�tuat�on would have been �n now�se d�fferent.
Bes�des, t�me and place were not meet, and I w�shed to earn a better
r�ght to declare my love. So once aga�n I softly k�ssed her ha�r as I
felt her reced�ng from my clasp.

“It was a real attack th�s t�me,” I sa�d: “another shock l�ke the one
that made h�m bl�nd. He fe�gned at f�rst, and �n do�ng so brought �t
on.”

Maud was already rearrang�ng h�s p�llow.
“No,” I sa�d, “not yet. Now that I have h�m helpless, helpless he

shall rema�n. From th�s day we l�ve �n the cab�n. Wolf Larsen shall
l�ve �n the steerage.”

I caught h�m under the shoulders and dragged h�m to the
compan�on-way. At my d�rect�on Maud fetched a rope. Plac�ng th�s
under h�s shoulders, I balanced h�m across the threshold and
lowered h�m down the steps to the floor. I could not l�ft h�m d�rectly
�nto a bunk, but w�th Maud’s help I l�fted f�rst h�s shoulders and head,
then h�s body, balanced h�m across the edge, and rolled h�m �nto a
lower bunk.

But th�s was not to be all. I recollected the handcuffs �n h�s state-
room, wh�ch he preferred to use on sa�lors �nstead of the anc�ent and
clumsy sh�p �rons. So, when we left h�m, he lay handcuffed hand and
foot. For the f�rst t�me �n many days I breathed freely. I felt strangely
l�ght as I came on deck, as though a we�ght had been l�fted off my
shoulders. I felt, also, that Maud and I had drawn more closely
together. And I wondered �f she, too, felt �t, as we walked along the
deck s�de by s�de to where the stalled foremast hung �n the shears.



CHAPTER XXXVII.

At once we moved aboard the Ghost, occupy�ng our old state-
rooms and cook�ng �n the galley. The �mpr�sonment of Wolf Larsen
had happened most opportunely, for what must have been the Ind�an
summer of th�s h�gh lat�tude was gone and dr�zzl�ng stormy weather
had set �n. We were very comfortable, and the �nadequate shears,
w�th the foremast suspended from them, gave a bus�ness-l�ke a�r to
the schooner and a prom�se of departure.

And now that we had Wolf Larsen �n �rons, how l�ttle d�d we need
�t! L�ke h�s f�rst attack, h�s second had been accompan�ed by ser�ous
d�sablement. Maud made the d�scovery �n the afternoon wh�le try�ng
to g�ve h�m nour�shment. He had shown s�gns of consc�ousness, and
she had spoken to h�m, el�c�t�ng no response. He was ly�ng on h�s left
s�de at the t�me, and �n ev�dent pa�n. W�th a restless movement he
rolled h�s head around, clear�ng h�s left ear from the p�llow aga�nst
wh�ch �t had been pressed. At once he heard and answered her, and
at once she came to me.

Press�ng the p�llow aga�nst h�s left ear, I asked h�m �f he heard me,
but he gave no s�gn. Remov�ng the p�llow and, repeat�ng the
quest�on he answered promptly that he d�d.

“Do you know you are deaf �n the r�ght ear?” I asked.
“Yes,” he answered �n a low, strong vo�ce, “and worse than that.

My whole r�ght s�de �s affected. It seems asleep. I cannot move arm
or leg.”

“Fe�gn�ng aga�n?” I demanded angr�ly.
He shook h�s head, h�s stern mouth shap�ng the strangest, tw�sted

sm�le. It was �ndeed a tw�sted sm�le, for �t was on the left s�de only,
the fac�al muscles of the r�ght s�de mov�ng not at all.



“That was the last play of the Wolf,” he sa�d. “I am paralysed. I
shall never walk aga�n. Oh, only on the other s�de,” he added, as
though d�v�n�ng the susp�c�ous glance I flung at h�s left leg, the knee
of wh�ch had just then drawn up, and elevated the blankets.

“It’s unfortunate,” he cont�nued. “I’d l�ked to have done for you f�rst,
Hump. And I thought I had that much left �n me.”

“But why?” I asked; partly �n horror, partly out of cur�os�ty.
Aga�n h�s stern mouth framed the tw�sted sm�le, as he sa�d:
“Oh, just to be al�ve, to be l�v�ng and do�ng, to be the b�ggest b�t of

the ferment to the end, to eat you. But to d�e th�s way.”
He shrugged h�s shoulders, or attempted to shrug them, rather, for

the left shoulder alone moved. L�ke the sm�le, the shrug was tw�sted.
“But how can you account for �t?” I asked. “Where �s the seat of

your trouble?”
“The bra�n,” he sa�d at once. “It was those cursed headaches

brought �t on.”
“Symptoms,” I sa�d.
He nodded h�s head. “There �s no account�ng for �t. I was never

s�ck �n my l�fe. Someth�ng’s gone wrong w�th my bra�n. A cancer, a
tumour, or someth�ng of that nature,—a th�ng that devours and
destroys. It’s attack�ng my nerve-centres, eat�ng them up, b�t by b�t,
cell by cell—from the pa�n.”

“The motor-centres, too,” I suggested.
“So �t would seem; and the curse of �t �s that I must l�e here,

consc�ous, mentally un�mpa�red, know�ng that the l�nes are go�ng
down, break�ng b�t by b�t commun�cat�on w�th the world. I cannot see,
hear�ng and feel�ng are leav�ng me, at th�s rate I shall soon cease to
speak; yet all the t�me I shall be here, al�ve, act�ve, and powerless.”

