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On my right hand there were lines of fishing
stakes resembling a mysterious system of half-
submerged bamboo fences, incomprehensible in its
division d the domain of tropicd fishes, and crazy of
asped asif abandaned for ever by some nomad tribe of
fishermen now gone to the other end of the ocean; for
there was no sign of human habitation as far as the eye
coud reach. To the left a group of barren idets,
suggesting ruins of stone walls, towers, and
blockhouses, had its foundations =t in a blue sea that
itself looked solid, so still and stable did it lie below
my fed; even the tradk of light from the westering sun
shore smocthly, withou that animated glitter which
tell s of an imperceptible ripple. And when | turned my
heal to take aparting dance d the tug which had just
left us anchored ouside the bar, | saw the straight line
of the flat shore joined to the stable seg edge to edge,
with a perfect and ummarked closeness in ore leveled
floor haf brown, half blue under the enormous dome
of the sky. Correspondng in their insignificance to the
islets of the seg two small clumps of trees, ore on each
side of the only fault in the impeccdle joint, marked
the mouth of the river Meinam we had just left on the
first preparatory stage of our homeward journey; and,
far back onthe inland level, a larger and loftier mass
the grove surroundng the great Paknam pagoda, was
the only thing on which the eye @uld rest from the
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vain task of exploring the monaonows svee of the
horizon. Here and there gleams as of a few scattered
pieces of silver marked the windings of the grezt river;
and onthe neaest of them, just within the bar, the tug
steaming right into the land became lost to my sight,
hull and funrel and masts, as though the impassve
eath had swallowed her up withou an effort, withou
a tremor. My eye followed the light cloud of her
smoke, nowv here, now there, abowve the plain,
acording to the devious curves of the stream, bu
aways fainter and farther away, till | lost it at last
behind the miter-shaped hill of the great pagoda. And
then | was left alone with my ship, anchored at the
head of the Gulf of Siam.

She floated at the starting point of along journey,
very dtill in an immense till ness the shadows of her
spars flung far to the eatward by the setting sun. At
that moment | was alone on her deds. There was not a
soundin her—and around s nothing moved, nothing
lived, nd acanoe onthe water, na abird in the ar, na
a doud in the sky. In this breahless pause & the
threshold of along passage we seaned to be measuring
our fitness for a long and arduows enterprise, the
appanted task of bath our existences to be caried ou,
far from al human eyes, with orly sky and sea for
spedators and for judges.

There must have been some glare in the ar to
interfere with ore’s sght, because it was only just
before the sun left us that my roaming eyes made out
beyond the highest ridges of the principal islet of the
group something which did away with the solemnity of
perfect solitude. The tide of darkness flowed on
swiftly; and with tropical suddennessa swarm of stars
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came out abowve the shadowy earth, while | lingered
yet, my hand resting lightly on my ship’s rail asif on
the shouder of a trusted friend. But, with all that
multitude of cdestial bodies garing down at one, the
comfort of quiet communion with her was gone for
good. And there were also dsturbing sounds by this
time—voices, footsteps forward; the steward flitted
along the main-ded, a busily ministering spirit; a hand
bell tinkled urgently under the poop dxk. . . .

| found my two officers waiting for me near the
supper table, in the lighted cuddy. We sat down at
once, and as| helped the dhief mate, | said:

“Are you aware that there is a ship anchored
inside the islands? | saw her mastheads above the ridge
as the sunwent down.”

He raised sharply his smple face overcharged by
a terrible growth of whisker, and emitted his usual
gaaulations: “Blessmy soul, sir! You dorit say so!”

My second mate was a roundcheeked, silent
young man, grave beyond his years, | thought; but as
our eyes happened to med | deteded a slight quiver on
his lips. | looked down a once It was not my part to
encourage sneering on bard my ship. It must be said,
too, that 1 knew very little of my officers. In
consequence of certain events of no particular
significance, except to myself, | had been appanted to
the coommand orly a fortnight before. Neither did |
know much o the hands forward. All these people had
been together for eighteen months or so, and my
position was that of the only stranger on baard. |
mention this becaise it has sme bearing on what is to
follow. But what | felt most was my being a stranger to
the ship; and if al the truth must be told, | was
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somewhat of a stranger to myself. The youngest man
on bard (barring the second mate), and urtried as yet
by aposition d the fullest resporsibili ty, | was willi ng
to take the alequacy of the others for granted. They
had simply to be equal to their tasks; but | wondered
how far | shoud turn ou faithful to that ided
conception d one's own persondlity every man sets up
for himself secretly.

Meantime the chief mate, with an amost visible
effect of collaboration onthe part of his round eyes
and frightful whiskers, was trying to evolve atheory of
the anchored ship. His dominant trait was to take dl
things into eanest consideration. He was of a
painstaking turn of mind. As he used to say, he “liked
to acount to hmself” for pradically everything that
came in hisway, down to a miserable scorpion he had
found in his cabin a week before. The why and the
wherefore of that scorpion—how it got on baard and
came to select his room rather than the pantry (which
was a dark place and more what a scorpion would be
partial to), and how on earth it managed to drown itself
in the inkwell of his writing desk—had exercised him
infinitely. The ship within the islands was much more
easily acounted for; and just as we were a&ou to rise
from table he made his pronourcement. She was, he
doubied nad, a ship from home lately arrived. Probably
she drew too much water to crossthe bar except at the
top d spring tides. Therefore she went into that natural
harbor to wait for a few days in preference to
remaining in an open roadstead.

“That's ®,” confirmed the sewmnd mate,
suddenly, in his dightly hoarse voice. “ She draws over
twenty fed. She's the Liverpod ship Sephara with a
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cago of coa. Hundred and twenty-three days from
Cardiff.”

We looked at him in surprise.

“The tugboat skipper told me when he came on
board for your letters, sir,” explained the young man.
“He epeds to take her up the river the day after
tomorrow.”

After thus overwhelming us with the extent of his
information he dlipped ou of the cain. The mate
observed regretfully that he “could na acourt for that
young fellow’s whims.” What prevented him telli ng us
al abou it at once he wanted to know.

| detained im as he was making a move. For the
last two days the crew had had penty of hard work,
and the night before they had very little dleep. | felt
painfully that l—a stranger—was doing something
unusual when | direded him to let all hands turn in
without setting an anchor watch. | propcsed to kegy on
dedk myself till one o’clock or thereabous. | would get
the sscond mate to relieve me & that hour.

“He will turn ou the mok and the steward at
four,” | concluded, “and then give youacdl. Of course
at the slightest sign of any sort of wind we'll have the
hands up and make astart at once”

He onceded his astonishment. “Very well, sir.”
Outside the auddy he put his head in the second mate's
doa to inform him of my unheard-of cgprice to take a
five hous anchor watch on myself. | heard the other
raise his voice incredulousy—"What? The Captain
himself?” Then a few more murmurs, a door closed,
then another. A few moments later | went on deck.

My strangeness which had made me slegless
had prompted that unconventional arrangement, as if |
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had expeded in thase solitary hours of the night to get
on terms with the ship of which | knew nothing,
manned by men of whom | knew very littl e more. Fast
alongside awharf, littered like any ship in pat with a
tangle of unrelated things, invaded by urrelated shore
people, | had hardly seen her yet properly. Now, as e
lay cleaed for seg the stretch of her main-dedk
seaned to me very fine under the stars. Very fine, very
roomy for her size, and very inviting. | descended the
poopand pacel the waist, my mind gcturing to myself
the mming passage through the Malay Archipelago,
down the Indian Ocean, and up the Atlantic. All its
phases were familiar enowh to me, every
characteristic, al the dternatives which were likely to
faceme on the high seas—everything! . . . except the
novel resporsibility of command. But | took heart from
the reasonable thowght that the ship was like other
ships, the men like other men, and that the seawas not
likely to keg any spedal surprises expresdy for my
discomfiture.

Arrived at that comforting conclusion, | bethought
myself of a dgar and went below to get it. All was dill
down there. Everybody at the after end of the ship was
deging profoundy. | came out again on the quarter-
ded, agreeably at ease in my sSeeping suit on that
warm breathless night, barefooted, a glowing cigar in
my tedh, and, going forward, | was met by the
profoundsilence of the fore end d the ship. Only as |
passed the doar of the forecastle, | heard a deep, quet,
trustful sigh of some slegoer inside. And suddenly |
rgoiced in the great security of the sea & compared
with the urnrest of the land, in my choice of that
untempted life presenting no disquieting problems,
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invested with an elementary moral beauty by the
absolute straightforwardness of its apped and by the
singlenessof its purpose.

The riding light in the forerigging burned with a
clea, untrouded, as if symbadlic, flame, confident and
bright in the mysterious shades of the night. Passng on
my way aft along the other side of the ship, | observed
that the rope side ladder, pu over, no doult, for the
master of the tug when he cane to fetch away our
letters, had na been hauled in asit should have been. |
becane anoyed at this, for exaditude in some small
matters is the very soul of discipline. Then | refleded
that 1 had myself peremptorily dismissed my officers
from duty, and by my own ad had prevented the
anchor watch being formally set and things properly
attended to. | asked myself whether it was wise ever to
interfere with the established routine of duties even
from the kindest of motives. My action might have
made me gpear eccentric. Goodress only knew how
that absurdly whiskered mate would “accourt” for my
conduwt, and what the whoe ship thought of that
informality of their new captain. | was vexed with
myself.

