JDKEK
JIOHN0H

DUTCERCOEE G s il )
QOIFEIE RS BORES



Hxexk Jlongon

Dutch Courage and Other Stories

http://www.litres.ru/pages/biblio_book/?art=25291795
Dutch Courage and Other Stories:



Conep:kanue

DUTCH COURAGE

TYPHOON OFF THE COAST OF JAPAN
THE LOST POACHER

KoHerl 03HaKOMHTENTBHOTO (pparMeHTa.

10
24
32
37



Jack London
Dutch Courage
and Other Stories

PREFACE

"I've never written a line that I'd be ashamed for my young
daughters to read, and I never shall write such a line!"

Thus Jack London, well along in his career. And thus almost
any collection of his adventure stories is acceptable to young
readers as well as to their elders. So, in sorting over the few
manuscripts still unpublished in book form, while most of them
were written primarily for boys and girls, I do not hesitate to
include as appropriate a tale such as "Whose Business Is to Live."

Number two of the present group, "Typhoon Off the Coast
of Japan," is the first story ever written by Jack London for
publication. At the age of seventeen he had returned from his
deep-water voyage in the sealing schooner Sophie Sutherland,
and was working thirteen hours a day for forty dollars a month in
an Oakland, California, jute mill. The San Francisco Call offered
a prize of twenty-five dollars for the best written descriptive
article. Jack's mother, Flora London, remembering that I had
excelled in his school "compositions," urged him to enter the



contest by recalling some happening of his travels. Grammar
school, years earlier, had been his sole disciplined education. But
his wide reading, worldly experience, and extraordinary powers
of observation and correlation, enabled him to command first
prize. It is notable that the second and third awards went to
students at California and Stanford universities.

Jack never took the trouble to hunt up that old San Francisco
Call of November 12, 1893; but when I came to write his
biography, "The Book of Jack London," I unearthed the issue,
and the tale appears intact in my English edition, published in
1921. And now, gathering material for what will be the final Jack
London collections, I cannot but think that his first printed story
will have unusual interest for his readers of all ages.

The boy Jack's unexpected success in that virgin venture
naturally spurred him to further effort. It was, for one thing,
the pleasantest way he had ever earned so much money, even
if it lacked the element of physical prowess and danger that
had marked those purple days with the oyster pirates, and, later,
equally exciting passages with the Fish Patrol. He only waited to
catch up on sleep lost while hammering out "Typhoon Off the
Coast of Japan," before applying himself to new fiction. That
was what was the matter with it: it was sheer fiction in place
of the white-hot realism of the "true story" that had brought
him distinction. This second venture he afterward termed "gush."
It was promptly rejected by the editor of the Call. Lacking
experience in such matters, Jack could not know why. And it did



not occur to him to submit his manuscript elsewhere. His fire was
dampened; he gave over writing and continued with the jute mill
and innocent social diversion in company with Louis Shattuck
and his friends, who had superseded Jack's wilder comrades
and hazards of bay- and sea-faring. This period, following the
publication of "Typhoon Off the Coast of Japan," is touched
upon in his book "John Barleycorn."

The next that one hears of attempts at writing is when, during
his tramping episode, he showed some stories to his aunt, Mrs.
Everhard, in St. Joseph, Michigan. And in the ensuing months
of that year, 1894, she received other romances mailed at his
stopping places along the eastward route, alone or with Kelly's
Industrial Army. As yet it had not sunk into his consciousness
that his unyouthful knowledge of life in the raw would be
the means of success in literature; therefore he discoursed of
imaginary things and persons, lords and ladies, days of chivalry
and what not — anything but out of his priceless first-hand lore.
At the same time, however, he kept a small diary which, in the
days when he had found himself, helped in visualizing his tramp
life, in "The Road."

The only out and out "juvenile" in the Jack London list prior
to his death is "The Cruise of the Dazzler," published in 1902. At
that it is a good and authentic maritime study of its kind, and not
lacking in honest thrills. "Tales of the Fish Patrol" comes next
as a book for boys; but the happenings told therein are perilous
enough to interest many an older reader.



I am often asked which of his books have made the strongest
appeal to youth. The impulse is to answer that it depends upon
the particular type of youth. As example, there lies before me a
letter from a friend: "Ruth (she is eleven) has been reading every
book of your husband's that she can get hold of. She is crazy over
the stories. I have bought nearly all of them, but cannot find 'The
Son of the Wolf,' 'Moon Face,' and 'Michael Brother of Jerry.'
Will you tell me where I can order these?" I have not yet learned
Ruth's favorites; but I smile to myself at thought of the re-reading
she may have to do when her mind has more fully developed.

