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THE OPEN BOAT
A TALE INTENDED TO BE AFTER THE FACT. BEING THE ERERIENCE OF FOUR
MEN SUNK FROM THE STEAMER COMMODORE
By Stephen Crane

None of them knew the color of the sky. Theiregtanced level, and were fastened
upon the waves that swept toward them. These waess of the hue of slate, save for the tops,
which were of foaming white, and all of the men \krtae colors of the sea. The horizon
narrowed and widened, and dipped and rose, arttahes its edge was jagged with waves that
seemed thrust up in points like rocks. Many a maght to have a bath-tub larger than the boat
which here rode upon the sea. These waves werewnasgfully and barbarously abrupt and
tall, and each froth-top was a problem in smalltb@evigation.

The cook squatted in the bottom and looked witt leyes at the six inches of gunwale
which separated him from the ocean. His sleevee vadled over his fat forearms, and the two
flaps of his unbuttoned vest dangled as he bepailoout the boat. Often he said: "Gawd! That
was a narrow clip." As he remarked it he invaiyajized eastward over the broken sea.

The oiler, steering with one of the two oars ie boat, sometimes raised himself
suddenly to keep clear of water that swirled inrdhe stern. It was a thin little oar and it
seemed often ready to snap.

The correspondent, pulling at the other oar, weddhe waves and wondered why he was
there.

The injured captain, lying in the bow, was at tinse buried in that profound dejection
and indifference which comes, temporarily at lesgven the bravest and most enduring when,
willy nilly, the firm fails, the army loses, theigphgoes down. The mind of the master of a vessel
is rooted deep in the timbers of her, though hernand for a day or a decade, and this captain
had on him the stern impression of a scene in thgsgf dawn of seven turned faces, and later a
stump of a top-mast with a white ball on it thats$led to and fro at the waves, went low and
lower, and down. Thereafter there was somethiragge in his voice. Although steady, it was
deep with mourning, and of a quality beyond oraborears.

"Keep'er a little more south, Billie," said he.

"A little more south,’ sir," said the oiler in tseern.

A seat in this boat was not unlike a seat upoacking broncho, and, by the same token,
a broncho is not much smaller. The craft prancebraared, and plunged like an animal. As
each wave came, and she rose for it, she seenged hkrse making at a fence outrageously
high. The manner of her scramble over these wélgater is a mystic thing, and, moreover, at
the top of them were ordinarily these problems imtevwater, the foam racing down from the
summit of each wave, requiring a new leap, anép feom the air. Then, after scornfully
bumping a crest, she would slide, and race, arasbmlown a long incline and arrive bobbing
and nodding in front of the next menace.

A singular disadvantage of the sea lies in tloé tfzat after successfully surmounting one
wave you discover that there is another behingksit #s important and just as nervously anxious
to do something effective in the way of swampingtiso In a ten-foot dinghy one can get an
idea of the resources of the sea in the line ofesdkiat is not probable to the average
experience, which is never at sea in a dinghye#ch slaty wall of water approached, it shut all
else from the view of the men in the boat, andaswot difficult to imagine that this particular
wave was the final outburst of the ocean, thedéstt of the grim water. There was a terrible
grace in the move of the waves, and they camdancs, save for the snarling of the crests.



In the wan light, the faces of the men must haaenlgray. Their eyes must have glinted
in strange ways as they gazed steadily asterrwaddrom a balcony, the whole thing would
doubtlessly have been weirdly picturesque. Buitlea in the boat had no time to see it, and if
they had had leisure there were other things tamectheir minds. The sun swung steadily up
the sky, and they knew it was broad day becausedloe of the sea changed from slate to
emerald-green, streaked with amber lights, anddhe was like tumbling snow. The process of
the breaking day was unknown to them. They wergawnly of this effect upon the color of
the waves that rolled toward them. In disjointedtences the cook and the correspondent
argued as to the difference between a life-saviaigos and a house of refuge. The cook had
said: "There's a house of refuge just north ofMlesquito Inlet Light, and as soon as they see us,
they'll come off in their boat and pick us up.”