“When you say you are here, I’d suggest the l�kel�hood of the
soul,” I sa�d.

“Bosh!” was h�s retort. “It s�mply means that �n the attack on my
bra�n the h�gher psych�cal centres are untouched. I can remember, I
can th�nk and reason. When that goes, I go. I am not. The soul?”



He broke out �n mock�ng laughter, then turned h�s left ear to the
p�llow as a s�gn that he w�shed no further conversat�on.

Maud and I went about our work oppressed by the fearful fate
wh�ch had overtaken h�m,—how fearful we were yet fully to real�ze.
There was the awfulness of retr�but�on about �t. Our thoughts were
deep and solemn, and we spoke to each other scarcely above
wh�spers.

“You m�ght remove the handcuffs,” he sa�d that n�ght, as we stood
�n consultat�on over h�m. “It’s dead safe. I’m a paralyt�c now. The
next th�ng to watch out for �s bed sores.”

He sm�led h�s tw�sted sm�le, and Maud, her eyes w�de w�th horror,
was compelled to turn away her head.

“Do you know that your sm�le �s crooked?” I asked h�m; for I knew
that she must attend h�m, and I w�shed to save her as much as
poss�ble.

“Then I shall sm�le no more,” he sa�d calmly. “I thought someth�ng
was wrong. My r�ght cheek has been numb all day. Yes, and I’ve had
warn�ngs of th�s for the last three days; by spells, my r�ght s�de
seemed go�ng to sleep, somet�mes arm or hand, somet�mes leg or
foot.”

“So my sm�le �s crooked?” he quer�ed a short wh�le after. “Well,
cons�der henceforth that I sm�le �nternally, w�th my soul, �f you
please, my soul. Cons�der that I am sm�l�ng now.”

And for the space of several m�nutes he lay there, qu�et, �ndulg�ng
h�s grotesque fancy.

The man of h�m was not changed. It was the old, �ndom�table,
terr�ble Wolf Larsen, �mpr�soned somewhere w�th�n that flesh wh�ch
had once been so �nv�nc�ble and splend�d. Now �t bound h�m w�th
�nsent�ent fetters, wall�ng h�s soul �n darkness and s�lence, block�ng �t
from the world wh�ch to h�m had been a r�ot of act�on. No more would
he conjugate the verb “to do �n every mood and tense.” “To be” was
all that rema�ned to h�m—to be, as he had def�ned death, w�thout
movement; to w�ll, but not to execute; to th�nk and reason and �n the
sp�r�t of h�m to be as al�ve as ever, but �n the flesh to be dead, qu�te
dead.



And yet, though I even removed the handcuffs, we could not
adjust ourselves to h�s cond�t�on. Our m�nds revolted. To us he was
full of potent�al�ty. We knew not what to expect of h�m next, what
fearful th�ng, r�s�ng above the flesh, he m�ght break out and do. Our
exper�ence warranted th�s state of m�nd, and we went about our work
w�th anx�ety always upon us.

I had solved the problem wh�ch had ar�sen through the shortness
of the shears. By means of the watch-tackle (I had made a new one),
I heaved the butt of the foremast across the ra�l and then lowered �t
to the deck. Next, by means of the shears, I ho�sted the ma�n boom
on board. Its forty feet of length would supply the he�ght necessary
properly to sw�ng the mast. By means of a secondary tackle I had
attached to the shears, I swung the boom to a nearly perpend�cular
pos�t�on, then lowered the butt to the deck, where, to prevent
sl�pp�ng, I sp�ked great cleats around �t. The s�ngle block of my
or�g�nal shears-tackle I had attached to the end of the boom. Thus,
by carry�ng th�s tackle to the w�ndlass, I could ra�se and lower the
end of the boom at w�ll, the butt always rema�n�ng stat�onary, and, by
means of guys, I could sw�ng the boom from s�de to s�de. To the end
of the boom I had l�kew�se r�gged a ho�st�ng tackle; and when the
whole arrangement was completed I could not but be startled by the
power and lat�tude �t gave me.

Of course, two days’ work was requ�red for the accompl�shment of
th�s part of my task, and �t was not t�ll the morn�ng of the th�rd day
that I swung the foremast from the deck and proceeded to square �ts
butt to f�t the step. Here I was espec�ally awkward. I sawed and
chopped and ch�selled the weathered wood t�ll �t had the appearance
of hav�ng been gnawed by some g�gant�c mouse. But �t f�tted.

“It w�ll work, I know �t w�ll work,” I cr�ed.
“Do you know Dr. Jordan’s f�nal test of truth?” Maud asked.
I shook my head and paused �n the act of d�slodg�ng the shav�ngs

wh�ch had dr�fted down my neck.
“Can we make �t work? Can we trust our l�ves to �t? �s the test.”
“He �s a favour�te of yours,” I sa�d.



“When I d�smantled my old Pantheon and cast out Napoleon and
Cæsar and the�r fellows, I stra�ghtway erected a new Pantheon,” she
answered gravely, “and the f�rst I �nstalled was Dr. Jordan.”

“A modern hero.”
“And a greater because modern,” she added. “How can the Old

World heroes compare w�th ours?”
I shook my head. We were too much al�ke �n many th�ngs for

argument. Our po�nts of v�ew and outlook on l�fe at least were very
al�ke.