Not from compurction cetanly, bu, as it were
medanicaly, | proceeded to get the ladder in myself.
Now a side ladder of that sort is a light affair and
comes in easily, yet my vigorous tug, which shoud
have brought it flying on baard, merely reailed upon
my body in atotally unexpeded jerk. What the devil!
.. .1 was © astoundced by the immovableness of that
ladder that | remained stockstill, trying to accourt for it
to myself like that imbedle mate of mine. In the end,
of course, | put my head ower therail.
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The side of the ship made an opague belt of
shadow on the darkling dassy shimmer of the sea. But
| saw at once something elongated and pale floating
very close to the ladder. Before | could form a guessa
faint flash of phosphaescent light, which seemed to
issie suddenly from the naked bady of a man,
flickered in the sleging water with the dusive, silent
play of summer lightning in a night sky. With agasp |
saw revedled to my stare a pair of fed, the long legs, a
broad livid badk immersed right up to the ned in a
greenish cadaverous glow. One hand, awash, clutched
the bottom rung of the ladder. He was compl ete but for
the head. A heallesscorpse! The dgar dropped ou of
my gaping mouth with a tiny plop and a short hiss
quite audible in the absolute stillness of al things
under heaven. At that | suppcse heraised up hsface a
dimly pae oval in the shadow of the ship’s sde. But
even then | could ony barely make out down there the
shape of his bladk-haired head. However, it was
enough for the horrid, frost-boundsensation which had
gripped me abou the chest to passoff. The moment of
vain exclamations was past, too. | only climbed onthe
gpare spar and leaned over therail asfar as | could, to
bring my eyes nearer to that mystery floating
aongside.

As he hung by the ladder, like aresting swimmer,
the sealightning played abou his limbs at every stir;
and he gpeared in it ghastly, silvery, fishlike. He
remained as mute & a fish, too. He made no motion to
get out of the water, ether. It was inconceivable that
he shoud na attempt to come on loard, and strangely
trouling to susped that perhaps he did na want to.
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And my first words were prompted by just that
trouded incertitude.

“What' s the matter?’ | asked in my ordinary tone,
speking down to the face upturned exadly under
mine.

“Cramp,” it answered, no louder. Then dlightly
anxious, “| say, nonedal to cdl anyone.”

“l was not going to,” | said.

“Are you aoneon deck?’

“Yes”

| had somehow the impresson that he was on the
point of letting go the ladder to swim away beyond my
ken—mysterious as he came. But, for the moment, this
being appearing as if he had risen from the bottom of
the sea (it was certainly the neaest land to the ship)
wanted orly to know the time. | told hm. And feg,
down there, tentatively:

“l suppcse your cgptain’s turned in?’

“l am sureheisn’t,” | said.

He seamed to struggle with himself, for | head
something like the low, bitter murmur of douh.
“What's the good?” His next words came out with a
hesitating eff ort.

“Look here, my man. Could you cdl him out
quietly?’

| thought the time had come to dedare myself.

“l am the captain.”

| heard a “By Jove!” whispered at the level of the
water. The phospharescence flashed in the swirl of the
water al abou his limbs, his other hand seized the
ladder.

“My name's Leggatt.”
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The voice was cdm and resolute. A good vace.
The salf-possesdon d that man had somehow induced
a @rrespondng state in myself. It was very quietly
that | remarked:

“Y oumust be agood swimmer.”

“Yes. I’ve been in the water pradicdly sincenine
o’ clock. The question for me now is whether | am to
let go this ladder and go on swimming till 1 sink from
exhaustion, d—to come on bard here.”

| felt this was no mere formula of desperate
speed, bu ared dternative in the view of a strong
soul. | shodd have gathered from this that he was
young; indeed, it is only the young who are ever
confronted by such clear isaues. But at the time it was
pure intuition on my pat. A mysterious
communicaion was established aready between us
two—in the face of that silent, darkened tropicd sea |
was young, too; young enough to make no comment.
The man in the water began suddenly to climb upthe
ladder, and | hastened away from the rail to fetch some
clothes.

Before entering the cabin | stood till, listening in
the lobby at the foot of the stairs. A faint snore came
through the dosed doa of the ciief mate's room. The
second mate's doar was on the hook, bu the darkness
in there was absolutely soundess He, too, was young
and could dleep like a stone. Remained the steward, bu
he was nat likely to wake up before he was cdled. |
got a sleguing suit out of my room and, coming back
on ded, saw the naked man from the sea sitting on the
main hatch, glimmering white in the darkness, his
elbows on hs knees and his hea in his hands. In a
moment he had concealed his damp bady in a sleeping
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suit of the same gray-stripe pattern as the one | was
weaing and followed me like my doulde on the poop.
Together we moved right aft, barefooted, sil ent.

“What isit?’ | asked in a deadened vaice taking
the lighted lamp ou of the binnade, and raising it to
hisface

“An ugly business”

He had rather regular fedures, a good mouth;
light eyes under somewhat heary, dark eyebrows, a
smoaoth, square forehead; no growth on hs cheeks; a
small, brown mustade, and a well-shaped, round chin.
His expresson was concentrated, meditative, under the
inspeding light of the lamp | held upto his face such
as a man thinking hard in solitude might wea. My
deeging suit was just right for his sze. A well-knit
young fellow of twenty-five & most. He caught his
lower lip with the edge of white, even teeth.

“Yes” | said, replacing the lamp in the binnade.
The warm, heavy tropical night closed upon s head
again.

“There' saship ower there,” he murmured.

“Yes, | know. The Sephora. Did you know of
us?’

“Hadn’'t the dightest idea. | am the mate of her—"
He paused and correded himself. “I shoud say | was.”

“Ahal Something wrong?’

“Yes. Very wrong inded. I’ ve killed aman.”

“What do you mean? Just now?”

“No, on the passage. Weeks ago. Thirty-nine
south. When | say aman—"'

“Fit of temper,” | suggested, confidently.

The shadowy, dark head, like mine, seaned to
nod imperceptibly above the ghostly gray of my
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sleguing suit. It was, in the night, as though | had been
faced by my own refledion in the depths of a somber
and immense mirror.

“A pretty thing to have to own upto for a Conway
boy,” murmured my double, distinctly.

“You're aConway boy?’

“l am,” he said, as if startled. Then, slowly . . .
“Perhaps youtoo—~

It was 20; but being a cuple of years older | had
left before he joined. After a quick interchange of dates
a slence fell; and | thought suddenly of my absurd
mate with his terrific whiskers and the “Bless my
soul—you dorit say so” type of intellect. My doulde
gave me an inkling of his thoughts by saying: “My
father's a parson in Norfolk. Do you see me before a
judge and jury on that charge? For myself | can't see
the necessty. There ae fellows that an angel from
heaven— And | am not that. He was one of those
creaures that are just smmering al the time with a
silly sort of wickedness Miserable devil s that have no
businessto live & dl. He wouldn't do his duty and
wouldn't let anybody else do theirs. But what’s the
good of taking! You know well enough the sort of ill -
condtioned snarling cur—"

He gpeded to me as if our experiences had been
asidenticd as our clothes. And | knew well enough the
pestiferous danger of such a dharader where there are
no means of legal repression. And | knew well enough
also that my doule there was no hamicidal ruffian. |
did na think of asking him for detalls, and he told me
the story roughly in brusque, disconrneded sentences. |
nealed nomore. | saw it al going on as though | were
myself inside that other slegping suit.
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“It happened while we were setting a reefed
foresail, at dusk. Reefed foresall! You undrstand the
sort of weaher. The only sail we had left to keep the
ship running; so you may guesswhat it had been like
for days. Anxious rt of job, that. He gave me some
of his cursed insolence d the shed. | tell you | was
overdore with this terrific weaher that seamed to have
no end to it. Terific, | tell you—and a deegp ship. |
beli eve the fellow himself was half crazed with funk. It
was no time for gentlemanly reproof, so | turned round
and felled him like an ax. He up and at me. We dosed
just as an awful seamade for the ship. All hands sw it
coming and took to the rigging, bu | had him by the
throat, and went on shaking him like arat, the men
abowve us ydlling, ‘Look ou! look ou!” Then a adash as
if the sky had fallen onmy hea. They say that for over
ten minutes hardly anything was to be seen of the
ship—just the three masts and a bit of the forecastle
head and d the poop al awash driving aong in a
smother of foam. It was a miracle that they found s,
jammed together behind the forebits. It's clear that |
meant business becaise | was hading him by the
throat still when they picked us up. He was black in the
face It was too much for them. It seems they rushed us
aft together, gripped as we were, screaning ‘Murder!’
like alot of lunatics, and lroke into the auddy. And the
ship running for her life, touch and go all the time, any
minute her last in aseafit to turn your hair gray only a-
looking at it. | understand that the skipper, too, started
raving like the rest of them. The man had been
deprived of slegp for more than a week, and to have
this gorung on hm at the height of afurious gale nealy
drove him out of his mind. | wonder they didn't fling
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me overboard after getting the carcassof their precious
shipmate out of my fingers. They had rather a job to
separate us, I've been told. A sufficiently fierce story
to make an dd judge and arespectable jury sit up a bit.
The first thing | head when | came to myself was the
maddening howling of that endless gale, and o that
the voice of the old man. He was hanging on to my
bunk, staring into my face out of his U wester.

“ ‘Mr. Leggatt, you have killed a man. You can
ad nolonger as chief mate of this sip.” ”

His care to subdwe his voice made it sourd
monaonows. He rested a hand on the end of the
skylight to steady himself with, and al that time did
not stir alimb, so far as | could see. “Nice littl e tale for
aquiet teaparty,” he concluded in the same tone.

One of my hands, too, rested onthe end d the
skylight; neither did | stir alimb, so far as | knew. We
stood lessthan a foot from ead ather. It occurred to
me that if old “Blessmy soul—you dorit say so” were
to pu his head upthe cmpanion and cach sight of us,
he would think he was sdng doulde, or imagine
himself come upan a scene of weird witchcraft; the
strange cagtain having a quiet confabulation by the
whed with his own gray ghost. | became very much
concerned to prevent anything of the sort. | head the
other’s soothing undertone.

“My father's a parson in Norfolk,” it said.
Evidently he had forgotten he had told me this
important fad before. Truly anicelittl e tale.