The youth of every country who read Jack London naturally
turn to his adventure stories — particularly "The Call of the Wild"
and its companion "White Fang," "The Sea Wolf," "The Cruise
of the Snark," and my own journal, "The Log of the Snark,"
and "Our Hawaii," "Smoke Bellew Tales," "Adventure," "The
Mutiny of the Elsinore," as well as "Before Adam," "The Game,"
"The Abysmal Brute," "The Road," "Jerry of the Islands" and
its sequel "Michael Brother of Jerry." And because of the last
named, the youth of many lands are enrolling in the famous
Jack London Club. This was inspired by Dr. Francis H. Bowley,
President of the Massachusetts S.P.C.A. The Club expects no
dues. Membership is automatic through the mere promise to
leave any playhouse during an animal performance. The protest
thereby registered is bound, in good time, to do away with the
abuses that attend animal training for show purposes. "Michael
Brother of Jerry" was written out of Jack London's heart of love



and head of understanding of animals, aided by a years'-long
study of the conditions of which he treats. Incidentally this book
contains one of the most charming bits of seafaring romance of
the Southern Ocean that he ever wrote.

During the Great War, the English speaking soldiers called
freely for the foregoing novels, dubbing them "The Jacklondons";
and there was also lively demand for "Burning Daylight," "The
Scarlet Plague," "The Star Rover," "The Little Lady of the Big
House," "The Valley of the Moon," and, because of its prophetic
spirit, "The Iron Heel." There was likewise a desire for the short-
story collections, such as "The God of His Fathers," "Children
of the Frost," "The Faith of Men," "Love of Life," "Lost Face,"
"When God Laughs," and later groups like "South Sea Tales," "A
Son of the Sun," "The Night Born," and "The House of Pride,"
and a long list beside.

But for the serious minded youth of America, Great Britain,
and all countries where Jack London's work has been translated
— youth considering life with a purpose — "Martin Eden" is the
beacon. Passing years only augment the number of messages that
find their way to me from near and far, attesting the worth to
thoughtful boys and girls, young men and women, of the author's
own formative struggle in life and letters as partially outlined in
"Martin Eden."

The present sheaf of young folk's stories were written during
the latter part of that battle for recognition, and my gathering of
them inside book covers is pursuant of his own intention at the



time of his death on November 22, 1916.
CHARMIAN LONDON.

Jack London Ranch,

Glen Ellen, Sonoma County, California

August 1, 1922



DUTCH COURAGE

"Just our luck!"

Gus Lafee finished wiping his hands and sullenly threw the
towel upon the rocks. His attitude was one of deep dejection. The
light seemed gone out of the day and the glory from the golden
sun. Even the keen mountain air was devoid of relish, and the
early morning no longer yielded its customary zest.

"Just our luck!" Gus repeated, this time avowedly for the
edification of another young fellow who was busily engaged in
sousing his head in the water of the lake.

"What are you grumbling about, anyway?" Hazard Van Dorn
lifted a soap-rimmed face questioningly. His eyes were shut.
"What's our luck?"

"Look there!" Gus threw a moody glance skyward. "Some
duffer's got ahead of us. We've been scooped, that's all!"

Hazard opened his eyes, and caught a fleeting glimpse of a
white flag waving arrogantly on the edge of a wall of rock nearly
a mile above his head. Then his eyes closed with a snap, and
his face wrinkled spasmodically. Gus threw him the towel, and
uncommiseratingly watched him wipe out the offending soap.
He felt too blue himself to take stock in trivialities.

Hazard groaned.

"Does it hurt — much?" Gus queried, coldly, without interest,
as if it were no more than his duty to ask after the welfare of



his comrade.

"I guess it does," responded the suffering one.

"Soap's pretty strong, eh? — Noticed it myself."

""Tisn't the soap. It's —it's that!" He opened his reddened eyes
and pointed toward the innocent white little flag. "That's what
hurts."

Gus Lafee did not reply, but turned away to start the fire and
begin cooking breakfast. His disappointment and grief were too
deep for anything but silence, and Hazard, who felt likewise,
never opened his mouth as he fed the horses, nor once laid
his head against their arching necks or passed caressing fingers
through their manes. The two boys were blind, also, to the
manifold glories of Mirror Lake which reposed at their very feet.
Nine times, had they chosen to move along its margin the short
distance of a hundred yards, could they have seen the sunrise
repeated; nine times, from behind as many successive peaks,
could they have seen the great orb rear his blazing rim; and nine
times, had they but looked into the waters of the lake, could they
have seen the phenomena reflected faithfully and vividly. But all
the Titanic grandeur of the scene was lost to them. They had been
robbed of the chief pleasure of their trip to Yosemite Valley.
They had been frustrated in their long-cherished design upon
Half Dome, and hence were rendered disconsolate and blind to
the beauties and the wonders of the place.

Half Dome rears its ice-scarred head fully five thousand feet
above the level floor of Yosemite Valley. In the name itself of this



great rock lies an accurate and complete description. Nothing
more nor less is it than a cyclopean, rounded dome, split in half
as cleanly as an apple that is divided by a knife. It is, perhaps,
quite needless to state that but one-half remains, hence its name,
the other half having been carried away by the great ice-river in
the stormy time of the Glacial Period. In that dim day one of
those frigid rivers gouged a mighty channel from out the solid
rock. This channel to-day is Yosemite Valley. But to return to
the Half Dome. On its northeastern side, by circuitous trails and
stiff climbing, one may gain the Saddle. Against the slope of
the Dome the Saddle leans like a gigantic slab, and from the
top of this slab, one thousand feet in length, curves the great
circle to the summit of the Dome. A few degrees too steep for
unaided climbing, these one thousand feet defied for years the
adventurous spirits who fixed yearning eyes upon the crest above.