“For a pa�r of cr�t�cs we agree famously,” I laughed.
“And as sh�pwr�ght and able ass�stant,” she laughed back.
But there was l�ttle t�me for laughter �n those days, what of our

heavy work and of the awfulness of Wolf Larsen’s l�v�ng death.
He had rece�ved another stroke. He had lost h�s vo�ce, or he was

los�ng �t. He had only �nterm�ttent use of �t. As he phrased �t, the
w�res were l�ke the stock market, now up, now down. Occas�onally
the w�res were up and he spoke as well as ever, though slowly and
heav�ly. Then speech would suddenly desert h�m, �n the m�ddle of a
sentence perhaps, and for hours, somet�mes, we would wa�t for the
connect�on to be re-establ�shed. He compla�ned of great pa�n �n h�s
head, and �t was dur�ng th�s per�od that he arranged a system of
commun�cat�on aga�nst the t�me when speech should leave h�m
altogether—one pressure of the hand for “yes,” two for “no.” It was
well that �t was arranged, for by even�ng h�s vo�ce had gone from
h�m. By hand pressures, after that, he answered our quest�ons, and
when he w�shed to speak he scrawled h�s thoughts w�th h�s left hand,
qu�te leg�bly, on a sheet of paper.

The f�erce w�nter had now descended upon us. Gale followed gale,
w�th snow and sleet and ra�n. The seals had started on the�r great
southern m�grat�on, and the rookery was pract�cally deserted. I
worked fever�shly. In sp�te of the bad weather, and of the w�nd wh�ch
espec�ally h�ndered me, I was on deck from dayl�ght t�ll dark and
mak�ng substant�al progress.

I prof�ted by my lesson learned through ra�s�ng the shears and
then cl�mb�ng them to attach the guys. To the top of the foremast,



wh�ch was just l�fted conven�ently from the deck, I attached the
r�gg�ng, stays and throat and peak halyards. As usual, I had
underrated the amount of work �nvolved �n th�s port�on of the task,
and two long days were necessary to complete �t. And there was so
much yet to be done—the sa�ls, for �nstance, wh�ch pract�cally had to
be made over.

Wh�le I to�led at r�gg�ng the foremast, Maud sewed on canvas,
ready always to drop everyth�ng and come to my ass�stance when
more hands than two were requ�red. The canvas was heavy and
hard, and she sewed w�th the regular sa�lor’s palm and three-
cornered sa�l-needle. Her hands were soon sadly bl�stered, but she
struggled bravely on, and �n add�t�on do�ng the cook�ng and tak�ng
care of the s�ck man.

“A f�g for superst�t�on,” I sa�d on Fr�day morn�ng. “That mast goes
�n to-day.”

Everyth�ng was ready for the attempt. Carry�ng the boom-tackle to
the w�ndlass, I ho�sted the mast nearly clear of the deck. Mak�ng th�s
tackle fast, I took to the w�ndlass the shears-tackle (wh�ch was
connected w�th the end of the boom), and w�th a few turns had the
mast perpend�cular and clear.

Maud clapped her hands the �nstant she was rel�eved from hold�ng
the turn, cry�ng:

“It works! It works! We’ll trust our l�ves to �t!”
Then she assumed a rueful express�on.
“It’s not over the hole,” she add. “W�ll you have to beg�n all over?”
I sm�led �n super�or fash�on, and, slack�ng off on one of the boom-

guys and tak�ng �n on the other, swung the mast perfectly �n the
centre of the deck. St�ll �t was not over the hole. Aga�n the rueful
express�on came on her face, and aga�n I sm�led �n a super�or way.
Slack�ng away on the boom-tackle and ho�st�ng an equ�valent
amount on the shears-tackle, I brought the butt of the mast �nto
pos�t�on d�rectly over the hole �n the deck. Then I gave Maud careful
�nstruct�ons for lower�ng away and went �nto the hold to the step on
the schooner’s bottom.



I called to her, and the mast moved eas�ly and accurately. Stra�ght
toward the square hole of the step the square butt descended; but as
�t descended �t slowly tw�sted so that square would not f�t �nto
square. But I had not even a moment’s �ndec�s�on. Call�ng to Maud to
cease lower�ng, I went on deck and made the watch-tackle fast to
the mast w�th a roll�ng h�tch. I left Maud to pull on �t wh�le I went
below. By the l�ght of the lantern I saw the butt tw�st slowly around t�ll
�ts s�des co�nc�ded w�th the s�des of the step. Maud made fast and
returned to the w�ndlass. Slowly the butt descended the several
�nterven�ng �nches, at the same t�me sl�ghtly tw�st�ng aga�n. Aga�n
Maud rect�f�ed the tw�st w�th the watch-tackle, and aga�n she lowered
away from the w�ndlass. Square f�tted �nto square. The mast was
stepped.

I ra�sed a shout, and she ran down to see. In the yellow lantern
l�ght we peered at what we had accompl�shed. We looked at each
other, and our hands felt the�r way and clasped. The eyes of both of
us, I th�nk, were mo�st w�th the joy of success.

“It was done so eas�ly after all,” I remarked. “All the work was �n
the preparat�on.”

“And all the wonder �n the complet�on,” Maud added. “I can
scarcely br�ng myself to real�ze that that great mast �s really up and
�n; that you have l�fted �t from the water, swung �t through the a�r, and
depos�ted �t here where �t belongs. It �s a T�tan’s task.”