“You had better dip dovn into my stateroom
now,” | said, moving of steadthily. My doulde
followed my movements; our bare feet made no sound
| let him in, closed the door with care, and, after giving
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a cdl to the seaond mate, returned on dck for my
reli ef.

“Not much sign o any wind yet,” | remarked
when he goproaced.

“No, sir. Not much,” he asented, sleepily, in his
hoarse voice, with just enough deference, nomore, and
barely suppressng a yawn.

“Well, that’s all you have to look ou for. You
have got your orders.”

“Yes, sir.”

| paced a turn o two on the poop and saw him
take up his position face forward with his elbow in the
ratlines of the mizzen rigging before I went below. The
mate’s faint snoring was still going on peacefully. The
cuddy lamp was burning over the table on which stood
a vase with flowers, a polite atention from the ship’s
provision merchant—the last flowers we shoud seefor
the next threemonths at the very least. Two burches of
bananas hung from the beam symmetricdly, one on
ead side of the rudder casing. Everything was as
before in the ship—except that two of her cgptain’s
deging suits were simultaneously in use, one
motionlessin the auddy, the other keguing very still in
the cgtain’s gateroom.

It must be explained here that my cebin had the
form of the caital letter L, the doa being within the
angle and opening into the short part of the letter. A
couch was to the left, the bed placeto the right; my
writing desk and the chronameters’ table faced the
doa. But anyone opening it, urness he stepped right
inside, had noview of what | cdl the long (or verticd)
part of the letter. It contained some lockers sirmounted
by abookcase; and afew clothes, athick jacket or two,
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cgps, ail skin coat, and such like, hung on hools. There
was at the bottom of that part a doar opening into my
bathroom, which could be entered also dredly from
the saloon.But that way was never used.

The mysterious arrival had dscovered the
advantage of this particular shape. Entering my room,
lighted strongly by a big bulkhead lamp swung on
gimbals above my writing desk, | did na see him
anywhere till he stepped ou quietly from behind the
coats hung in the recessed part.

“l head somebody moving abou, and went in
there & once,” he whispered.

[, too, spoke under my breah.

“Nobady is likely to come in here withou
knocking and getting permisson.”

He nodded. His fae was thin and the sunbun
faded, as though he had been ill. And o wonder. He
had been, | head presently, kept under arrest in his
cabin for nearly seven weeks. But there was nothing
sickly in hiseyes or in his expresson. He was not a bit
like me, redly; yet, as we stood leaning over my bed
place whispering side by side, with ou dark heals
together and aur badcks to the doar, anybody bold
enough to open it stealthily would have been treated to
the uncanny sight of a doulde catain buwsy talking in
whispers with his other self.

“But all this doesn't tell me how you came to
hang on to ou side ladder,” | inqured, in the hardly
audible murmurs we used, after he had told me
something more of the proceedings on bard the
Sephara oncethe bad weather was over.

“When we sighted Java Head | had had time to
think all thaose matters out several times over. | had six
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weeks of doing ndhing else, and with orly an hour or
so every evening for atramp onthe quarter-ded.”

He whispered, his arms folded onthe side of my
bed place, staring through the open port. And | could
imagine perfedly the manner of this thinking out—a
stubban if not a steadfast operation; something of
which | shoud have been perfectly incgpable.

“l redkoned it would be dark before we dosed
with the land,” he continued, so low that | had to strain
my heaing nea as we were to each aher, shoulder
touching shouder almost. “So | asked to speak to the
old man. He dways seemed very sick when he came to
see me—as if he could na look me in the face You
know, that foresail saved the ship. She was too deep to
have run long under bare poes. And it was | that
managed to set it for him. Anyway, he cane. When |
had him in my cabin—he stood by the doar looking at
me & if | had the halter round my nedk already—I
asked him right away to leavze my cabin doa unlocked
a night while the ship was going through Sunda
Straits. There would be the Java @ast within two o
three miles, off Angier Point. | wanted nahing more.
I’ve had a prize for swimming my second year in the
Conway.”

“l can believeit,” | breathed ou.

“God ony knows why they locked me in every
night. To see some of their faces you'd have thought
they were draid I'd go abou at night strangling
people. Am | a murdering brute? Do | look it? By
Jove! If | had been he wouldn't have trusted hmself
like that into my room. Youll say | might have
chucked him aside and bdted ou, there and then—it
was dark arealy. Well, no. And for the same reason |
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wouldn't think of trying to smash the doa. There
would have been a rush to stop me & the noise, and |
did na@d mean to get into a onfounded scrimmage.
Somebody else might have got kill ed—for | would na
have broken ou only to get chucked back, and | did
not want any more of that work. He refused, looking
more sick than ever. He was afraid of the men, and
also o that old second mate of his who hed been
saling with hm for years—a gray-headed dd
humbug; and hs geward, too, hed been with him devil
knows how long—seventeen years or more—a
dogmatic sort of loafer who heted me like poison, just
becaise | was the diief mate. No chief mate ever made
more than ore voyage in the Sephaa, you know.
Those two dd chaps ran the ship. Devil only knows
what the skipper wasn’t afraid of (all his nerve went to
pieces altogether in that helli sh spell of bad weather we
had)—of what the law would doto hm—of his wife,
perhaps. Oh, yes! she's on baard. Though | doni't think
she would have medded. She would have been only
too glad to have me out of the ship in any way. The
‘brand d Cain’ business dorit you see That's all
right. | was realy enough to go off wandering on the
faceof the earth—and that was price enough to pay for
an Abel of that sort. Anyhow, he wouldn't listen to me.
‘This thing must take its course. | represent the law
here” He was daking like aled. ‘So you won't?
‘No!” * Then | hope you will be &leto sleg onthat,’ |
said, and turned my back on im. ‘I wonder that you
can, cries he, andlocksthe doar.

“Well after that, | couldn’t. Not very well. That
was three weeks ago. We have had a slow passage
through the Java Seg drifted abou Carimata for ten
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days. When we anchored here they thought, | suppose,
it was al right. The nearest land (and that’ s five miles)
is the ship’s destination; the cnsul would soon set
abou caching me; and there would have been no
objed in bdding to these idlets there. | don't suppase
there’s a drop o water on them. | don't know how it
was, bu tonight that steward, after bringing me my
supper, went out to let me ea it, and left the doar
unlocked. And | ate it—all there was, too. After | had
finished | strolled ou on the quarter-dedk. | dont
know that | meant to doanything. A breah of fresh air
was al | wanted, | believe. Then a sudden temptation
came over me. | kicked off my slippers and was in the
water before | had made up my mind fairly. Somebody
head the splash and they raised an awful hullabaloo.
‘He's gone! Lower the boats! He's committed suicide!
No, he's svimming.” Certainly | was swimming. It's
not so easy for a swimmer like me to commit suicide
by drowning. | landed on the nearest islet before the
boat left the ship’s sde. | head them pulling about in
the dark, hailing, and so on, bu after a bit they gave
up. Everything quieted down and the anchorage
becane till as death. | sat down on a stone ad began
to think. | felt certain they would start searching for me
at daylight. There was no paceto hide on those stony
things—and if there had been, what would have been
the good? But now | was clear of that ship, | was nat
going bad. So after awhile | took df al my clothes,
tied them up in a bundle with a stone inside, and
dropped them in the deep water on the outer side of
that islet. That was suicide enough for me. Let them
think what they liked, bu | didn't mean to drown
myself. | meant to swim till | sank—bu that’s not the
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same thing. | struck out for another of these little
islands, and it was from that one that | first saw your
riding light. Something to swim for. | went on easily,
and onthe way | came upona flat rock a foot or two
abowve water. In the daytime, | dare say, you might
make it out with a glass from your poop.| scrambled
up onit and rested myself for a bit. Then | made
another start. That last spell must have been over a
mile.”

His whisper was getting fainter and fainter, and
al the time he stared straight out through the porthdle,
in which there was not even a star to be seen. | had na
interrupted him. There was something that made
comment impossble in his narrative, or perhaps in
himself; a sort of feding, aquality, which | can’t finda
name for. And when he ceaed, al | foundwas afutile
whisper: “So you swam for our light?’

“Yes—straight for it. It was omething to swim
for. | couldn't see ay stars low down becaise the
coast was in the way, and | couldn't see the land,
either. The water was like glass One might have been
swimming in a mnfounded thousand-feet deep cistern
with no pacefor scrambling out anywhere; but what |
didn't like was the nation d swimming round and
roundlike a cazed bulock before | gave out; and as |
didn't mean to go back . . . No. Do you see me being
hauled bad, stark naked, off one of these littl e islands
by the scruff of the nedk and fighting like awild beast?
Somebody would have gat kill ed for certain, and | did
nat want any of that. So | went on. Then your ladder—"

“Why didn't you heil the ship?’ | asked, a little
loudkr.
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He touched my shouder lightly. Lazy footsteps
came right over our heads and stopped. The second
mate had crossed from the other side of the poop and
might have been hanging ower therail for all we knew.

“He oudn't hear us talking—could he?” My
doule breahed into my very ear, anxiously.

His anxiety was in answer, a sufficient answer, to
the question | had pu to him. An answer containing all
the difficulty of that situation. | closed the porthoe
quietly, to make sure. A louder word might have been
overheard.

“Whao'sthat?’ he whispered then.

“My second mate. But | don't know much more
of the fell ow than you d.”

And | told hm a little é&ou mysdf. | had been
appanted to take darge while | least expeded
anything of the sort, na quite afortnight ago. | didn't
know either the ship or the people. Hadn't had the time
in pat to look abou me or size anybody up. And as to
the aew, al they knew was that | was appanted to
take the ship hame. For the rest, | was amost as much
of a stranger on bard as himself, |1 said. And at the
moment | felt it most aautely. | felt that it would take
very little to make me asusped person in the eyes of
the ship’s company.

He had turned abou meantime; and we, the two
strangers in the ship, facel ead aher in identicd
attitudes.