One day, a couple of clear-headed mountaineers had
proceeded to insert iron eye-bolts into holes which they drilled
into the rock every few feet apart. But when they found
themselves three hundred feet above the Saddle, clinging like
flies to the precarious wall with on either hand a yawning abyss,
their nerves failed them and they abandoned the enterprise. So it
remained for an indomitable Scotchman, one George Anderson,
finally to achieve the feat. Beginning where they had left off,
drilling and climbing for a week, he had at last set foot upon that
awful summit and gazed down into the depths where Mirror Lake
reposed, nearly a mile beneath.



In the years which followed, many bold men took advantage
of the huge rope ladder which he had put in place; but one winter
ladder, cables and all were carried away by the snow and ice.
True, most of the eye-bolts, twisted and bent, remained. But few
men had since essayed the hazardous undertaking, and of those
few more than one gave up his life on the treacherous heights,
and not one succeeded.

But Gus Lafee and Hazard Van Dorn had left the smiling
valley-land of California and journeyed into the high Sierras,
intent on the great adventure. And thus it was that their
disappointment was deep and grievous when they awoke on this
morning to receive the forestalling message of the little white
flag.

"Camped at the foot of the Saddle last night and went up at the
first peep of day," Hazard ventured, long after the silent breakfast
had been tucked away and the dishes washed.

Gus nodded. It was not in the nature of things that a youth's
spirits should long remain at low ebb, and his tongue was
beginning to loosen.

"Guess he's down by now, lying in camp and feeling as big as
Alexander," the other went on. "And I don't blame him, either;
only I wish it were we."

"You can be sure he's down," Gus spoke up at last. "It's mighty
warm on that naked rock with the sun beating down on it at this
time of year. That was our plan, you know, to go up early and
come down early. And any man, sensible enough to get to the



top, is bound to have sense enough to do it before the rock gets
hot and his hands sweaty."

"And you can be sure he didn't take his shoes with, him."
Hazard rolled over on his back and lazily regarded the speck of
flag fluttering briskly on the sheer edge of the precipice. "Say!"
He sat up with a start. "What's that?"

A metallic ray of light flashed out from the summit of Half
Dome, then a second and a third. The heads of both boys were
craned backward on the instant, agog with excitement.

"What a duffer!" Gus cried. "Why didn't he come down when
it was cool?"

Hazard shook his head slowly, as if the question were too deep
for immediate answer and they had better defer judgment.

The flashes continued, and as the boys soon noted, at irregular
intervals of duration and disappearance. Now they were long,
now short; and again they came and went with great rapidity, or
ceased altogether for several moments at a time.

"I have it!" Hazard's face lighted up with the coming of
understanding. "I have it! That fellow up there is trying to talk
to us. He's flashing the sunlight down to us on a pocket-mirror —
dot, dash; dot, dash; don't you see?"

The light also began to break in Gus's face. "Ah, I know! It's
what they do in war-time — signaling. They call it heliographing,
don't they? Same thing as telegraphing, only it's done without
wires. And they use the same dots and dashes, t0o."

"Yes, the Morse alphabet. Wish I knew it."



"Same here. He surely must have something to say to us, or
he wouldn't be kicking up all that rumpus."

Still the flashes came and went persistently, till Gus
exclaimed: "That chap's in trouble, that's what's the matter with
him! Most likely he's hurt himself or something or other."

"Go on!" Hazard scouted.

Gus got out the shotgun and fired both barrels three times in
rapid succession. A perfect flutter of flashes came back before
the echoes had ceased their antics. So unmistakable was the
message that even doubting Hazard was convinced that the man
who had forestalled them stood in some grave danger.

"Quick, Gus," he cried, "and pack! I'll see to the horses. Our
trip hasn't come to nothing, after all. We've got to go right up
Half Dome and rescue him. Where's the map? How do we get
to the Saddle?"

""Taking the horse-trail below the Vernal Falls," Gus read
from the guide-book, "'one mile of brisk traveling brings the
tourist to the world-famed Nevada Fall. Close by, rising up in all
its pomp and glory, the Cap of Liberty stands guard — "

"Skip all that!" Hazard impatiently interrupted. "The trail's
what we want."

"Oh, here it is! 'Following the trail up the side of the fall
will bring you to the forks. The left one leads to Little Yosemite
Valley, Cloud's Rest, and other points.""

"Hold on; that'll do! I've got it on the map now," again
interrupted Hazard. "From the Cloud's Rest trail a dotted line

"



leads off to Half Dome. That shows the trail's abandoned. We'll
have to look sharp to find it. It's a day's journey."