“And they made themselves many �nvent�ons,” I began merr�ly,
then paused to sn�ff the a�r.

I looked hast�ly at the lantern. It was not smok�ng. Aga�n I sn�ffed.
“Someth�ng �s burn�ng,” Maud sa�d, w�th sudden conv�ct�on.
We sprang together for the ladder, but I raced past her to the deck.

A dense volume of smoke was pour�ng out of the steerage
compan�on-way.

“The Wolf �s not yet dead,” I muttered to myself as I sprang down
through the smoke.

It was so th�ck �n the conf�ned space that I was compelled to feel
my way; and so potent was the spell of Wolf Larsen on my
�mag�nat�on, I was qu�te prepared for the helpless g�ant to gr�p my



neck �n a strangle hold. I hes�tated, the des�re to race back and up
the steps to the deck almost overpower�ng me. Then I recollected
Maud. The v�s�on of her, as I had last seen her, �n the lantern l�ght of
the schooner’s hold, her brown eyes warm and mo�st w�th joy,
flashed before me, and I knew that I could not go back.

I was chok�ng and suffocat�ng by the t�me I reached Wolf Larsen’s
bunk. I reached my hand and felt for h�s. He was ly�ng mot�onless,
but moved sl�ghtly at the touch of my hand. I felt over and under h�s
blankets. There was no warmth, no s�gn of f�re. Yet that smoke wh�ch
bl�nded me and made me cough and gasp must have a source. I lost
my head temporar�ly and dashed frant�cally about the steerage. A
coll�s�on w�th the table part�ally knocked the w�nd from my body and
brought me to myself. I reasoned that a helpless man could start a
f�re only near to where he lay.

I returned to Wolf Larsen’s bunk. There I encountered Maud. How
long she had been there �n that suffocat�ng atmosphere I could not
guess.

“Go up on deck!” I commanded peremptor�ly.
“But, Humphrey—” she began to protest �n a queer, husky vo�ce.
“Please! please!” I shouted at her harshly.
She drew away obed�ently, and then I thought, What �f she cannot

f�nd the steps? I started after her, to stop at the foot of the
compan�on-way. Perhaps she had gone up. As I stood there,
hes�tant, I heard her cry softly:

“Oh, Humphrey, I am lost.”
I found her fumbl�ng at the wall of the after bulkhead, and, half

lead�ng her, half carry�ng her, I took her up the compan�on-way. The
pure a�r was l�ke nectar. Maud was only fa�nt and d�zzy, and I left her
ly�ng on the deck when I took my second plunge below.

The source of the smoke must be very close to Wolf Larsen—my
m�nd was made up to th�s, and I went stra�ght to h�s bunk. As I felt
about among h�s blankets, someth�ng hot fell on the back of my
hand. It burned me, and I jerked my hand away. Then I understood.
Through the cracks �n the bottom of the upper bunk he had set f�re to
the mattress. He st�ll reta�ned suff�c�ent use of h�s left arm to do th�s.



The damp straw of the mattress, f�red from beneath and den�ed a�r,
had been smoulder�ng all the wh�le.

As I dragged the mattress out of the bunk �t seemed to d�s�ntegrate
�n m�d-a�r, at the same t�me burst�ng �nto flames. I beat out the
burn�ng remnants of straw �n the bunk, then made a dash for the
deck for fresh a�r.

Several buckets of water suff�ced to put out the burn�ng mattress
�n the m�ddle of the steerage floor; and ten m�nutes later, when the
smoke had fa�rly cleared, I allowed Maud to come below. Wolf
Larsen was unconsc�ous, but �t was a matter of m�nutes for the fresh
a�r to restore h�m. We were work�ng over h�m, however, when he
s�gned for paper and penc�l.

“Pray do not �nterrupt me,” he wrote. “I am sm�l�ng.”
“I am st�ll a b�t of the ferment, you see,” he wrote a l�ttle later.
“I am glad you are as small a b�t as you are,” I sa�d.
“Thank you,” he wrote. “But just th�nk of how much smaller I shall

be before I d�e.”
“And yet I am all here, Hump,” he wrote w�th a f�nal flour�sh. “I can

th�nk more clearly than ever �n my l�fe before. Noth�ng to d�sturb me.
Concentrat�on �s perfect. I am all here and more than here.”

It was l�ke a message from the n�ght of the grave; for th�s man’s
body had become h�s mausoleum. And there, �n so strange
sepulchre, h�s sp�r�t fluttered and l�ved. It would flutter and l�ve t�ll the
last l�ne of commun�cat�on was broken, and after that who was to say
how much longer �t m�ght cont�nue to flutter and l�ve?



CHAPTER XXXVIII.

“I th�nk my left s�de �s go�ng,” Wolf Larsen wrote, the morn�ng after
h�s attempt to f�re the sh�p. “The numbness �s grow�ng. I can hardly
move my hand. You w�ll have to speak louder. The last l�nes are
go�ng down.”

“Are you �n pa�n?” I asked.
I was compelled to repeat my quest�on loudly before he answered:
“Not all the t�me.”
The left hand stumbled slowly and pa�nfully across the paper, and

�t was w�th extreme d�ff�culty that we dec�phered the scrawl. It was
l�ke a “sp�r�t message,” such as are del�vered at séances of
sp�r�tual�sts for a dollar adm�ss�on.