“Your ladder—" he murmured, after a silence.
“Whao' d have thought of finding aladder hanging ower
at night in a ship anchored ou here! | felt just then a
very unpdeasant faintness After the life I've been
leading for nine weeks, anybody would have got out of
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condtion. | wasn't cgpable of swimming round as far
as your rudder chains. And, lo and kehald! there was a
ladder to get hold of. After | gripped it | said to mysalf,
‘What' s the good? When | saw a man’s head looking
over | thought I would swim away presently and leave
him shouing—in whatever language it was. | didn't
mind being looked at. |—I liked it. And then you
speking to me so quetly—as if you had expeded
me—made me had on a little longer. It had been a
confounced lonely time—I| dont mean while
swimming. | was glad to talk a littl e to somebody that
didn't belong to the Sephaa. As to asking for the
cgptain, that was amere impulse. It could have been no
use, with al the ship knowing abou me and the other
people pretty certain to be roundhere in the morning. |
dont know—I wanted to be seen, to tak with
somebody, before I went on. | dont know what |
would have said. . . . ‘Fine night, isn't it? or
something of the sort.”

“Do you think they will be round fere presently?’
| asked with some incredulity.

“Quitelikely,” he said, faintly.

“He looked extremely haggard al of a sudden.
Hishead rolled on hs soulders.

“H’'m. We shall see then. Meantime get into that
bed,” | whispered. “Want help? There.”

It was a rather high bed place with a set of
drawers underneath. This amazing swimmer redly
nealed the lift | gave him by seizing his leg. He
tumbled in, rolled over on his badk, and flung one am
aaosshis eyes. And then, with his face nearly hidden,
he must have looked exadly as | used to look in that
bed. | gazed uponmy other self for a while before
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drawing across carefully the two green serge artains
which ran on a brassrod. | thought for a moment of
pinning them together for greaer safety, but | sat down
onthe @much, and orce there | felt unwilli ng to rise and
hurt for a pin. | would do it in a moment. | was
extremely tired, in a peadliarly intimate way, by the
strain of stedthiness by the dfort of whispering and
the general seaecy of this excitement. It was three
o’ clock by now and | had been on my fed since nine,
but | was nat slegpy; | could nda have gone to sleep. |
sat there, fagged ou, looking at the curtains, trying to
clea my mind d the confused sensation d being in
two paces at once, and grealy bothered by an
exasperating knocking in my head. It was a relief to
discover suddenly that it was not in my head at al, bu
on the outside of the doa. Before | could colled
myself the words “Come in” were out of my mouth,
and the steward entered with a tray, bringing in my
morning coffee | had dept, after al, and | was
frightened that | shoued, “This way! | am here,
steward,” as though he had been miles away. He put
down the tray on the table next the couch and orly then
said, very quietly, “I can seeyou are here, sir.” | felt
him give me akeen look, bu | dared not med his eyes
just then. He must have wondered why | had drawn the
curtains of my bed before going to slegp onthe couch.
He went out, hooking the doa open as usual.

| head the aew washing dedks above me. | knew
| would have been told at once if there had been any
wind. Cam, | thought, and | was douly vexed.
Indeed, | felt dual more than ever. The steward
regpeared suddenly in the doaway. | jumped up from
the @much so quickly that he gave astart.
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“What do youwant here?”’

“Close your port, sir—they are washing decks.”

“It isclosed,” | said, reddening.

“Very well, sir.” But he did nda move from the
doaway and returned my stare in an extraordinary,
equivocd manner for a time. Then his eyes wavered,
al his expresson changed, and in a voice unusualy
gentle, amost coaxingly:

“May | comein to take the empty cup away, sir?”’

“Of course!” | turned my badk on him while he
popped in and ou. Then | unhodked and closed the
doa and even pushed the balt. This ort of thing could
not go on very long. The cabin was as hot as an owven,
too. | took a pegp at my doule, and dscovered that he
had na moved, his arm was dill over his eyes; but his
chest heaved; his hair was wet; his chin glistened with
perspiration. | reated over him and opened the port.

“1 must show myself on cedk,” | refleded.

Of course, theoretically, | could dowhat | liked,
with no ore to say nay to me within the whole circle of
the horizon; but to lock my cabin doa and take the key
away | did na dare. Diredly | put my head aut of the
companion | saw the group d my two dficers, the
seand mate barefooted, the chief mate in long India
rubber boas, near the bred&k of the poop, and the
steward halfway down the poopladder talking to them
eagerly. He happened to cach sight of me and dved,
the second ran dowvn onthe main-dedk shouing some
order or other, and the chief mate came to meet me,
touching his cap.

There was a sort of curiosity in his eye that | did
not like. I donit know whether the steward had told
them that | was “queer” only, or downright drunk, bu |
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know the man meant to have a good look at me. |
watched him coming with a smile which, as he got into
point-blank range, took effect and froze his very
whiskers. | did na give him timeto open hislips.

“Square the yards by lifts and lraces before the
hands go to bre&fast.”

It was the first particular order | had given on
board that ship; and | stayed onded to seeit exeauted,
too. | had felt the need of asserting myself withou loss
of time. That sneering young cub got taken down a peg
or two on that occasion, and | aso seized the
oppatunity of having a goodlook at the faceof every
foremast man as they filed past me to go to the dter
braces. At bre&fast time, edaing nothing myself, |
presided with such frigid dignity that the two mates
were only too glad to escape from the cdin as onas
decency permitted; and all the time the dual working of
my mind dstraded me amost to the point of insanity.
| was constantly watching myself, my secret self, as
dependent on my adions as my own personality,
deguing in that bed, behind that doa which faced me
as | sat at the head of the table. It was very much like
being mad, oy it was worse becaise one was aware
of it.

| had to shake him for a solid minute, but when at
last he opened his eyes it was in the full possesson d
his snses, with an inquiring look.

“All’s well so far,” | whispered. “Now you must
vanish into the bathroom.”

He did so, as noiselessas a ghost, and then | rang
for the steward, and facing him baoldly, directed him to
tidy up my stateroom while | was having my bath—
“and be quick abou it.” As my tone amitted of no
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excuses, he said, “Yes, sir,” and ran df to fetch his
dustpan and krushes. | took a bath and dd most of my
dressng, splashing, and whistling softly for the
steward’s edification, whil e the secret sharer of my life
stood dawn up bdt upright in that littl e space hisface
looking very sunken in daylight, his eyelids lowered
under the stern, dark line of his eyebrows drawn
together by a slight frown.

When | left him there to go badk to my room the
steward was finishing dusting. | sent for the mate and
engaged him in some insignificant conversation. It
was, as it were, trifling with the terrific charader of his
whiskers, but my obed was to give him an
oppatunity for a good look at my cabin. And then |
could at last shut, with a clea conscience, the door of
my stateroom and get my doulde bad into the recessed
part. There was nothing else for it. He had to sit still on
a smal folding stodl, half smothered by the heavy
coats hanging there. We listened to the steward going
into the bathroom out of the saloon, filli ng the water
bottles there, scrubbing the bath, setting things to
rights, whisk, bang, clatter—out again into the
saloon—turn the key—click. Such was my scheme for
kegiing my second self invisible. Nothing better could
be mntrived under the circumstances. And there we
sat; | a my writing desk realy to appear busy with
some papers, he behind me out of sight of the door. It
would na have been prudent to talk in daytime; and |
could na have stoodthe excitement of that quee sense
of whispering to myself. Now and then, glancing ower
my shouder, | saw him far back there, sitting rigidly
on the low stodl, his bare feet close together, his arms
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folded, his head hanging on hs breast—and perfedly
still . Anybody would have taken him for me.

| was fascinated by it myself. Every moment | had
to glance over my shouder. | was looking at him when
avoiceoutside the doa said:

“Beg pardon,sir.”

“Well!” . .. | kept my eyes on hm, and so when
the voice outside the doa annourced, “There's a
ship’s boat coming our way, sir,” | saw him give a
start—the first movement he had made for hous. But
he did na raise hisbowed hea.

“All right. Get the ladder over.”

| hesitated. Shoud | whisper something to hm?
But what? His immobility seamed to have been never
disturbed. What could | tell him he did na know
aready?. . .Finaly | went on ced.



The skipper of the Sephora had a thin red whisker
al round hsface and the sort of complexion that goes
with hair of that color; aso the particular, rather
smeay shade of blue in the eyes. He was not exactly a
showy figure; his shouders were high, his gature but
middling—one leg dlightly more bandy than the other.
He shook hands, looking vaguely around. A spiritless
tenadty was his main characteristic, | judged. |
behaved with a padliteness which seaned to disconcert
him. Perhaps he was dy. He mumbled to me &s if he
were ashamed of what he was saying; gave his name
(it was omething like Archbdd—bu at this distance
of yeas | hardly am sure), his ship’s name, and a few
other particulars of that sort, in the manner of a
criminal making areluctant and ddeful confesson. He
had had terrible weaher on the passage out—terrible—
terrible—wife aoard, too.

By this time we were seated in the cdin and the
steward brought in a tray with a bottle and glasses.
“Thanks! No.” Never took liquar. Would have some
water, though. He drank two tumblerfuls. Terrible
thirsty work. Ever since daylight had been exploring
theislands round his sip.

“What was that for—fun?’ | asked, with an
appeaance of padliteinterest.

“No!” He sighed. “Painful duty.”

30



JOSEPH CONRAD 31

As he persisted in his mumbling and | wanted my
doule to hea every word, | hit upon the nation o
informing him that | regretted to say | was hard o
heaing.

“Such a young man, too!” he nodded, keeping his
smeay blue, unntelligent eyes fastened upon me.
“What was the caise of it—some disease?”’ he
inqured, withou the least sympathy and as if he
thought that, if so, I’d got no more than | deserved.

“Yes, diseasse,” | admitted in a deerful tone
which seamed to shock him. But my point was gained,
because he had to raise his voiceto give me histale. It
is not worth while to record that version. It was just
over two months snce dl this had happened, and he
had thouwght so much abou it that he seamed
completely mudded as to its beaings, bu ill
immensely impressed.