"As soon as who see us?" said the correspondent.

"The crew," said the cook.

"Houses of refuge don't have crews," said theespondent. "As | understand them,
they are only places where clothes and grub aredfor the benefit of shipwrecked people.
They don't carry crews."”

"Oh, yes, they do," said the cook.

"No, they don't," said the correspondent.

"Well, we're not there yet, anyhow," said theeniin the stern.

"Well," said the cook, "perhaps it's not a houseetuge that I'm thinking of as being
near Mosquito Inlet Light. Perhaps it's a lifeisgvstation."

"We're not there yet," said the oiler, in the ister

As the boat bounced from the top of each wavewihd tore through the hair of the
hatless men, and as the craft plopped her sterm dgain the spray slashed past them. The crest
of each of these waves was a hill, from the towloith the men surveyed, for a moment, a
broad tumultuous expanse; shining and wind driiémas probably splendid. It was probably
glorious, this play of the free sea, wild with liglof emerald and white and amber.

"Bully good thing it's an on-shore wind," said twok. "If not, where would we be?
Wouldn't have a show."

"That's right," said the correspondent.

The busy oiler nodded his assent.

Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way #xpressed humor, contempt, tragedy,
all in one. "Do you think we've got much of a shaww, boys?" said he. Whereupon the three
were silent, save for a trifle of hemming and hayviTo express any particular optimism at this
time they felt to be childish and stupid, but tladlydoubtless possessed this sense of the situation
in their mind. A young man thinks doggedly at stiales. On the other hand, the ethics of their
condition was decidedly against any open suggesfitiopelessness. So they were silent.

"Oh, well," said the captain, soothing his childréwe'll get ashore all right."

But there was that in his tone which made themkihgo the oiler quoth: "Yes! If this
wind holds!"

The cook was bailing: "Yes! If we don't catchlhelthe surf."

Canton flannel gulls flew near and far. Sometitiey sat down on the sea, near patches
of brown sea-weed that rolled over the waves withogement like carpets on line in a gale.

The birds sat comfortably in groups, and they varaed by some in the dinghy, for the wrath



of the sea was no more to them than it was to ayco¥prairie chickens a thousand miles
inland. Often they came very close and staretdeatrten with black bead-like eyes. At these
times they were uncanny and sinister in their urdotig scrutiny, and the men hooted angrily at
them, telling them to be gone. One came, and atliddecided to alight on the top of the
captain's head. The bird flew parallel to the @vat did not circle, but made short sidelong
jumps in the air in chicken-fashion. His black gyeere wistfully fixed upon the captain's head.
"Ugly brute," said the oiler to the bird. "You kas if you were made with a jack-knife." The
cook and the correspondent swore darkly at theumea The captain naturally wished to knock
it away with the end of the heavy painter, but lterabt dare do it, because anything resembling
an emphatic gesture would have capsized this fredghoat, and so with his open hand, the
captain gently and carefully waved the gull awayter it had been discouraged from the pursuit
the captain breathed easier on account of his &adr others breathed easier because the bird
struck their minds at this time as being somehavegome and ominous.

In the meantime the oiler and the correspondemédo And also they rowed. They sat
together in the same seat, and each rowed anT@n the oiler took both oars; then the
correspondent took both oars; then the oiler; thercorrespondent. They rowed and they
rowed. The very ticklish part of the business wagn the time came for the reclining one in the
stern to take his turn at the oars. By the vesydéar of truth, it is easier to steal eggs frorder
a hen than it was to change seats in the dingirgt the man in the stern slid his hand along the
thwart and moved with care, as if he were of Sevildsen the man in the rowing seat slid his
hand along the other thwart. It was all done whih most extraordinary care. As the two sidled
past each other, the whole party kept watchful eyethe coming wave, and the captain cried:
"Look out now! Steady there!"