“But I am st�ll here, all here,” the hand scrawled more slowly and
pa�nfully than ever.

The penc�l dropped, and we had to replace �t �n the hand.
“When there �s no pa�n I have perfect peace and qu�et. I have

never thought so clearly. I can ponder l�fe and death l�ke a H�ndoo
sage.”

“And �mmortal�ty?” Maud quer�ed loudly �n the ear.
Three t�mes the hand essayed to wr�te but fumbled hopelessly.

The penc�l fell. In va�n we tr�ed to replace �t. The f�ngers could not
close on �t. Then Maud pressed and held the f�ngers about the penc�l
w�th her own hand and the hand wrote, �n large letters, and so slowly
that the m�nutes t�cked off to each letter:

“B-O-S-H.”
It was Wolf Larsen’s last word, “bosh,” scept�cal and �nv�nc�ble to

the end. The arm and hand relaxed. The trunk of the body moved



sl�ghtly. Then there was no movement. Maud released the hand. The
f�ngers spread sl�ghtly, fall�ng apart of the�r own we�ght, and the
penc�l rolled away.

“Do you st�ll hear?” I shouted, hold�ng the f�ngers and wa�t�ng for
the s�ngle pressure wh�ch would s�gn�fy “Yes.” There was no
response. The hand was dead.

“I not�ced the l�ps sl�ghtly move,” Maud sa�d.
I repeated the quest�on. The l�ps moved. She placed the t�ps of her

f�ngers on them. Aga�n I repeated the quest�on. “Yes,” Maud
announced. We looked at each other expectantly.

“What good �s �t?” I asked. “What can we say now?”
“Oh, ask h�m—”
She hes�tated.
“Ask h�m someth�ng that requ�res no for an answer,” I suggested.

“Then we w�ll know for certa�nty.”
“Are you hungry?” she cr�ed.
The l�ps moved under her f�ngers, and she answered, “Yes.”
“W�ll you have some beef?” was her next query.
“No,” she announced.
“Beef-tea?”
“Yes, he w�ll have some beef-tea,” she sa�d, qu�etly, look�ng up at

me. “Unt�l h�s hear�ng goes we shall be able to commun�cate w�th
h�m. And after that—”

She looked at me queerly. I saw her l�ps trembl�ng and the tears
sw�mm�ng up �n her eyes. She swayed toward me and I caught her �n
my arms.

“Oh, Humphrey,” she sobbed, “when w�ll �t all end? I am so t�red,
so t�red.”

She bur�ed her head on my shoulder, her fra�l form shaken w�th a
storm of weep�ng. She was l�ke a feather �n my arms, so slender, so
ethereal. “She has broken down at last,” I thought. “What can I do
w�thout her help?”



But I soothed and comforted her, t�ll she pulled herself bravely
together and recuperated mentally as qu�ckly as she was wont to do
phys�cally.

“I ought to be ashamed of myself,” she sa�d. Then added, w�th the
wh�ms�cal sm�le I adored, “but I am only one, small woman.”

That phrase, the “one small woman,” startled me l�ke an electr�c
shock. It was my own phrase, my pet, secret phrase, my love phrase
for her.

“Where d�d you get that phrase?” I demanded, w�th an abruptness
that �n turn startled her.

“What phrase?” she asked.
“One small woman.”
“Is �t yours?” she asked.
“Yes,” I answered. “M�ne. I made �t.”
“Then you must have talked �n your sleep,” she sm�led.
The danc�ng, tremulous l�ght was �n her eyes. M�ne, I knew, were

speak�ng beyond the w�ll of my speech. I leaned toward her. W�thout
vol�t�on I leaned toward her, as a tree �s swayed by the w�nd. Ah, we
were very close together �n that moment. But she shook her head, as
one m�ght shake off sleep or a dream, say�ng:

“I have known �t all my l�fe. It was my father’s name for my
mother.”

“It �s my phrase too,” I sa�d stubbornly.
“For your mother?”
“No,” I answered, and she quest�oned no further, though I could

have sworn her eyes reta�ned for some t�me a mock�ng, teas�ng
express�on.

W�th the foremast �n, the work now went on apace. Almost before I
knew �t, and w�thout one ser�ous h�tch, I had the ma�nmast stepped.
A derr�ck-boom, r�gged to the foremast, had accompl�shed th�s; and
several days more found all stays and shrouds �n place, and
everyth�ng set up taut. Topsa�ls would be a nu�sance and a danger
for a crew of two, so I heaved the topmasts on deck and lashed them
fast.



Several more days were consumed �n f�n�sh�ng the sa�ls and
putt�ng them on. There were only three—the j�b, foresa�l, and
ma�nsa�l; and, patched, shortened, and d�storted, they were a
r�d�culously �ll-f�tt�ng su�t for so tr�m a craft as the Ghost.

“But they’ll work!” Maud cr�ed jub�lantly. “We’ll make them work,
and trust our l�ves to them!”

Certa�nly, among my many new trades, I shone least as a sa�l-
maker. I could sa�l them better than make them, and I had no doubt
of my power to br�ng the schooner to some northern port of Japan. In
fact, I had crammed nav�gat�on from text-books aboard; and bes�des,
there was Wolf Larsen’s star-scale, so s�mple a dev�ce that a ch�ld
could work �t.