“What would you think of such a thing happening
on bard your own ship? I've had the Sephara for
these fifteen yeas. | am awell-known shipmaster.”

He was densely distressed—and perhaps | shoud
have sympathized with him if | had been able to detach
my mental vision from the unsuspeded sharer of my
cabin as thowgh he were my second self. There he was
on the other side of the bulkhead, four or five feet from
us, nomore, as we sat in the saloon | looked politely
at Captain Archbdd (if that was his name), bu it was
the other | saw, in a gray sleging suit, seaed onalow
stodl, his bare fed close together, his arms folded, and
every word said between us faling into the ers of his
dark head bowed on hs chest.

“l have been at sea now, man and loy, for seven-
and-thirty years, and I’ve never head of such a thing
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happening in an English ship. And that it shoud be my
ship. Wife on bard, too.”

| was hardly listening to him.

“Don't you think,” | said, “that the heary sea
which, you told me, came &oard just then might have
kill ed the man? | have seen the sheea weight of a sea
kill aman very nealy, by simply bre&king his ned.”

“Good God!” he uttered, impressvely, fixing his
smeay blue eyes on me. “The seal No man kill ed by
the sea &er looked like that.” He seemed positively
scandalized at my suggestion. And as | gazed at him
catanly not prepared for anything origina on hs part,
he alvanced his heal close to mine and thrust his
tongue out at me so suddenly that 1 couldn't help
starting back.

After scoring over my cdmness in this graphic
way he nodded wisdly. If | had seen the sight, he
asaured me, | would never forget it as long as | lived.
The weather was too ked to give the @rpse aproper
seaburial. So next day at dawn they took it up on the
poop,covering its face with a bit of burting; he read a
short prayer, and then, just as it was, in its oil skins and
long bods, they launched it amongst those
mourtainows ®as that seaned ready every moment to
swallow up the ship herself and the terrified lives on
board o her.

“That reefed foresail saved you,” | threw in.

“Under God—it did,” he exclaimed fervently. “It
was by a spedal mercy, | firmly believe, that it stood
some of those hurricane squall s.”

“It was the setting of that sail which—" | began.

“Gods own hand in it,” he interrupted me.
“Nothing lesscould have dore it. | don't mind telling
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you that | hardly dared give the order. It seemed
imposshble that we muld touch anything without losing
it, and then ou last hope would have been gore.”

The terror of that gale was on hm yet. | let him
go onfor abit, then said, casually—as if returning to a
minor subjed:

“You were very anxious to give up your mate to
the shore people, | believe?’

He was. To the law. His obscure tenadty on that
point had in it something incomprehensible and a littl e
awful; something, as it were, mysticd, qute goart from
his anxiety that he shoud na be suspeded of
“countenancing any doings of that sort.” Seven-and-
thirty virtuous years at seg of which over twenty of
immaallate ommand, and the last fifteen in the
Sephara, seemed to have laid him under some pitil ess
obligation.

“And you knov,” he went on, goping
shamefacedly amongst his fedings, “I did na engage
that young fellow. His people had some interest with
my owners. | was in a way forced to take him on. He
looked very smart, very gentlemanly, and al that. But
do you knov—I never liked hm, somehow. | am a
plain man. You see he wasn't exadly the sort for the
chief mate of aship likethe Sephara.”

| had become so conneded in thoughts and
impressons with the secret sharer of my cébin that |
felt asif 1, personaly, were being gven to uncerstand
that 1, too, was not the sort that would have dore for
the dief mate of a ship like the Sephara. | had no
doult of it in my mind.

“Not at all the style of man. You undrstand,” he
insisted, superfluously, looking hard at me.
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| smiled ubanely. He seemed at a loss for a
while.

“l suppcse | must report asuicide.”

“Beg pardon?”’

“Suicide! That's what I'll have to write to my
ownersdirectly | getin.”

“Unless you manage to recover him before
tomorrow,” | assented, dspassonately. . .. “l mean,
aive”

He mumbled something which | redly did na
cach, and | turned my ear to hm in a puzzled manner.
Hefairly bawled:

“The land—I say, the mainland is at least seven
miles off my anchorage.”

“Abou that.”

My lack of excitement, of curiosity, of surprise, of
any sort of pronourced interest, began to arouse his
distrust. But except for the felicitous pretense of
dedness | had na tried to pretend anything. | had felt
utterly incgpable of playing the part of ignorance
properly, and therefore was afraid to try. It is also
catan that he had brought some realy-made
suspicions with him, and that he viewed my politeness
as a strange and unratural phenomenon. And yet how
else ould | have receved hm? Not heatily! That was
impassble for psychoogicd reasons, which | need na
state here. My only obed was to keeg off his
inquries. Surlily? Yes, bu surliness might have
provoked a point-blank question. From its novelty to
him and from its nature, purctili ous courtesy was the
manner best calculated to restrain the man. But there
was the danger of his breaing through my defense
bluntly. I could na, I think, have met him by a dired
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lie, also for psychdogica (not moral) reasons. If he
had oy known how afraid | was of his putting my
feding of identity with the other to the test! But,
strangely enough—(1 thought of it only afterwards)—I
believe that he was nat a little disconceted by the
reverse side of that weird situation, by something in
me that reminded him of the man he was see&ing—
suggested a mysterious smilit ude to the young fellow
he had dstrusted and dsliked from the first.

However that might have been, the silence was
not very prolonged. He took ancther obli que step.

“l redkon | had no more than a two-mile pull to
your ship. Not a bit more.”

“And gute enough, too, in thisawful hea,” | said.

Ancther pause full of mistrust followed.
Necesgty, they say, is mother of invention, bu fear,
too, is nat barren of ingenious suggestions. And | was
afraid he would ask me point-blank for news of my
other self.

“Nice little saloon, isn't it?” | remarked, as if
naticing for the first time the way his eyes roamed
from one dosed doa to the other. “And very well
fitted ou, too. Here, for instance” | continued,
reahing ower the back of my seat negligently and
flinging the doar open, “is my bathroom.”

He made an eager movement, bu hardly gave it a
glance | got up, shut the doa of the bathroom, and
invited hm to have alook round, as if | were very
proud d my accommodation. He had to rise and be
shown round, bu he went through the businesswithou
any raptures whatever.

“And nov we'll have alook at my stateroom,” |
dedared, in a voice & loud as | dared to make it,
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crossng the cain to the starboard side with purposely
heavy steps.

He followed me in and gazed around. My
intelli gent doulde had vanished. | played my part.

“Very convenient—isn't it?’

Very nice Very comf . . ” He didn't finish and
went out brusquely as if to escgpe from some
unrighteous wiles of mine. But it was not to be. | had
been too frightened na to fed vengeful; | felt | had
him on the run, and I meant to keep him on the run.
My podlite insistence must have had something
menadng in it, because he gave in suddenly. And | did
not let him off a single item; mate’'s room, pantry,
storerooms, the very sail locker which was also under
the poop—te had to look into them all. When at last |
showed hm out on the quarter-ded he drew a long,
spirittess $gh, and mumbled dsmally that he must
redly be going back to his sip now. | desired my
mate, who had joined us, to seeto the catain’s boat.

The man of whiskers gave ablast on the whistle
which he used to wear hanging round hs neck, and
yelled, “Sephara’s away!” My doulde down there in
my cabin must have head, and certainly could not fed
more relieved than I. Four fellows came running out
from somewhere forward and went over the side, while
my own men, appearing on e too, lined the rail. |
escorted my visitor to the gangway ceremoniously, and
nealy overdid it. He was a tenadous beast. On the
very ladder he lingered, and in that unique, guiltily
conscientious manner of sticking to the paint:

“l say . ..you . ..you cbn't think that—"

| covered hisvoiceloudy:

“Certainly nat. . . .| am delighted. Good-by.”
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| had an idea of what he meant to say, and just
saved myself by the privilege of defedive heaing. He
was too shaken generally to insist, bu my mate, close
witness of that parting, looked mystified and hs face
took onathoughtful cast. As | did na want to appea
as if | wished to avoid all communicaion with my
officers, he had the opportunity to addressme.

“Seans avery nice man. His boat’s crew told our
chaps a very extraordinary story, if what | am told by
the steward is true. | suppcse you ted it from the
ceptain, sir?’

“Yes. | had astory from the catain.”

“A very horrible affair—isn’t it, sir?”

“Itis.”

“Beats al these tales we hea abou murders in
Y ankeeships.”

“l dont think it beas them. | don’'t think it
resembles them in the least.”

“Blessmy soul—you don’t say so! But of course
I’ve no agquaintance whatever with American ships,
not I, so I couldn't go against your knowledge. It's
horrible enough for me. . . . But the queaest part is
that those fellows seemed to have some ideathe man
was hidden aboard here. They had redly. Did you ever
hea of such athing?’

“Preposterous—isn’t it?”’

We were walking to and fro athwart the quarter-
ded. No onre of the crew forward could be seen (the
day was Sunday), and the mate pursued:

“There was some littl e dispute dou it. Our chaps
took dfense. ‘Asif we would harbor athing like that,’
they said. ‘Wouldn't you like to look for him in ou
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coa-hde? Quite atiff. But they made it upin the end.
| suppcse he did drown himself. Don't you, sir?’

“l don't suppase awything.”

“You have no doub in the matter, sir?”’

“None whatever.”

| left him suddenly. | felt | was producing a bad
impresson, bu with my doude down there it was
most trying to be on dedk. And it was aimost as trying
to be below. Altogether a nerve-trying situation. But
on the whale | felt lesstorn in two when | was with
him. There was no one in the whale ship whom | dared
take into my confidence. Since the hands had got to
know his gory, it would have been impossble to pass
him off for anyone dse, and an acddental discovery
was to be dreaded nowv more than ever. . . .