The brown mats of sea-weed that appeared fromttrtime were like islands, bits of
earth. They were traveling, apparently, neithex way nor the other. They were, to all intents
stationary. They informed the men in the boat thatis making progress slowly toward the
land.

The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow, afterdinghy soared on a great swell, said
that he had seen the lighthouse at Mosquito Irffeesently the cook remarked that he had seen
it. The correspondent was at the oars, then, @ansiloime reason he too wished to look at the
lighthouse, but his back was toward the far shackthe waves were important, and for some
time he could not seize an opportunity to turnigad. But at last there came a wave more
gentle than the others, and when at the cresthef gwiftly scoured the western horizon.

"See it?" said the captain.

"No," said the correspondent, slowly, "I didn'esaything."

"Look again,"” said the captain. He pointed.s"#&kactly in that direction."

At the top of another wave, the correspondentditie was bid, and this time his eyes
chanced on a small still thing on the edge of thaysng horizon. It was precisely like the point
of a pin. It took an anxious eye to find a lightlke so tiny.

"Think we'll make it, captain?"

"If this wind holds and the boat don't swamp, \@a'tdo much else," said the captain.

The little boat, lifted by each towering sea, apthshed viciously by the crests, made
progress that in the absence of sea-weed was pateay to those in her. She seemed just a wee
thing wallowing, miraculously, top-up, at the meundyfive oceans. Occasionally, a great spread
of water, like white flames, swarmed into her.

"Bail her, cook," said the captain, serenely.

"All right, captain,” said the cheerful cook.



It would be difficult to describe the subtle brethood of men that was here established
on the seas. No one said that it was so. No argioned it. But it dwelt in the boat, and each
man felt it warm him. They were a captain, anrpidecook, and a correspondent, and they were
friends, friends in a more curiously iron-bound egthan may be common. The hurt captain,
lying against the water-jar in the bow, spoke alsvaya low voice and calmly, but he could
never command a more ready and swiftly obedient than the motley three of the dinghy. It
was more than a mere recognition of what was leesh& common safety. There was surely in
it a quality that was personal and heartfelt. Aftér this devotion to the commander of the boat
there was this comradeship that the correspontteristance, who had been taught to be
cynical of men, knew even at the time was the bggéerience of his life. But no one said that it
was so. No one mentioned it.

"l wish we had a sail,” remarked the captain. "Wght try my overcoat on the end of
an oar and give you two boys a chance to rest.th&cook and the correspondent held the mast
and spread wide the overcoat. The oiler steeratiitee little boat made good way with her new
rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull sharplye¢efka sea from breaking into the boat, but
otherwise sailing was a success.

Meanwhile the light-house had been growing sloatger. It had now almost assumed
color, and appeared like a little gray shadow @ngky. The man at the oars could not be
prevented from turning his head rather often tddrya glimpse of this little gray shadow.

At last, from the top of each wave the men inttssing boat could see land. Even as the
light-house was an upright shadow on the sky,lémnd seemed but a long black shadow on the
sea. It certainly was thinner than paper. "Wetrhesabout opposite New Smyrna,” said the
cook, who had coasted this shore often in schoori€raptain, by the way, | believe they
abandoned that life-saving station there abouiaa §go."

"Did they?" said the captain.

The wind slowly died away. The cook and the cgpoadent were not now obliged to
slave in order to hold high the oar. But the was@stinued their old impetuous swooping at the
dinghy, and the little craft, no longer under wstyuggled woundily over them. The oiler or the
correspondent took the oars again. Shipwrecksagrepos of nothing. If men could only train
for them and have them occur when the men had edgaink condition, there would be less
drowning at sea. Of the four in the dinghy none slept any time worth mentioning for two
days and two nights previous to embarking in tmglly, and in the excitement of clambering
about the deck of a foundering ship they had alsgdtten to eat heartily.