As for �ts �nventor, beyond an �ncreas�ng deafness and the
movement of the l�ps grow�ng fa�nter and fa�nter, there had been l�ttle
change �n h�s cond�t�on for a week. But on the day we f�n�shed
bend�ng the schooner’s sa�ls, he heard h�s last, and the last
movement of h�s l�ps d�ed away—but not before I had asked h�m,
“Are you all there?” and the l�ps had answered, “Yes.”

The last l�ne was down. Somewhere w�th�n that tomb of the flesh
st�ll dwelt the soul of the man. Walled by the l�v�ng clay, that f�erce
�ntell�gence we had known burned on; but �t burned on �n s�lence and
darkness. And �t was d�sembod�ed. To that �ntell�gence there could
be no object�ve knowledge of a body. It knew no body. The very
world was not. It knew only �tself and the vastness and profund�ty of
the qu�et and the dark.



CHAPTER XXXIX.

The day came for our departure. There was no longer anyth�ng to
deta�n us on Endeavour Island. The Ghost’s stumpy masts were �n
place, her crazy sa�ls bent. All my hand�work was strong, none of �t
beaut�ful; but I knew that �t would work, and I felt myself a man of
power as I looked at �t.

“I d�d �t! I d�d �t! W�th my own hands I d�d �t!” I wanted to cry aloud.
But Maud and I had a way of vo�c�ng each other’s thoughts, and

she sa�d, as we prepared to ho�st the ma�nsa�l:
“To th�nk, Humphrey, you d�d �t all w�th your own hands?”
“But there were two other hands,” I answered. “Two small hands,

and don’t say that was a phrase, also, of your father.”
She laughed and shook her head, and held her hands up for

�nspect�on.
“I can never get them clean aga�n,” she wa�led, “nor soften the

weather-beat.”
“Then d�rt and weather-beat shall be your guerdon of honour,” I

sa�d, hold�ng them �n m�ne; and, sp�te of my resolut�ons, I would have
k�ssed the two dear hands had she not sw�ftly w�thdrawn them.

Our comradesh�p was becom�ng tremulous, I had mastered my
love long and well, but now �t was master�ng me. W�lfully had �t
d�sobeyed and won my eyes to speech, and now �t was w�nn�ng my
tongue—ay, and my l�ps, for they were mad th�s moment to k�ss the
two small hands wh�ch had to�led so fa�thfully and hard. And I, too,
was mad. There was a cry �n my be�ng l�ke bugles call�ng me to her.
And there was a w�nd blow�ng upon me wh�ch I could not res�st,
sway�ng the very body of me t�ll I leaned toward her, all unconsc�ous
that I leaned. And she knew �t. She could not but know �t as she



sw�ftly drew away her hands, and yet, could not forbear one qu�ck
search�ng look before she turned away her eyes.

By means of deck-tackles I had arranged to carry the halyards
forward to the w�ndlass; and now I ho�sted the ma�nsa�l, peak and
throat, at the same t�me. It was a clumsy way, but �t d�d not take long,
and soon the foresa�l as well was up and flutter�ng.

“We can never get that anchor up �n th�s narrow place, once �t has
left the bottom,” I sa�d. “We should be on the rocks f�rst.”

“What can you do?” she asked.
“Sl�p �t,” was my answer. “And when I do, you must do your f�rst

work on the w�ndlass. I shall have to run at once to the wheel, and at
the same t�me you must be ho�st�ng the j�b.”

Th�s manœuvre of gett�ng under way I had stud�ed and worked out
a score of t�mes; and, w�th the j�b-halyard to the w�ndlass, I knew
Maud was capable of ho�st�ng that most necessary sa�l. A br�sk w�nd
was blow�ng �nto the cove, and though the water was calm, rap�d
work was requ�red to get us safely out.

When I knocked the shackle-bolt loose, the cha�n roared out
through the hawse-hole and �nto the sea. I raced aft, putt�ng the
wheel up. The Ghost seemed to start �nto l�fe as she heeled to the
f�rst f�ll of her sa�ls. The j�b was r�s�ng. As �t f�lled, the Ghost’s bow
swung off and I had to put the wheel down a few spokes and steady
her.

I had dev�sed an automat�c j�b-sheet wh�ch passed the j�b across
of �tself, so there was no need for Maud to attend to that; but she
was st�ll ho�st�ng the j�b when I put the wheel hard down. It was a
moment of anx�ety, for the Ghost was rush�ng d�rectly upon the
beach, a stone’s throw d�stant. But she swung obed�ently on her heel
�nto the w�nd. There was a great flutter�ng and flapp�ng of canvas
and reef-po�nts, most welcome to my ears, then she f�lled away on
the other tack.

Maud had f�n�shed her task and come aft, where she stood bes�de
me, a small cap perched on her w�nd-blown ha�r, her cheeks flushed
from exert�on, her eyes w�de and br�ght w�th the exc�tement, her
nostr�ls qu�ver�ng to the rush and b�te of the fresh salt a�r. Her brown



eyes were l�ke a startled deer’s. There was a w�ld, keen look �n them
I had never seen before, and her l�ps parted and her breath
suspended as the Ghost, charg�ng upon the wall of rock at the
entrance to the �nner cove, swept �nto the w�nd and f�lled away �nto
safe water.