The steward being engaged in laying the table for
dinner, we could talk only with our eyes when | first
went down. Later in the afternoonwe had a cautious
try at whispering. The Sunday quietness of the ship
was against us; the still nessof air and water around her
was against us;, the dements, the men were against
us—everything was against us in ou seqet
partnership; time itself—for this coud na go on
forever. The very trust in Providence was, | suppose,
denied to hisguilt. Shall | confessthat this thought cast
me down very much? And as to the chapter of
acddents which counts for so much in the book d
success | could only hope that it was closed. For what
favorable accident could be expeded?

“Did you hear everything?’ were my first words
as on as we took up ou paosition side by side,
leaning over my bed pace.
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He had. And the proof of it was his eanest
whisper, “The man told you he hardly dared to give the
order.”

| understood the reference to be to that saving
foresall .

“Yes. He was afraid of it being lost in the
setting.”

“l asaure you he never gave the order. He may
think he did, bu he never gave it. He stood there with
me on the bre&k of the poopafter the main topsail blew
away, and whimpered abou our last hope—positively
whimpered abou it and nothing else—and the night
coming on! To hear one's Kipper go on like that in
such weaher was enough to drive ay fellow out of his
mind. It worked me up into a sort of desperation. | just
took it into my own hands and went away from him,
bailing, and—— But what’s the use telling you? You
know! . . . Do you think that if 1 had not been pretty
fierce with them | should have got the men to do
anything? Not It! The bo'sn perhaps? Perhaps! It
wasn't a heavy sea—it was a sea gone mad! | suppase
the end d the world will be something like that; and a
man may have the heat to seeit coming once and ke
dore with it—but to have to faceit day after day— |
don't blame anybody. | was predous littl e better than
the rest. Only—I was an dfficer of that old coal wagon,
anyhow—"

“l quite understand,” | conweyed that sincere
aswurance into his ea. He was out of breah with
whispering; | could hear him pant dlightly. It was all
very smple. The same strung-up force which had
given twenty-four men a dance, a least, for ther



40 THE SECRET SHARER

lives, had, in a sort of reail, crushed an unworthy
mutinous existence

But | had no leisure to weigh the merits of the
matter—footsteps in the saloon, a heavy knock.
“There’'s enough wind to get under way with, sir.”
Here was the cdl of a new clam upon my thoughts
and even uponmy fedings.

“Turn the hands up,” | cried through the doa.
“I"ll be on deck directly.”

| was going out to make the aguaintance of my
ship. Before | left the abin ou eyes met—the eyes of
the only two strangers on bard. | pointed to the
recessed part where the little canpstoo awaited him
and laid my finger on my lips. He made agesture—
somewhat vague—a littl e mysterious, accompanied by
afaint smile, asif of regret.

This is not the place to enlarge upon the
sensations of a man who feds for the first time aship
move under his fed to his own independent word. In
my case they were not unalloyed. | was nat wholly
alone with my command; for there was that stranger in
my cabin. Or rather, | was not completely and whally
with her. Part of me was absent. That mental feding of
being in two places at once dfected me physicdly asif
the mood d seaecy had penetrated my very soul.
Before an hou had elapsed since the ship had begunto
move, having accasion to ask the mate (he stood by my
side) to take acompassbeaing of the pagoda, | caught
myself reaching up to his ea in whispers. | say |
caught myself, bu enough had escaped to startle the
man. | can’'t describe it otherwise than by saying that
he shied. A grave, preoccupied manner, as though he
werein pasesson d some perplexing intelli gence, did
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not leave him henceforth. A little later | moved away
from the rail to look a the mmpass with such a
stedthy gait that the helmsman ndiced it—and | could
not help ndicing the unusual roundress of his eyes.
These ae trifling instances, though it's to no
commander’s advantage to be suspected of ludicrous
eccentricities. But | was also more seriously affeded.
There are to a seaman certain words, gestures, that
shoud in given condtions come & naturdly, as
instinctively as the winking of a menaceal eye. A
catan order shoud spring on to his lips withou
thinking; a certain sign shoud get itself made, so to
spe&k, withou reflection. But all unconscious alertness
had abandored me. | had to make an effort of will to
recdl myself back (from the cdin) to the condtions of
the moment. | felt that | was appeaing an irresolute
commander to those people who were watching me
more or lesscriticdly.

And, besides, there were the scares. On the
second day out, for instance, coming df the deck in
the dternoon (I had straw slippers on my bare fed) |
stopped a the open pantry doa and spoke to the
steward. He was doing something there with his badk
to me. At the sound d my voice he nearly jumped ou
of his «in, as the saying is, and incidentaly broke a
cup.

“What on earth’s the matter with you?” | asked,
astonished.

He was extremely confused. “Beg your pardon,
sir. | made sure you were in your cabin.”

“Youseel wasn't.”
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“No, sir. | coud have sworn | had head you
moving in there not a moment ago. It's most
extraordinary . . . \ery sorry, Sir.”

| passd on with an inward shudder. | was so
identified with my secret doule that | did na even
mention the fad in thase scanty, feaful whispers we
exchanged. | suppase he had made some slight noise of
some kind a other. It would have been miraculous if
he hadn’'t at one time or anather. And yet, haggard as
he @peared, he looked aways perfedly sef-
controlled, more than calm—almost invulnerable. On
my suggestion he remained almost entirely in the
bathroom, which, uponthe whole, was the safest place
There could be really no shadow of an excuse for
anyone e/er wanting to go in there, once the steward
had dore with it. It was a very tiny place Sometimes
he redined on the floor, his legs bent, his heal
sustained on ore dbow. At others | would find im on
the canpstod, sitting in his gray sleging suit and with
his cropped dark hair like apatient, unmoved convict.
At night | would smuggle him into my bed pace, and
we would whisper together, with the regular footfalls
of the officer of the watch passng and repassng ower
our hedas. It was an infinitely miserable time. It was
lucky that some tins of fine preserves were stowed in a
locker in my stateroom; hard bread | could always get
hod of; and so he lived on stewed chicken, paté de
foie gras, asparagus, cooked oysters, sardines—on all
sorts of abominable sham delicades out of tins. My
ealy-morning coffee he dways drank; and it was all |
dared dofor him in that resped.

Every day there was the horrible maneuvering to
go through so that my room and then the bathroom
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shoud be dore in the usua way. | came to hate the
sight of the steward, to abhar the voice of that harmless
man. | felt that it was he who would kring on the
disaster of discovery. It hung like a sword ower our
heads.

The fourth day out, | think (we were then working
down the east side of the Gulf of Siam, tack for tack, in
light winds and smooth water)—the fourth day, | say,
of this miserable juggling with the unavoidable, as we
sat at our evening med, that man, whaose dlightest
movement | dreaded, after putting dovn the dishes ran
up on ced busily. This coud na be dangerous.
Presently he came down again; and then it appeaed
that he had remembered a @at of mine which | had
thrown owver arail to dry after having been wetted in a
shower which had pased ower the ship in the
afternoon. Sitting stolidly at the head o the table |
becane terrified at the sight of the garment on his arm.
Of course he made for my door. There was no time to
lose.

“Steward,” | thundered. My nerves were so
shaken that | could na govern my voice and conced
my agitation. This was the sort of thing that made my
terrificadly whiskered mate tap his forehead with his
forefinger. | had detected hm using that gesture while
talking on dedk with a confidential air to the capenter.
It was too far to hear a word, bu | had no doubt that
this pantomime wuld only refer to the strange new
captain.

“Yes, dir,” the paefaced steward turned
resignedly to me. It was this maddening course of
being shoued at, checked withou rhyme or reason,
arbitrarily chased ou of my cabin, suddenly called into
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it, sent flying out of his pantry on incomprehensible
errands, that accourted for the growing wretchedness
of hisexpresson.

“Where are you going with that coat?’

“To your room, sir.”

“Isthere another shower coming?”’

“I'm sure | don't know, sir. Shall 1 go up again
andsee sir?”’

“No! never mind.”

My object was attained, as of course my other self
in there would have head everything that passd.
During thisinterlude my two dfficers never raised their
eyes off their respedive plates, but the lip o that
confounced cub, the seoond mate, quivered visibly.

| expeded the steward to hookmy coat on and
come out at once He was very slow abou it; but |
dominated my nervousness sifficiently not to shou
after him. Suddenly | became aware (it could be head
plainly enough) that the fellow for some reason a
other was opening the door of the bathroom. It was the
end. The placewas literally not big enough to swing a
ca in. My voicedied in my throat and | went stony all
over. | expeded to hea a yell of surprise ad terror,
and made a movement, bu had na the strength to get
on my legs. Everything remained still. Had my second
self taken the poa wretch by the throat? | don't know
what | could have done next moment if | had not seen
the steward come out of my room, close the doar, and
then stand quetly by the sideboard.

“Saved,” | thought. “But, no! Lost! Gone! He was
gone!”

I laid my knife and fork down and leaned badk in
my chair. My head swam. After a while, when
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sufficiently recovered to speek in a steady voice |
instructed my mate to pu the ship round at eight
0’ clock himself.

“lI won't come on cedk,” | went on. “I think I'll
turn in, and unlessthe wind shifts | don't want to be
disturbed before midnight. | fed a bit seedy.”

“You dd look middling ked a littl e while ago,”
the dhief mate remarked withou showing any gred
concern.

They both went out, and | stared at the steward
cleaing the table. There was nothing to be read onthat
wretched man’s face But why did he avoid my eyes, |
asked myself. Then | thought | shoud like to hear the
sound d hisvoice

“Steward!”

“Sir!” Startled as usual.

“Where did you hang up that coat?’

“In the bathroom, sir.” The usual anxious tone.
“It'snot quite dry yet, sir.”