"And to think of all that traveling, when right here we're at
the bottom of the Dome!" Gus complained, staring up wistfully
at the goal.

"That's because this is Yosemite, and all the more reason for
us to hurry. Come on! Be lively, now!"

Well used as they were to trail life, but few minutes sufficed
to see the camp equipage on the backs of the packhorses and
the boys in the saddle. In the late twilight of that evening they
hobbled their animals in a tiny mountain meadow, and cooked
coffee and bacon for themselves at the very base of the Saddle.
Here, also, before they turned into their blankets, they found the
camp of the unlucky stranger who was destined to spend the night
on the naked roof of the Dome.

Dawn was brightening into day when the panting lads threw
themselves down at the summit of the Saddle and began taking
off their shoes. Looking down from the great height, they seemed
perched upon the ridgepole of the world, and even the snow-
crowned Sierra peaks seemed beneath them. Directly below, on
the one hand, lay Little Yosemite Valley, half a mile deep; on
the other hand, Big Yosemite, a mile. Already the sun's rays
were striking about the adventurers, but the darkness of night
still shrouded the two great gulfs into which they peered. And
above them, bathed in the full day, rose only the majestic curve
of the Dome.



"What's that for?" Gus asked, pointing to a leather-shielded
flask which Hazard was securely fastening in his shirt pocket.

"Dutch courage, of course," was the reply. "We'll need all our
nerve in this undertaking, and a little bit more, and," he tapped
the flask significantly, "here's the little bit more."

"Good idea," Gus commented.

How they had ever come possessed of this erroneous idea, it
would be hard to discover; but they were young yet, and there
remained for them many uncut pages of life. Believers, also,
in the efficacy of whisky as a remedy for snake-bite, they had
brought with them a fair supply of medicine-chest liquor. As yet
they had not touched it.

"Have some before we start?" Hazard asked.

Gus looked into the gulf and shook his head. "Better wait till
we get up higher and the climbing is more ticklish."

Some seventy feet above them projected the first eye-bolt. The
winter accumulations of ice had twisted and bent it down till it
did not stand more than a bare inch and a half above the rock
— a most difficult object to lasso as such a distance. Time and
again Hazard coiled his lariat in true cowboy fashion and made
the cast, and time and again was he baffled by the elusive peg.
Nor could Gus do better. Taking advantage of inequalities in the
surface, they scrambled twenty feet up the Dome and found they
could rest in a shallow crevice. The cleft side of the Dome was
so near that they could look over its edge from the crevice and
gaze down the smooth, vertical wall for nearly two thousand feet.



It was yet too dark down below for them to see farther.

The peg was now fifty feet away, but the path they must cover
to get to it was quite smooth, and ran at an inclination of nearly
fifty degrees. It seemed impossible, in that intervening space, to
find a resting-place. Either the climber must keep going up, or he
must slide down; he could not stop. But just here rose the danger.
The Dome was sphere-shaped, and if he should begin to slide, his
course would be, not to the point from which he had started and
where the Saddle would catch him, but off to the south toward
Little Yosemite. This meant a plunge of half a mile.

"I'll try it," Gus said simply.

They knotted the two lariats together, so that they had over a
hundred feet of rope between them; and then each boy tied an
end to his waist.

"If 1 slide," Gus cautioned, "come in on the slack and brace
yourself. If you don't, you'll follow me, that's all!"

"Ay, ay!" was the confident response. "Better take a nip before
you start?"

Gus glanced at the proffered bottle. He knew himself and of
what he was capable. "Wait till I make the peg and you join me.
All ready?"

"Ay."

He struck out like a cat, on all fours, clawing energetically as
he urged his upward progress, his comrade paying out the rope
carefully. At first his speed was good, but gradually it dwindled.
Now he was fifteen feet from the peg, now ten, now eight — but



going, oh, so slowly! Hazard, looking up from his crevice, felt a
contempt for him and disappointment in him. It did look easy.
Now Gus was five feet away, and after a painful effort, four feet.
But when only a yard intervened, he came to a standstill — not
exactly a standstill, for, like a squirrel in a wheel, he maintained
his position on the face of the Dome by the most desperate
clawing.

He had failed, that was evident. The question now was, how
to save himself. With a sudden, catlike movement he whirled
over on his back, caught his heel in a tiny, saucer-shaped
depression and sat up. Then his courage failed him. Day had at
last penetrated to the floor of the valley, and he was appalled at
the frightful distance.

"Go ahead and make it!" Hazard ordered; but Gus merely
shook his head.

"Then come down!"

Again he shook his head. This was his ordeal, to sit, nerveless
and insecure, on the brink of the precipice. But Hazard, lying
safely in his crevice, now had to face his own ordeal, but one
of a different nature. When Gus began to slide — as he soon
must — would he, Hazard, be able to take in the slack and then
meet the shock as the other tautened the rope and darted toward
the plunge? It seemed doubtful. And there he lay, apparently
safe, but in reality harnessed to death. Then rose the temptation.
Why not cast off the rope about his waist? He would be safe at
all events. It was a simple way out of the difficulty. There was



no need that two should perish. But it was impossible for such
temptation to overcome his pride of race, and his own pride in
himself and in his honor. So the rope remained about him.