My f�rst mate’s berth on the seal�ng grounds stood me �n good
stead, and I cleared the �nner cove and la�d a long tack along the
shore of the outer cove. Once aga�n about, and the Ghost headed
out to open sea. She had now caught the bosom-breath�ng of the
ocean, and was herself a-breath w�th the rhythm of �t as she
smoothly mounted and sl�pped down each broad-backed wave. The
day had been dull and overcast, but the sun now burst through the
clouds, a welcome omen, and shone upon the curv�ng beach where
together we had dared the lords of the harem and sla�n the
hollusch�ck�e. All Endeavour Island br�ghtened under the sun. Even
the gr�m south-western promontory showed less gr�m, and here and
there, where the sea-spray wet �ts surface, h�gh l�ghts flashed and
dazzled �n the sun.

“I shall always th�nk of �t w�th pr�de,” I sa�d to Maud.
She threw her head back �n a queenly way but sa�d, “Dear, dear

Endeavour Island! I shall always love �t.”
“And I,” I sa�d qu�ckly.
It seemed our eyes must meet �n a great understand�ng, and yet,

loath, they struggled away and d�d not meet.
There was a s�lence I m�ght almost call awkward, t�ll I broke �t,

say�ng:
“See those black clouds to w�ndward. You remember, I told you

last n�ght the barometer was fall�ng.”
“And the sun �s gone,” she sa�d, her eyes st�ll f�xed upon our

�sland, where we had proved our mastery over matter and atta�ned to
the truest comradesh�p that may fall to man and woman.

“And �t’s slack off the sheets for Japan!” I cr�ed ga�ly. “A fa�r w�nd
and a flow�ng sheet, you know, or however �t goes.”

Lash�ng the wheel I ran forward, eased the fore and ma�nsheets,
took �n on the boom-tackles and tr�mmed everyth�ng for the



quarter�ng breeze wh�ch was ours. It was a fresh breeze, very fresh,
but I resolved to run as long as I dared. Unfortunately, when runn�ng
free, �t �s �mposs�ble to lash the wheel, so I faced an all-n�ght watch.
Maud �ns�sted on rel�ev�ng me, but proved that she had not the
strength to steer �n a heavy sea, even �f she could have ga�ned the
w�sdom on such short not�ce. She appeared qu�te heart-broken over
the d�scovery, but recovered her sp�r�ts by co�l�ng down tackles and
halyards and all stray ropes. Then there were meals to be cooked �n
the galley, beds to make, Wolf Larsen to be attended upon, and she
f�n�shed the day w�th a grand house-clean�ng attack upon the cab�n
and steerage.

All n�ght I steered, w�thout rel�ef, the w�nd slowly and stead�ly
�ncreas�ng and the sea r�s�ng. At f�ve �n the morn�ng Maud brought
me hot coffee and b�scu�ts she had baked, and at seven a
substant�al and p�p�ng hot breakfast put new l�fe �nto me.

Throughout the day, and as slowly and stead�ly as ever, the w�nd
�ncreased. It �mpressed one w�th �ts sullen determ�nat�on to blow, and
blow harder, and keep on blow�ng. And st�ll the Ghost foamed along,
rac�ng off the m�les t�ll I was certa�n she was mak�ng at least eleven
knots. It was too good to lose, but by n�ghtfall I was exhausted.
Though �n splend�d phys�cal tr�m, a th�rty-s�x-hour tr�ck at the wheel
was the l�m�t of my endurance. Bes�des, Maud begged me to heave
to, and I knew, �f the w�nd and sea �ncreased at the same rate dur�ng
the n�ght, that �t would soon be �mposs�ble to heave to. So, as tw�l�ght
deepened, gladly and at the same t�me reluctantly, I brought the
Ghost up on the w�nd.

But I had not reckoned upon the colossal task the reef�ng of three
sa�ls meant for one man. Wh�le runn�ng away from the w�nd I had not
apprec�ated �ts force, but when we ceased to run I learned to my
sorrow, and well-n�gh to my despa�r, how f�ercely �t was really
blow�ng. The w�nd balked my every effort, r�pp�ng the canvas out of
my hands and �n an �nstant undo�ng what I had ga�ned by ten
m�nutes of severest struggle. At e�ght o’clock I had succeeded only
�n putt�ng the second reef �nto the foresa�l. At eleven o’clock I was no
farther along. Blood dr�pped from every f�nger-end, wh�le the na�ls



were broken to the qu�ck. From pa�n and sheer exhaust�on I wept �n
the darkness, secretly, so that Maud should not know.

Then, �n desperat�on, I abandoned the attempt to reef the ma�nsa�l
and resolved to try the exper�ment of heav�ng to under the close-
reefed foresa�l. Three hours more were requ�red to gasket the
ma�nsa�l and j�b, and at two �n the morn�ng, nearly dead, the l�fe
almost buffeted and worked out of me, I had barely suff�c�ent
consc�ousness to know the exper�ment was a success. The close-
reefed foresa�l worked. The Ghost clung on close to the w�nd and
betrayed no �ncl�nat�on to fall off broads�de to the trough.

I was fam�shed, but Maud tr�ed va�nly to get me to eat. I dozed
w�th my mouth full of food. I would fall asleep �n the act of carry�ng
food to my mouth and waken �n torment to f�nd the act yet
uncompleted. So sleep�ly helpless was I that she was compelled to
hold me �n my cha�r to prevent my be�ng flung to the floor by the
v�olent p�tch�ng of the schooner.