For some time longer | sat in the auddy. Had my
douHle vanished as he had come? But of his coming
there was an explanation, whereas his disappearance
would beinexplicable. . . . | went lowly into my dark
room, shut the doa, lighted the lamp, and for a time
dared na turn round. When at last | did | saw him
standing badt-upright in the narrow recessed pert. It
would na be true to say | had a shock, bu an
irresistible doult of his bodily existenceflitted through
my mind. Can it be, | asked myself, that he is not
visible to aher eyes than mine? It was like being
haunted. Motionless with a grave face, he raised his
hands dightly at me in a gesture which meant clealy,
“Heavens! what a narrow escagpe!” Narrow indeed. |
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think | had come aeeping quietly as nea insanity as
any man who has nat actually gorne over the border.
That gesture restrained me, so to spek.

The mate with the terrific whiskers was now
putting the ship on the other tadk. In the moment of
profound silence which follows uponthe hands going
to their stations | head on the poop hs raised vace
“Hard aled” and the distant shou of the order repeaed
on the main-deck. The sails, in that light breeze, made
but a faint fluttering noise. It ceased. The ship was
coming roundslowly: | held my breah in the renewed
still nessof expedation; one wouldn't have thought that
there was a single living soul on her deds. A sudden
brisk shou, “Mainsail haul!” broke the spell, andin the
noisy cries and rush overhead of the men runnng away
with the main brace we two, davn in my cabin, came
together in ou usual position by the bed place

He did na wait for my question. “I heard hm
fumbling here and just managed to squat myself down
in the bath,” he whispered to me. “The fellow only
opened the doar and put hisarm in to hang the at up.
All the same—"

“l never thought of that,” | whispered badk, even
more gpaled than before & the doseness of the
shave, and marveling at that something unyielding in
his character which was carying him through so
finely. There was no agitation in his whisper. Whoever
was being driven dstracted, it was nat he. He was
sane. And the proof of his sanity was continued when
he took upthe whispering again.

“It would never dofor meto cometo lifeagain.”

It was omething that a ghost might have said.
But what he was aluding to was his old cegptain’s
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reluctant admisson d the theory of suicide. It would
obvioudly serve his turn—if | had urderstood at all the
view which seemed to gowrn the unaterable purpose
of hisadion.

“You must maroon me & 0N as ever you can
get amongst these islands off the Cambodge shore,” he
went on.

“Maroon you We ae not living in a boy's
adventure tale,” | protested. His scornful whispering
tookme up.

“We aen’'t indeed! There's nothing of a boy’'s
tale in this. But there’'s nothing else for it. | want no
more. You don't suppcse | am afraid of what can be
dore to me? Prison a gallows or whatever they may
please. But you dorit see me @mming badk to explain
such things to an dd fellow in a wig and twelve
respedable tradesmen, do you? What can they know
whether | am guilty or not—or of what | am guilty,
either? That's my affair. What does the Bible say?
‘Driven df the faceof the eath.” Very well, | am off
the faceof the earth now. As | came & night so | shall
go.”

“Imposgble!” | murmured. “Youcan't.”

“Can’'t? . . . Not naked like asoul on the Day of
Judgment. | shall freeze on to this deeing suit. The
Last Day is not yet—and . . .you have understood
thoroughly. Didn't you?’

| felt suddenly ashamed of myself. | may say truly
that | understood—and my hesitation in letting that
man swim away from my ship’s sde had been a mere
sham sentiment, a sort of cowardice.
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“It can’t be dore now till next night,” | breahed
out. “The ship is on the off-shore tack and the wind
may fail us.”

“As long as | know that you uncerstand,” he
whispered. “But of course you do. It's a great
satisfadion to have got somebody to understand. You
seam to have been there on pupose.” And in the same
whisper, as if we two whenever we talked had to say
things to ead ather which were nat fit for the world to
hea, he added, “It’ s very wonderful.”

We remained side by side talking in ou seaet
way—but sometimes silent or just exchanging a
whispered word or two at long intervals. And as usual
he stared through the port. A breah of wind came now
and again into ou faces. The ship might have been
moored in dack, so gently and onan even ked she
slipped through the water, that did nad murmur even at
our passage, shadowy and silent like aphantom sea

At midnight | went on ded, and to my mate’'s
gred surprise put the ship round onthe other tack. His
terrible whiskers flitted round me in silent criticism. |
catainly shodd na have doreiit if it had been orly a
question d getting out of that eepy gulf as quickly as
possble. | believe he told the second mate, who
relieved him, that it was a grea want of judgment. The
other only yawned. That intolerable aub shuffled about
so degily and lolled against the rail s in such a slad,
improper fashionthat | came down on hm sharply.

“Aren’t you properly awake yet?’

“Yes, sir! | am awake.”

“Well, then, be good enough to hdd yourself as if
you were. And keep a lookou. If there’'s any current
we'll be dosing with some islands before daylight.”
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The east side of the gulf is fringed with islands,
some solitary, others in groups. On the blue
badground d the high coast they seem to float on
silvery patches of cadm water, arid and gray, or dark
green and rounced like dumps of evergreen bushes,
with the larger ones, a mile or two long, showing the
outlines of ridges, ribs of gray rock under the dark
mantle of matted leafage. Unknown to trade, to travel,
amost to geography, the manner of life they harbor is
an ursolved seaet. There must be villages—
settlements of fishermen at least—on the largest of
them, and some mmunicaion with the world is
probably kept up by native aaft. But all that forenoon,
as we healed for them, fanned along by the faintest of
breezes, | saw no sign of man or canoe in the field of
the telescope | kept on pointing at the scatered group.

At noonl| have no orders for a change of course,
and the mate' s whiskers becane much concerned and
seamed to be offering themselves unduy to my notice
At last | said:

“l am going to stand right in. Quite in—as far as |
can take her.”

The stare of extreme surprise imparted an air of
ferocity also to hiseyes, and helooked truly terrific for
amoment.

“We're not doing well in the midde of the gulf,” |
continued, casualy. “1 am going to look for the land
breezes tonight.”

“Bless my soul! Do you mean, dir, in the dark
amongst the lot of al them isdands and reds and
shoals?’
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“Well—if there ae any regular land breezes at all
on this coast one must get close inshore to find them,
mustn’t one?”’

“Bless my soul!” he exclaimed again under his
breah. All that afternoon le wore a dreamy,
contemplative gpearance which in hm was a mark of
perplexity. After dinner | went into my stateroom as if
I meant to take some rest. There we two bent our dark
heals over a haf-unrolled chart lying on my bed.

“There,” | said. “It’s got to be Koh-ring. I’ ve been
looking at it ever since sunrise. It has got two hills and
a low point. It must be inhabited. And onthe mast
oppasite there is what looks like the mouth of a biggish
river—with some towns, no doul, na far up. It's the
best chance for youthat | can see”

“Anything. Koh-ring let it be.”

He looked thoughtfully at the dhart asif surveying
chances and distances from a lofty heght—and
following with his eyes his own figure wandering on
the blank land d Cochin-China, and then passng off
that piece of paper clean ou of sight into urcharted
regions. And it was as if the ship had two cegptains to
plan her course for her. | had been so worried and
restless running up and davn that | had na had the
patience to dress that day. | had remained in my
dequing suit, with straw dlippers and a soft floppy hat.
The doseness of the heat in the gulf had been most
oppressve, and the crew were used to seedng me
wandering in that airy attire.

“She will clear the south pant as e heads now,”
| whispered into his ea. “Goodressonly knows when,
though, bu certainly after dark. I’'ll edge her in to half
amile, asfar as| may be able to judge in the dark—’
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“Be caeful,” he murmured, warningly—and |
redized suddenly that all my future, the only future for
which | was fit, would perhaps go irretrievably to
pieces in any mishap to my first command.

| could na stop a moment longer in the room. |
motioned him to get out of sight and made my way on
the poop. That undayful cub had the watch. | walked
up and davn for a while thinking things out, then
bedkoned him over.

“Send a wupe of hands to open the two querter-
de pots,” | said, mildly.

He adually had the impudence, or else so forgot
himself in his wonder at such an incomprehensible
order, asto repeat:

“Open the quarter-dedk ports! What for, sir?’

“The only reason you need concern yourself about
is because | tell you to do so. Have them open wide
and fastened properly.”

He reddened and went off, bu | believe made
some jeaing remark to the carpenter as to the sensible
pradice of ventilating a ship’s quarter-deck. | know he
popped into the mate’'s cabin to impart the fact to him
becaise the whiskers came on ek, as it were by
chance, and stole glances at me from below—for signs
of lunacy or drunkenness, | suppcse.

A littl e before supper, feding more restless than
ever, | rgjoined, for a moment, my second self. And to
find hm sditting so quietly was arprising, like
something against nature, inhuman.

| developed my plan in a hurried whisper.

“l shall standin as close & | dare and then put her
round.| will presently find means to smuggle you ou
of here into the sail | ocker, which communicaes with
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the lobby. But there is an opening, a sort of square for
hauling the sails out, which gives draight on the
quarter-ded and which is never closed in fine weather,
SO as to give ar to the sails. When the ship’s way is
deadened in stays and all the hands are &t at the main
braces you will have aclea road to slip ou and get
overboard through the open quarter-deck part. I've had
them both fastened up. Use arope's end to lower
yourself into the water so as to avoid a splash—you
know. It coud be head and cause some beastly
complicaion”

He kept silent for a while, then whispered, “I
understand.”

“lI won't be there to seeyou go,” | began with an
effort. “The rest . . . 1 only hope | have understood,
too”

“You have. From first to last”—and for the first
time there seaned to be afaltering, something strained
in his whisper. He caight hdd o my arm, but the
ringing of the supper bell made me start. He didn't
though; he only released his grip.

After supper | didn't come below again till well
past eight 0’ clock. The faint, stealy breeze was |oaded
with dew; and the wet, darkened sails held all there
was of propelling power in it. The night, clea and
starry, sparkled darkly, and the opague, lightless
patches shifting slowly against the low stars were the
drifting isets. On the port bow there was a big one
more distant and shadowily impaosing by the grea
spaceof sky it eclipsed.