"Come down!" he ordered; but Gus seemed to have become
petrified.

"Come down," he threatened, "or I'll drag you down!" He
pulled on the rope to show he was in earnest.

"Don't you dare!" Gus articulated through his clenched teeth.

"Sure, I will, if you don't come!" Again he jerked the rope.

With a despairing gurgle Gus started, doing his best to work
sideways from the plunge. Hazard, every sense on the alert,
almost exulting in his perfect coolness, took in the slack with deft
rapidity. Then, as the rope began to tighten, he braced himself.
The shock drew him half out of the crevice; but he held firm and
served as the center of the circle, while Gus, with the rope as a
radius, described the circumference and ended up on the extreme
southern edge of the Saddle. A few moments later Hazard was
offering him the flask.

"Take some yourself," Gus said.

"No; you. I don't need it."

"And I'm past needing it." Evidently Gus was dubious of the
bottle and its contents.

Hazard put it away in his pocket. "Are you game," he asked,
"or are you going to give it up?"

"Never!" Gus protested. "I am game. No Lafee ever showed
the white feather yet. And if I did lose my grit up there, it was



only for the moment — sort of like seasickness. I'm all right now,
and I'm going to the top."

"Good!" encouraged Hazard. "You lie in the crevice this time,
and I'll show you how easy it is."

But Gus refused. He held that it was easier and safer for him to
try again, arguing that it was less difficult for his one hundred and
sixteen pounds to cling to the smooth rock than for Hazard's one
hundred and sixty-five; also that it was easier for one hundred
and sixty-five pounds to bring a sliding one hundred and sixteen
to a stop than vice versa. And further, that he had the benefit of
his previous experience. Hazard saw the justice of this, although
it was with great reluctance that he gave in.

Success vindicated Gus's contention. The second time, just
as it seemed as if his slide would be repeated, he made a last
supreme effort and gripped the coveted peg. By means of the
rope, Hazard quickly joined him. The next peg was nearly sixty
feet away; but for nearly half that distance the base of some
glacier in the forgotten past had ground a shallow furrow. Taking
advantage of this, it was easy for Gus to lasso the eye-bolt. And
it seemed, as was really the case, that the hardest part of the task
was over. True, the curve steepened to nearly sixty degrees above
them, but a comparatively unbroken line of eye-bolts, six feet
apart, awaited the lads. They no longer had even to use the lasso.
Standing on one peg it was child's play to throw the bight of the
rope over the next and to draw themselves up to it.

A bronzed and bearded man met them at the top and gripped



their hands in hearty fellowship.

"Talk about your Mont Blancs!" he exclaimed, pausing in the
midst of greeting them to survey the mighty panorama. "But
there's nothing on all the earth, nor over it, nor under it, to
compare with this!" Then he recollected himself and thanked
them for coming to his aid. No, he was not hurt or injured in
any way. Simply because of his own carelessness, just as he had
arrived at the top the previous day, he had dropped his climbing
rope. Of course it was impossible to descend without it. Did they
understand heliographing? No? That was strange! How did they

"Oh, we knew something was the matter," Gus interrupted,
"from the way you flashed when we fired off the shotgun."

"Find it pretty cold last night without blankets?" Hazard
queried.

"I should say so. I've hardly thawed out yet."

"Have some of this." Hazard shoved the flask over to him.

The stranger regarded him quite seriously for a moment, then
said, "My dear fellow, do you see that row of pegs? Since it is my
honest intention to climb down them very shortly, I am forced to
decline. No, I don't think I'll have any, though I thank you just
the same."

Hazard glanced at Gus and then put the flask back in his
pocket. But when they pulled the doubled rope through the last
eye-bolt and set foot on the Saddle, he again drew out the bottle.

"Now that we're down, we don't need it," he remarked, pithily.



"And I've about come to the conclusion that there isn't very much
in Dutch courage, after all." He gazed up the great curve of the
Dome. "Look at what we've done without it!"

Several seconds thereafter a party of tourists, gathered at
the margin of Mirror Lake, were astounded at the unwonted
phenomenon of a whisky flask descending upon them like a
comet out of a clear sky; and all the way back to the hotel they
marveled greatly at the wonders of nature, especially meteorites.



TYPHOON OFF THE
COAST OF JAPAN

Jack London's first story,
published at the age of seventeen

It was four bells in the morning watch. We had just finished
breakfast when the order came forward for the watch on deck to
stand by to heave her to and all hands stand by the boats.

"Port! hard a port!" cried our sailing-master. "Clew up the
topsails! Let the flying jib run down! Back the jib over to
windward and run down the foresail!" And so was our schooner
Sophie Sutherland hove to off the Japan coast, near Cape Jerimo,
on April 10, 1893.