For these reasons, and for others, neither tee odr the correspondent was fond of
rowing at this time. The correspondent wondergegmuously how in the name of all that was
sane could there be people who thought it amusimgw a boat. It was not an amusement; it
was a diabolical punishment, and even a geniusenitah aberrations could never conclude that
it was anything but a horror to the muscles andraecagainst the back. He mentioned to the
boat in general how the amusement of rowing sthick and the weary-faced oiler smiled in
full sympathy. Previously to the foundering, b tlay, the oiler had worked double-watch in
the engine-room of the ship.

"Take her easy, now, boys," said the captain. ""Dgpend yourselves. If we have to run
a surf you'll need all your strength, because walle have to swim for it. Take your time."

Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a blimekit became a line of black and a line
of white, trees, and sand. Finally, the captaid 8@t he could make out a house on the shore.



"That's the house of refuge, sure," said the cddkey'll see us before long, and come out after
us."

The distant light-house reared high. "The keepght to be able to make us out now, if
he's looking through a glass," said the captakte'll' notify the life-saving people.”

"None of those other boats could have got aslwgeve word of the wreck," said the
oiler, in a low voice. "Else the life-boat wouléd but hunting us."

Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of #ea. The wind came again. It had
veered from the northeast to the southeast. Kiremhew sound struck the ears of the men in the
boat. It was the low thunder of the surf on thersh "We'll never be able to make the light-
house now," said the captain. "Swing her heattla ihore north, Billie," said the captain.

"A little more north, sir," said the oiler.

Whereupon the little boat turned her nose oncesrdown the wind, and all but the
oarsman watched the shore grow. Under the infli@hthis expansion doubt and direful
apprehension was leaving the minds of the men. nTdmeagement of the boat was still most
absorbing, but it could not prevent a quiet chdeéss. In an hour, perhaps, they would be
ashore.

Their back-bones had become thoroughly used embaig in the boat and they now
rode this wild colt of a dinghy like circus menhd& correspondent thought that he had been
drenched to the skin, but happening to feel indpepocket of his coat, he found therein eight
cigars. Four of them were soaked with sea-waben; Were perfectly scatheless. After a search,
somebody produced three dry matches, and theratpdour waifs rode in their little boat, and
with an assurance of an impending rescue shininigein eyes, puffed at the big cigars and
judged well and ill of all men. Everybody took ant of water.

v

"Cook," remarked the captain, "there don't seetvetany signs of life about your house
of refuge.”

"No," replied the cook. "Funny they don't se€'us!

A broad stretch of lowly coast lay before the egethe men. It was of low dunes topped
with dark vegetation. The roar of the surf wasrpland sometimes they could see the white lip
of a wave as it spun up the beach. A tiny house@cked out black upon the sky. Southward,
the slim light-house lifted its little gray length.

Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dinghytmeard. "Funny they don't see us,"
said the men.

The surf's roar was here dulled, but its tone wasertheless, thunderous and mighty.
As the boat swam over the great rollers, the mehs$aning to this roar. "We'll swamp sure,"
said everybody.

It is fair to say here that there was not a lé&isg station within twenty miles in either
direction, but the men did not know this fact anadonsequence they made dark and
opprobrious remarks concerning the eyesight oh#ten's life-savers. Four scowling men sat
in the dinghy and surpassed records in the invemiepithets.

"Funny they don't see us."”

The light-heartedness of a former time had corepldaded. To their sharpened minds
it was easy to conjure pictures of all kinds ofampetency and blindness and indeed, cowardice.
There was the shore of the populous land, andsthitéer and bitter to them that from it came
no sign.



"Well," said the captain, ultimately, "I suppose'lwhave to make a try for ourselves. If
we stay out here too long, we'll none of us havengith left to swim after the boat swamps."

And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turnedothed straight for the shore. There was a
sudden tightening of muscles. There was some itignk

"If we don't all get ashore -- " said the captalitf.we don't all get ashore, | suppose you
fellows know where to send news of my finish?"