On opening the doar | had abadk view of my very
own self looking at a dart. He had come out of the
recessand was ganding nea the table.
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“Quite dark enough,” | whispered.

He stepped badk and leaned against my bed with a
level, quet glance | sat onthe @much. We had nothing
to say to each aher. Over our heads the officer of the
watch moved here and there. Then | heard hm move
quickly. | knew what that meant. He was making for
the companion; and presently his voice was outside my
doa.

“We ae drawing in pretty fast, sir. Land looks
rather close.”

“Very well,” | answered. “I am coming on deck
diredly.”

| waited till he was gone out of the auddy, then
rose. My doulde moved too. The time had come to
exchange our last whispers, for neither of us was ever
to hea each ather’s natural voice

“Look here!” | opened a drawer and took ou
three sovereigns. “Take this anyhow. I've got six and
I’d give you the lot, ony | must keep alittle money to
buy some fruit and vegetables for the aew from native
boats as we go through Sunda Straits.”

He shook his head.

“Take it,” | urged him, whispering desperately.
“No ore can tell what—"

He smiled and slapped meaningly the only pocket
of the slegping jacket. It was nat safe, certainly. But |
produwced a large old silk handkerchief of mine, and
tying the three pieces of gold in a corner, pressed it on
him. He was touched, | suppcsed, because he took it at
last andtied it quickly round hswaist under the jacket,
on hsbare skin.

Our eyes met; several seconds elapsed, till, our
glances dill mingled, | extended my hand and turned
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the lamp ou. Then | passed through the auddy, leaving
the doa of my room wide open. . . .“ Steward!”

He was dill lingering in the pantry in the
greanessof his zed, giving a rub-up to a plated cruet
stand the last thing before going to bed. Being careful
not to wake up the mate, whase room was oppdasite, |
spokein an uncertone.

He looked roundanxioudy. “Sir!”

“Can you et me a little hot water from the
galey?

“l am afraid, sir, the galey fire's been ou for
some time now.”

“Go and see”

He flew up the stairs.

“Now,” | whispered, loudy, into the saloon—too0
loudy, perhaps, bu | was afraid | couldn’t make a
sound. He was by my side in an instant—the doulde
captain dipped past the stairs—through a tiny dark
passage . . . adliding door. We were in the sail | ocker,
scrambling on our knees over the sails. A sudden
thought struck me. | saw myself wandering barefooted,
bareheaded, the sun bedaing on my dark pdl. |
snatched off my floppy hat and tried huriedly in the
dark to ram it on my other self. He dodged and fended
off silently. I wonder what he thought had come to me
before he understood and suddenly desisted. Our hands
met gropingly, lingered unted in a steady, motionless
clasp for asemnd. . . .No word was breghed by either
of us when they separated.

| was danding quietly by the pantry doa when
the steward returned.

“Sorry, sir. Kettle barely warm. Shall | light the
spirit lamp?”’
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“Never mind.”

| came out on dedk slowly. It was now a matter of
conscience to shave the land as close & passble—for
now he must go owerboard whenever the ship was put
in stays. Must! There could be no going back for him.
After amoment | walked over to leeward and my heat
flew into my mouth at the nearnessof the land onthe
bow. Under any other circumstances | would na have
held on a minute longer. The second mate had
followed me awxioudly.

| looked ontill | felt | could command my voice.

“She will weaher,” | said thenin aquiet tone.

“Are you going to try that, sir?” he stammered ou
increduloudly.

| took no ndice of him and raised my tone just
enough to be heard by the helmsman.

“Kee her goodfull.”

“Goodfull, sir.”

The wind fanned my cheek, the sails dept, the
world was slent. The strain of watching the dark loom
of the land grow bigger and denser was too much for
me. | had shut my eyes—becaise the ship must go
closer. She must! The till ness was intolerable. Were
we standing stil1?

When | opened my eyes the semnd vew started
my heart with athump. The blad southern hill of Koh-
ring seamed to hang right over the ship like atowering
fragment of everlasting night. On that enormous mass
of bladkness there was not a gleam to be seen, not a
soundto be head. It was gliding irresistibly towards us
and yet seaned aready within read of the hand. | saw
the vague figures of the watch grouped in the waist,
gazing in awed silence
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“Are you going on, sir?’ inqured an ursteady
voice & my elbow.

| ignored it. | had to go on.

“Kee her full. Don't chedk her way. That won't
do naw,” | said, warningly.

“l can't see the sails very well,” the helmsman
answered me, in strange, quavering tones.

Was de dose enough? Already she was, | won't
say in the shadow of the land, bu in the very blackness
of it, already swallowed up as it were, gone too close
to berecaled, gone from me dtogether.

“Give the mate acall,” | said to the young man
who stood at my elbow as dill as deah. “And turn all
handsup.”

My tone had a borrowed loudress reverberated
from the height of the land. Several voices cried ou
together: “We ae dl on de, sir.”

Then dtillness again, with the great shadow
gliding closer, towering higher, withou a light,
withou a sound. Such a hush had fallen on the ship
that she might have been a bark of the dea floating in
slowly under the very gate of Erebus.

“My God! Where ae we?’

It was the mate moaning at my elbow. He was
thunderstruck, and as it were deprived of the moral
suppat of his whiskers. He dapped his hands and
absolutely cried ou, “Lost!”

“Bequiet,” | said, sternly.

He lowered his tone, bu | saw the shadowy
gesture of his despair. “W hat are we doing here?”’

“Looking for theland wind.”

He made & if to tea his hair, and addressed me
recklesdy.
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“She will never get out. You have dore it, sir. |
knew it'd end in something like this. She will never
wedher, and you are too close now to stay. She'll drift
ashore before she’ sround. O my God!”

| caught his arm as he was raising it to batter his
poa devoted head, and shookit violently.

“She’s ashore dready,” he wailed, trying to tea
himself away.

“Is de?. . .Kee goodfull there!”

“Good full, sir,” cried the helmsman in a
frightened, thin, childlike voice

| hadn't let go the mate’'s arm and went on
shaking it. “Realy about, do you hea? You go
forward”—shake—"and stop there’—shake—"and
had your noise’—shake—"and see these head-sheds
properly overhauled”—shake, shake—shake.

Andall thetime | dared na look towards the land
lest my heart shoud fail me. | released my grip at last
and heran forward asif fleang for dear life.

| wondered what my doule there in the sail
locker thought of this commotion. He was able to hea
everything—and perhaps he was able to understand
why, on my conscience, it had to be thus close—no
less My first order “Hard aled” re-echoed aminously
under the towering shadow of Kohring as if | had
shoued in a mountain gage. And then | watched the
land intently. In that smooth water and light wind it
was impaossble to fed the ship coming-to. No! | could
not fed her. And my seoond self was making now
ready to ship ou and lower himself overboard. Perhaps
hewas gone dready . . .?

The grea black mass broodng over our very
mastheads began to pivot away from the ship’s side
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silently. And now | forgot the secret stranger ready to
depart, and remembered orly that | was a total stranger
to the ship. | did nat know her. Would she do it? How
was dheto be handed?

| swung the mainyard and waited helplesdy. She
was perhaps gopped, and her very fate hung in the
balance with the black massof Koh-ring like the gate
of the everlasting night towering over her taffrail.
What would she do nov? Had she way on her yet? |
stepped to the side swiftly, and onthe shadowy water |
could see nothing except a faint phospharescent flash
reveding the glassy smoothness of the sleeping
surface. It was impaossble to tell—and | had na
leaned yet the fed of my ship. Was she moving? What
| needed was omething easily seen, a piece of paper,
which | could throw overboard and watch. |1 had
nothing on me. To run down for it | didn't dare. There
was no time. All a once my strained, yeaning stare
distinguished a white objed floating within a yard o
the ship’s sde. White on the blak water. A
phasphaescent flash passed under it. What was that
thing? . . . | recognized my own floppy hat. It must
have falen off hishead . . .and he didn't bother. Now
| had what | wanted—the saving mark for my eyes.
But | hardly thought of my other self, nov gone from
the ship, to be hidden forever from all friendy faces, to
be afugitive and a vagabond onthe eath, with no
brand o the arse on his sane forehead to stay a
daying hand . . .too roud to explain.

And | watched the hat—the epresson d my
sudden pity for his mere flesh. It had been meant to
save his homeless head from the dangers of the sun.
And nov—behadd—it was saving the ship, by serving



JOSEPH CONRAD 59

me for a mark to help ou the ignorance of my
strangeness Hal It was drifting forward, warning me
just in time that the ship had gathered sternway.

“Shift the helm,” | said in a low voice to the
seaman standing still li ke astatue.

The man’s eyes glistened wildly in the binnade
light as he jumped round to the other side and spun
roundthe whesl.

| walked to the bre& of the poop.On the over-
shadowed dedk al hands good by the forebraces
waiting for my order. The stars ahead seemed to be
gliding from right to left. And all was @ till in the
world that |1 heard the quiet remark, “She’'s round;
passed in atone of intense reli ef between two seamen.

“Let go and haul.”

The foreyards ran roundwith agreat noise, amidst
cheay cries. And nav the frightful whiskers made
themselves heard giving various orders. Already the
ship was drawing ahead. And | was aone with her.
Nothing! no ore in the world shoud stand now
between us, throwing a shadow on the way of silent
knowledge and mute dfedion, the perfed communion
of a seanan with hisfirst command.

Walking to the taffrail, I was in time to make out,
on the very edge of a darknessthrown by a towering
bladk mass like the very gateway of Erebus—yes, I
was in time to cach an evanescent glimpse of my
white hat left behind to mark the spot where the seaet
sharer of my cebin and d my thoughts, as though he
were my seoond self, had lowered hmsdf into the
water to take his punishment: a free man, a proud
swimmer striking out for a new destiny.
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