Then came moments of bustle and confusion. There were
eighteen men to man the six boats. Some were hooking on
the falls, others casting off the lashings; boat-steerers appeared
with boat-compasses and water-breakers, and boat-pullers with
the lunch boxes. Hunters were staggering under two or three
shotguns, a rifle and heavy ammunition box, all of which were
soon stowed away with their oilskins and mittens in the boats.

The sailing-master gave his last orders, and away we went,
pulling three pairs of oars to gain our positions. We were in the



weather boat, and so had a longer pull than the others. The first,
second, and third lee boats soon had all sail set and were running
off to the southward and westward with the wind beam, while
the schooner was running off to leeward of them, so that in case
of accident the boats would have fair wind home.

It was a glorious morning, but our boat-steerer shook his
head ominously as he glanced at the rising sun and prophetically
muttered: "Red sun in the morning, sailor take warning." The sun
had an angry look, and a few light, fleecy "nigger-heads" in that
quarter seemed abashed and frightened and soon disappeared.

Away off to the northward Cape Jerimo reared its black,
forbidding head like some huge monster rising from the deep.
The winter's snow, not yet entirely dissipated by the sun, covered
it in patches of glistening white, over which the light wind swept
on its way out to sea. Huge gulls rose slowly, fluttering their
wings in the light breeze and striking their webbed feet on the
surface of the water for over half a mile before they could leave it.
Hardly had the patter, patter died away when a flock of sea quail
rose, and with whistling wings flew away to windward, where
members of a large band of whales were disporting themselves,
their blowings sounding like the exhaust of steam engines. The
harsh, discordant cries of a sea-parrot grated unpleasantly on the
ear, and set half a dozen alert in a small band of seals that were
ahead of us. Away they went, breaching and jumping entirely
out of water. A sea-gull with slow, deliberate flight and long,
majestic curves circled round us, and as a reminder of home a



little English sparrow perched impudently on the fo'castle head,
and, cocking his head on one side, chirped merrily. The boats
were soon among the seals, and the bang! bang! of the guns could
be heard from down to leeward.

The wind was slowly rising, and by three o'clock as, with a
dozen seals in our boat, we were deliberating whether to go on
or turn back, the recall flag was run up at the schooner's mizzen
— a sure sign that with the rising wind the barometer was falling
and that our sailing-master was getting anxious for the welfare
of the boats.

Away we went before the wind with a single reef in our sail.
With clenched teeth sat the boat-steerer, grasping the steering
oar firmly with both hands, his restless eyes on the alert — a
glance at the schooner ahead, as we rose on a sea, another at
the mainsheet, and then one astern where the dark ripple of the
wind on the water told him of a coming puff or a large white-
cap that threatened to overwhelm us. The waves were holding
high carnival, performing the strangest antics, as with wild glee
they danced along in fierce pursuit — now up, now down, here,
there, and everywhere, until some great sea of liquid green with
its milk-white crest of foam rose from the ocean's throbbing
bosom and drove the others from view. But only for a moment,
for again under new forms they reappeared. In the sun's path
they wandered, where every ripple, great or small, every little
spit or spray looked like molten silver, where the water lost its
dark green color and became a dazzling, silvery flood, only to



vanish and become a wild waste of sullen turbulence, each dark
foreboding sea rising and breaking, then rolling on again. The
dash, the sparkle, the silvery light soon vanished with the sun,
which became obscured by black clouds that were rolling swiftly
in from the west, northwest; apt heralds of the coming storm.

We soon reached the schooner and found ourselves the last
aboard. In a few minutes the seals were skinned, boats and decks
washed, and we were down below by the roaring fo'castle fire,
with a wash, change of clothes, and a hot, substantial supper
before us. Sail had been put on the schooner, as we had a run of
seventy-five miles to make to the southward before morning, so
as to get in the midst of the seals, out of which we had strayed
during the last two days' hunting.

We had the first watch from eight to midnight. The wind was
soon blowing half a gale, and our sailing-master expected little
sleep that night as he paced up and down the poop. The topsails
were soon clewed up and made fast, then the flying jib run down
and furled. Quite a sea was rolling by this time, occasionally
breaking over the decks, flooding them and threatening to smash
the boats. At six bells we were ordered to turn them over and
put on storm lashings. This occupied us till eight bells, when we
were relieved by the mid-watch. I was the last to go below, doing
so just as the watch on deck was furling the spanker. Below all
were asleep except our green hand, the "bricklayer," who was
dying of consumption. The wildly dancing movements of the
sea lamp cast a pale, flickering light through the fo'castle and



turned to golden honey the drops of water on the yellow oilskins.
In all the corners dark shadows seemed to come and go, while
up in the eyes of her, beyond the pall bits, descending from
deck to deck, where they seemed to lurk like some dragon at
the cavern's mouth, it was dark as Erebus. Now and again, the
light seemed to penetrate for a moment as the schooner rolled
heavier than usual, only to recede, leaving it darker and blacker
than before. The roar of the wind through the rigging came
to the ear muffled like the distant rumble of a train crossing
a trestle or the surf on the beach, while the loud crash of the
seas on her weather bow seemed almost to rend the beams
and planking asunder as it resounded through the fo'castle. The
creaking and groaning of the timbers, stanchions, and bulkheads,
as the strain the vessel was undergoing was felt, served to drown
the groans of the dying man as he tossed uneasily in his bunk. The
working of the foremast against the deck beams caused a shower
of flaky powder to fall, and sent another sound mingling with
the tumultous storm. Small cascades of water streamed from
the pall bits from the fo'castle head above, and, joining issue
with the streams from the wet oilskins, ran along the floor and
disappeared aft into the main hold.