Of the passage from the galley to the cab�n I knew noth�ng. It was
a sleep-walker Maud gu�ded and supported. In fact, I was aware of
noth�ng t�ll I awoke, how long after I could not �mag�ne, �n my bunk
w�th my boots off. It was dark. I was st�ff and lame, and cr�ed out w�th
pa�n when the bed-clothes touched my poor f�nger-ends.

Morn�ng had ev�dently not come, so I closed my eyes and went to
sleep aga�n. I d�d not know �t, but I had slept the clock around and �t
was n�ght aga�n.

Once more I woke, troubled because I could sleep no better. I
struck a match and looked at my watch. It marked m�dn�ght. And I
had not left the deck unt�l three! I should have been puzzled had I
not guessed the solut�on. No wonder I was sleep�ng brokenly. I had
slept twenty-one hours. I l�stened for a wh�le to the behav�our of the
Ghost, to the pound�ng of the seas and the muffled roar of the w�nd
on deck, and then turned over on my s�de and slept peacefully unt�l
morn�ng.

When I arose at seven I saw no s�gn of Maud and concluded she
was �n the galley prepar�ng breakfast. On deck I found the Ghost
do�ng splend�dly under her patch of canvas. But �n the galley, though
a f�re was burn�ng and water bo�l�ng, I found no Maud.



I d�scovered her �n the steerage, by Wolf Larsen’s bunk. I looked at
h�m, the man who had been hurled down from the topmost p�tch of
l�fe to be bur�ed al�ve and be worse than dead. There seemed a
relaxat�on of h�s express�onless face wh�ch was new. Maud looked at
me and I understood.

“H�s l�fe fl�ckered out �n the storm,” I sa�d.
“But he st�ll l�ves,” she answered, �nf�n�te fa�th �n her vo�ce.
“He had too great strength.”
“Yes,” she sa�d, “but now �t no longer shackles h�m. He �s a free

sp�r�t.”
“He �s a free sp�r�t surely,” I answered; and, tak�ng her hand, I led

her on deck.
The storm broke that n�ght, wh�ch �s to say that �t d�m�n�shed as

slowly as �t had ar�sen. After breakfast next morn�ng, when I had
ho�sted Wolf Larsen’s body on deck ready for bur�al, �t was st�ll
blow�ng heav�ly and a large sea was runn�ng. The deck was
cont�nually awash w�th the sea wh�ch came �nboard over the ra�l and
through the scuppers. The w�nd smote the schooner w�th a sudden
gust, and she heeled over t�ll her lee ra�l was bur�ed, the roar �n her
r�gg�ng r�s�ng �n p�tch to a shr�ek. We stood �n the water to our knees
as I bared my head.

“I remember only one part of the serv�ce,” I sa�d, “and that �s, ‘And
the body shall be cast �nto the sea.’”

Maud looked at me, surpr�sed and shocked; but the sp�r�t of
someth�ng I had seen before was strong upon me, �mpell�ng me to
g�ve serv�ce to Wolf Larsen as Wolf Larsen had once g�ven serv�ce to
another man. I l�fted the end of the hatch cover and the canvas-
shrouded body sl�pped feet f�rst �nto the sea. The we�ght of �ron
dragged �t down. It was gone.

“Good-bye, Luc�fer, proud sp�r�t,” Maud wh�spered, so low that �t
was drowned by the shout�ng of the w�nd; but I saw the movement of
her l�ps and knew.

As we clung to the lee ra�l and worked our way aft, I happened to
glance to leeward. The Ghost, at the moment, was uptossed on a
sea, and I caught a clear v�ew of a small steamsh�p two or three



m�les away, roll�ng and p�tch�ng, head on to the sea, as �t steamed
toward us. It was pa�nted black, and from the talk of the hunters of
the�r poach�ng explo�ts I recogn�zed �t as a Un�ted States revenue
cutter. I po�nted �t out to Maud and hurr�edly led her aft to the safety
of the poop.

I started to rush below to the flag-locker, then remembered that �n
r�gg�ng the Ghost I had forgotten to make prov�s�on for a flag-halyard.

“We need no d�stress s�gnal,” Maud sa�d. “They have only to see
us.”

“We are saved,” I sa�d, soberly and solemnly. And then, �n an
exuberance of joy, “I hardly know whether to be glad or not.”

I looked at her. Our eyes were not loath to meet. We leaned
toward each other, and before I knew �t my arms were about her.

“Need I?” I asked.
And she answered, “There �s no need, though the tell�ng of �t

would be sweet, so sweet.”
Her l�ps met the press of m�ne, and, by what strange tr�ck of the

�mag�nat�on I know not, the scene �n the cab�n of the Ghost flashed
upon me, when she had pressed her f�ngers l�ghtly on my l�ps and
sa�d, “Hush, hush.”

“My woman, my one small woman,” I sa�d, my free hand pett�ng
her shoulder �n the way all lovers know though never learn �n school.

“My man,” she sa�d, look�ng at me for an �nstant w�th tremulous
l�ds wh�ch fluttered down and ve�led her eyes as she snuggled her
head aga�nst my breast w�th a happy l�ttle s�gh.

I looked toward the cutter. It was very close. A boat was be�ng
lowered.

“One k�ss, dear love,” I wh�spered. “One k�ss more before they
come.”

“And rescue us from ourselves,” she completed, w�th a most
adorable sm�le, wh�ms�cal as I had never seen �t, for �t was wh�ms�cal
w�th love.
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