They then briefly exchanged some addresses andratioms. As for the reflections of
the men, there was a great deal of rage in theenchBnce they might be formulated thus: "If |
am going to be drowned -- if | am going to be drednr- if | am going to be drowned, why, in
the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sesal, ali@wed to come thus far and
contemplate sand and trees? Was | brought herglyrterhave my nose dragged away as | was
about to nibble the sacred cheese of life? Iteppsterous. If this old ninny-woman, Fate,
cannot do better than this, she should be depo¥#ie management of men's fortunes. She is
an old hen who knows not her intention. If she desded to drown me, why did she not do it
in the beginning and save me all this trouble. Whele affair is absurd. . . . But, no, she cannot
mean to drown me. She dare not drown me. Sheotanown me. Not after all this work."
Afterward the man might have had an impulse to stk fist at the clouds: "Just you drown
me, now, and then hear what | call you!"

The billows that came at this time were more falabie. They seemed always just about
to break and roll over the little boat in a turmafifoam. There was a preparatory and long
growl in the speech of them. No mind unused testreewould have concluded that the dinghy
could ascend these sheer heights in time. Theshas still afar. The oiler was a wily surfman.
"Boys," he said, swiftly, "she won't live three mtas more and we're too far out to swim. Shall
| take her to sea again, captain?"

"Yes! Go ahead!" said the captain.

This oiler, by a series of quick miracles, and fagl steady oarsmanship, turned the
boat in the middle of the surf and took her safelgea again.

There was a considerable silence as the boat lioyss the furrowed sea to deeper
water. Then somebody in gloom spoke. "Well, anyhtey must have seen us from the shore
by now."

The gulls went in slanting flight up the wind towddhe gray desolate east. A squall,
marked by dingy clouds, and clouds brick-red, ke@oke from a burning building, appeared
from the southeast.

"What do you think of those life-saving people™'Athey peaches?"

"Funny they haven't seen us."

"Maybe they think we're out here for sport! Mayhbey think we're fishin'. Maybe they
think we're damned fools."

It was a long afternoon. A changed tide triefbree them southward, but wind and
wave said northward. Far ahead, where coastdeee, and sky formed their mighty angle, there
were little dots which seemed to indicate a citytloa shore.

"St. Augustine?"

The captain shook his head. "Too near Mosquitgt.lh

And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondened Then the oiler rowed. It was a
weary business. The human back can become thefsaare aches and pains than are
registered in books for the composite anatomyrefgament. It is a limited area, but it can
become the theatre of innumerable muscular cosfliangles, wrenches, knots, and other
comforts.



"Did you ever like to row, Billie?" asked the cespondent.

"No," said the oiler. "Hang it."

When one exchanged the rowing-seat for a pladeeitbottom of the boat, he suffered a
bodily depression that caused him to be carelessearything save an obligation to wiggle one
finger. There was cold sea-water swashing to emahfthe boat, and he lay in it. His head,
pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of the dwif a wave crest, and sometimes a
particularly obstreperous sea came in-board anctiesl him once more. But these matters did
not annoy him. It is almost certain that if theabbad capsized he would have tumbled
comfortably out upon the ocean as if he felt stuvegais a great soft mattress.

"Look! There's a man on the shore!”

"Where?"

"There!l See 'im? See 'im?"

"Yes, sure! He's walking along."

"Now he's stopped. Look! He's facing us!"

"He's waving at us!"

"So he is! By thunder!"

"Ah, now, we're all right! Now we're all rightThere'll be a boat out here for us in half
an hour."

"He's going on. He's running. He's going uhtat house there."

The remote beach seemed lower than the sea, eeglited a searching glance to
discern the little black figure. The captain safhoating stick and they rowed to it. A bath-
towel was by some weird chance in the boat, amadg tiyis on the stick, the captain waved it.
The oarsman did not dare turn his head, so he blaged to ask questions.

"What's he doing now?"

"He's standing still again. He's looking, | think . There he goes again. Toward the
house. ... Now he's stopped again."

"Is he waving at us?"

"No, not now! he was, though."