At two bells in the middle watch — that is, in land parlance
one o'clock in the morning — the order was roared out on the
fo'castle: "All hands on deck and shorten sail!"

Then the sleepy sailors tumbled out of their bunk and into
their clothes, oil-skins, and sea-boots and up on deck. 'Tis when



that order comes on cold, blustering nights that "Jack" grimly
mutters: "Who would not sell a farm and go to sea?"

It was on deck that the force of the wind could be fully
appreciated, especially after leaving the stifling fo'castle. It
seemed to stand up against you like a wall, making it almost
impossible to move on the heaving decks or to breathe as the
fierce gusts came dashing by. The schooner was hove to under
jib, foresail, and mainsail. We proceeded to lower the foresail
and make it fast. The night was dark, greatly impeding our
labor. Still, though not a star or the moon could pierce the black
masses of storm clouds that obscured the sky as they swept
along before the gale, nature aided us in a measure. A soft light
emanated from the movement of the ocean. Each mighty sea, all
phosphorescent and glowing with the tiny lights of myriads of
animalcula, threatened to overwhelm us with a deluge of fire.
Higher and higher, thinner and thinner, the crest grew as it began
to curve and overtop preparatory to breaking, until with a roar it
fell over the bulwarks, a mass of soft glowing light and tons of
water which sent the sailors sprawling in all directions and left
in each nook and cranny little specks of light that glowed and
trembled till the next sea washed them away, depositing new ones
in their places. Sometimes several seas following each other with
great rapidity and thundering down on our decks filled them full
to the bulwarks, but soon they were discharged through the lee
scuppers.

To reef the mainsail we were forced to run off before the gale



under the single reefed jib. By the time we had finished the wind
had forced up such a tremendous sea that it was impossible to
heave her to. Away we flew on the wings of the storm through the
muck and flying spray. A wind sheer to starboard, then another to
port as the enormous seas struck the schooner astern and nearly
broached her to. As day broke we took in the jib, leaving not a
sail unfurled. Since we had begun scudding she had ceased to
take the seas over her bow, but amidships they broke fast and
furious. It was a dry storm in the matter of rain, but the force of
the wind filled the air with fine spray, which flew as high as the
crosstrees and cut the face like a knife, making it impossible to
see over a hundred yards ahead. The sea was a dark lead color
as with long, slow, majestic roll it was heaped up by the wind
into liquid mountains of foam. The wild antics of the schooner
were sickening as she forged along. She would almost stop, as
though climbing a mountain, then rapidly rolling to right and
left as she gained the summit of a huge sea, she steadied herself
and paused for a moment as though affrighted at the yawning
precipice before her. Like an avalanche, she shot forward and
down as the sea astern struck her with the force of a thousand
battering rams, burying her bow to the catheads in the milky
foam at the bottom that came on deck in all directions — forward,
astern, to right and left, through the hawse-pipes and over the rail.

The wind began to drop, and by ten o'clock we were talking
of heaving her to. We passed a ship, two schooners, and a four-
masted barkentine under the smallest of canvas, and at eleven



o'clock, running up the spanker and jib, we hove her to, and in
another hour we were beating back again against the aftersea
under full sail to regain the sealing ground away to the westward.

Below, a couple of men were sewing the "bricklayer's" body
in canvas preparatory to the sea burial. And so with the storm

"

passed away the "bricklayer's" soul.



THE LOST POACHER

"But they won't take excuses. You're across the line, and that's
enough. They'll take you. In you go, Siberia and the salt-mines.
And as for Uncle Sam, why, what's he to know about it? Never a
word will get back to the States. "The Mary Thomas,' the papers
will say, 'the Mary Thomas lost with all hands. Probably in a
typhoon in the Japanese seas.' That's what the papers will say,
and people, too. In you go, Siberia and the salt-mines. Dead to
the world and kith and kin, though you live fifty years."

In such manner John Lewis, commonly known as the "sea-
lawyer," settled the matter out of hand.

It was a serious moment in the forecastle of the Mary Thomas.
No sooner had the watch below begun to talk the trouble over,
than the watch on deck came down and joined them. As there
was no wind, every hand could be spared with the exception
of the man at the wheel, and he remained only for the sake of
discipline. Even "Bub" Russell, the cabin-boy, had crept forward
to hear what was going on.

However, it was a serious moment, as the grave faces of the
sailors bore witness. For the three preceding months the Mary
Thomas sealing schooner, had hunted the seal pack along the
coast of Japan and north to Bering Sea. Here, on the Asiatic side
of the sea, they were forced to give over the chase, or rather, to go
no farther; for beyond, the Russian cruisers patrolled forbidden



ground, where the seals might breed in peace.

A week before she had fallen into a heavy fog accompanied
by calm. Since then the fog-bank had not lifted, and the only
wind had been light airs and catspaws. This in itself was not so
bad, for the sealing schooners are never in a hurry so long as
they are in the midst of the seals; but the trouble lay in the fact
that the current at this point bore heavily to the north. Thus the
Mary Thomas had unwittingly drifted across the line, and every
hour she was penetrating, unwillingly, farther and farther into the
dangerous waters where the Russian bear kept guard.

How far she had drifted no man knew. The sun had not been
visible for a week, nor the stars, and the captain had been unable
to take observations in order to determine his position. At any
moment a cruiser might swoop down and hale the crew away
to Siberia. The fate of other poaching seal-hunters was too well
known to the men of the Mary Thomas, and there was cause for
grave faces.

"Mine friends," spoke up a German boat-steerer, "it vas a pad
piziness. Shust as ve make a big catch, und all honest, somedings
go wrong, und der Russians nab us, dake our skins and our
schooner, und send us mit der anarchists to Siberia. Ach! a pretty
pad piziness!"

"Yes, that's where it hurts," the sea lawyer went on. "Fifteen
hundred skins in the salt piles, and all honest, a big pay-day
coming to every man Jack of us, and then to be captured and lose
it all! It'd be different if we'd been poaching, but it's all honest



work in open water."

"But if we haven't done anything wrong, they can't do anything
to us, can they?" Bub queried.

"It strikes me as 'ow it ain't the proper thing for a boy o' your
age shovin' in when 'is elders is talkin'," protested an English
sailor, from over the edge of his bunk.

"Oh, that's all right, Jack," answered the sea-lawyer. "He's a
perfect right to. Ain't he just as liable to lose his wages as the
rest of us?"

"Wouldn't give thruppence for them!" Jack sniffed back. He
had been planning to go home and see his family in Chelsea when
he was paid off, and he was now feeling rather blue over the
highly possible loss, not only of his pay, but of his liberty.

"How are they to know?" the sea-lawyer asked in answer to
Bub's previous question. "Here we are in forbidden water. How
do they know but what we came here of our own accord? Here
we are, fifteen hundred skins in the hold. How do they, know
whether we got them in open water or in the closed sea? Don't
you see, Bub, the evidence is all against us. If you caught a man
with his pockets full of apples like those which grow on your tree,
and if you caught him in your tree besides, what'd you think if
he told you he couldn't help it, and had just been sort of blown
there, and that anyway those apples came from some other tree
— what'd you think, eh?"

Bub saw it clearly when put in that light, and shook his head
despondently.



"You'd rather be dead than go to Siberia," one of the boat-
pullers said. "They put you into the salt-mines and work you
till you die. Never see daylight again. Why, I've heard tell of
one fellow that was chained to his mate, and that mate died.
And they were both chained together! And if they send you to
the quicksilver mines you get salivated. I'd rather be hung than
salivated."

"Wot's salivated?" Jack asked, suddenly sitting up in his bunk
at the hint of fresh misfortunes.

"Why, the quicksilver gets into your blood; I think that's the
way. And your gums all swell like you had the scurvy, only worse,
and your teeth get loose in your jaws. And big ulcers form, and
then you die horrible. The strongest man can't last long a-mining
quicksilver."

"A pad piziness," the boat-steerer reiterated, dolorously, in
the silence which followed. "A pad piziness. I vish I was in
Yokohama. Eh? Vot vas dot?"

The vessel had suddenly heeled over. The decks were aslant. A
tin pannikin rolled down the inclined plane, rattling and banging.
From above came the slapping of canvas and the quivering rat-
tat-tat of the after leech of the loosely stretched foresail. Then
the mate's voice sang down the hatch, "All hands on deck and
make sail!"

Never had such summons been answered with more
enthusiasm. The calm had broken. The wind had come which was
to carry them south into safety. With a wild cheer all sprang on



deck. Working with mad haste, they flung out topsails, flying jibs
and stay-sails. As they worked, the fog-bank lifted and the black
vault of heaven, bespangled with the old familiar stars, rushed
into view. When all was ship-shape, the Mary Thomas was lying
gallantly over on her side to a beam wind and plunging ahead
due south.

"Steamer's lights ahead on the port bow, sir!" cried the lookout
from his station on the forecastle-head. There was excitement in
the man's voice.

The captain sent Bub below for his night-glasses. Everybody
crowded to the lee-rail to gaze at the suspicious stranger,
which already began to loom up vague and indistinct. In those
unfrequented waters the chance was one in a thousand that it
could be anything else than a Russian patrol. The captain was
still anxiously gazing through the glasses, when a flash of flame
left the stranger's side, followed by the loud report of a cannon.
The worst fears were confirmed. It was a patrol, evidently firing
across the bows of the Mary Thomas
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