"Look! There comes another man!"

"He's running."

"Look at him go, would you."

"Why, he's on a bicycle. Now he's met the othanmThey're both waving at us.
Look!"

"There comes something up the beach."

"What the devil is that thing?"

"Why, it looks like a boat.”

"Why, certainly it's a boat."

"No, it's on wheels."

"Yes, so itis. Well, that must be the life-bodihey drag them along shore on a wagon."

"That's the life-boat, sure.”

"No, by, it's — it's an omnibus."

"I tell you it's a life-boat."”

"It is not! It's an omnibus. | can see it plaifiee? One of these big hotel omnibuses."

"By thunder, you're right. It's an omnibus, sasefate. What do you suppose they are
doing with an omnibus? Maybe they are going arawoii@cting the life-crew, hey?"

"That's it, likely. Look! There's a fellow wang a little black flag. He's standing on the
steps of the omnibus. There come those otheré¢llmafs. Now they're all talking together.



Look at the fellow with the flag. Maybe he ainawing it."

"That ain't a flag, is it? That's his coat. Whbertainly, that's his coat.”

"So itis. It's his coat. He's taken it off asdvaving it around his head. But would you
look at him swing it."

"Oh, say, there isn't any life-saving station éhef hat's just a winter resort hotel
omnibus that has brought over some of the boatdesse us drown."

"What's that idiot with the coat mean? What'sigaaling, anyhow?"

"It looks as if he were trying to tell us to gortio There must be a life-saving station up
there."

"No! He thinks we're fishing. Just giving us amy hand. See? Ah, there, Willie."

"Well, I wish | could make something out of thaggnals. What do you suppose he
means?"

"He don't mean anything. He's just playing."

"Well, if he'd just signal us to try the surf agaor to go to sea and wait, or go north, or
go south, or go to hell -- there would be someoras it. But look at him. He just stands there
and keeps his coat revolving like a wheel. Thé'ass

"There come more people.”

"Now there's quite a mob. Look! Isn't that at?0a

"Where? Oh, | see where you mean. No, thatlsoad."

"That fellow is still waving his coat."

"He must think we like to see him do that. Whydde quit it. It don't mean anything."”

"l don't know. I think he is trying to make us gorth. It must be that there's a life-
saving station there somewhere."

"Say, he ain't tired yet. Look at 'im wave."

"Wonder how long he can keep that up. He's beealving his coat ever since he
caught sight of us. He's an idiot. Why aren'ythetting men to bring a boat out. A fishing boat
-- one of those big yawls -- could come out heleight. Why don't he do something?"

"Oh, it's all right, now."

"They'll have a boat out here for us in less thartime, now that they've seen us."

A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the Iand. The shadows on the sea slowly
deepened. The wind bore coldness with it, andrtbe began to shiver.

"Holy smoke!" said one, allowing his voice to eggs his impious mood, "if we keep on
monkeying out here! If we've got to flounder oeténall night!"

"Oh, we'll never have to stay here all night! Dgou worry. They've seen us now, and
it won't be long before they'll come chasing oteafis."

The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat elémggadually into this gloom, and it
swallowed in the same manner the omnibus and thepgef people. The spray, when it dashed
uproariously over the side, made the voyagers klama swear like men who were being
branded.

"I'd like to catch the chump who waved the cddeel like soaking him one, just for
luck."

"Why? What did he do?"

"Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned chéerfu

In the meantime the oiler rowed, and then theesmondent rowed, and then the oiler
rowed. Gray-faced and bowed forward, they mecladigidurn by turn, plied the leaden oars.
The form of the light-house had vanished from thtisern horizon, but finally a pale star
appeared, just lifting from the sea. The streaadtton in the west passed before the all-



merging darkness, and the sea to the east was. bldekland had vanished, and was expressed
only by the low and drear thunder of the surf.

"If  am going to be drowned -- if | am going te drowned -- if | am going to be
drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods, e the sea, was | allowed to come thus
far and contemplate sand and trees? Was | brdweghtmerely to have my nose dragged away
as | was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?

The patient captain, drooped over the water-jas sometimes obliged to speak to the
oarsman.

"Keep her head up! Keep her head up

"Keep her head up, sir." The voices were weadylaw.

This was surely a quiet evening. All save thesopean lay heavily and listlessly in the
boat's bottom. As for him, his eyes were just béoaf noting the tall black waves that swept
forward in a most sinister silence, save for arasmnal subdued growl of a crest.

The cook's head was on a thwart, and he lookeduwitimterest at the water under his
nose. He was deep in other scenes. Finally heespBillie," he murmured, dreamfully, "what
kind of pie do you like best?"

\Y,

"Pie," said the oiler and the correspondent, sggitg. "Don't talk about those things,
blast you!"

"Well," said the cook, "l was just thinking abdwm sandwiches, and— "

A night on the sea in an open boat is a long nigtg darkness settled finally, the shine
of the light, lifting from the sea in the southaciged to full gold. On the northern horizon a new
light appeared, a small bluish gleam on the eddgheofvaters. These two lights were the
furniture of the world. Otherwise there was notghbut waves.

Two men huddled in the stern, and distances weraagnificent in the dinghy that the
rower was enabled to keep his feet partly warmethhysting them under his companions.
Their legs indeed extended far under the rowing-se@ they touched the feet of the captain
forward. Sometimes, despite the efforts of thedtioarsman, a wave came piling into the boat,
an icy wave of the night, and the chilling watealsed them anew. They would twist their
bodies for a moment and groan, and sleep the deep snce more, while the water in the boat
gurgled about them as the craft rocked.

The plan of the oiler and the correspondent wasifie to row until he lost the ability,
and then arouse the other from his sea-water couttie bottom of the boat.

The oiler plied the oars until his head droopewérd, and the overpowering sleep
blinded him. And he rowed yet afterward. Thertdwvehed a man in the bottom of the boat, and
called his name. "Will you spell me for a littldile?" he said, meekly.

"Sure, Billie," said the correspondent, awakerangd dragging himself to a sitting
position. They exchanged places carefully, andtlee, cuddling down to the sea-water at the
cook's side, seemed to go to sleep instantly.

The particular violence of the sea had cease@ wWdves came without snarling. The
obligation of the man at the oars was to keep ta beaded so that the tilt of the rollers would
not capsize her, and to preserve her from fillifgewthe crests rushed past. The black waves
were silent and hard to be seen in the darknefien One was almost upon the boat before the
oarsman was aware.

In a low voice the correspondent addressed theicepHe was not sure that the captain



was awake, although this iron man seemed to beyalaxake. "Captain, shall | keep her
making for that light north, sir?"

The same steady voice answered him. "Yes. Kespout two points off the port bow."

The cook had tied a life-belt around himself iderto get even the warmth which this
clumsy cork contrivance could donate, and he seaimdst stove-like when a rower, whose
teeth invariably chattered wildly as soon as hesedédis labor, dropped down to sleep.

The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down atbenen sleeping under foot. The
cook's arm was around the oiler's shoulders, aitt,their fragmentary clothing and haggard
faces, they were the babes of the sea, a grotesgdering of the old babes in the wood.

Later he must have grown stupid at his work, tatdenly there was a growling of water,
and a crest came with a roar and a swash intodag &nd it was a wonder that it did not set the
cook afloat in his life-belt. The cook continuedsieep, but the oiler sat up, blinking his eyes
and shaking with the new cold.

"Oh, I'm awful sorry, Billie," said the correspamd, contritely.

"That's all right, old boy," said the oiler, arayldown again and was asleep.

Presently it seemed that even the captain doneldthe correspondent thought that he
was the one man afloat on all the oceans. The thawlda voice as it came over the waves, and it
was sadder than the end.

There was a long, loud swishing astern of the et a gleaming trail of
phosphorescence, like blue flame, was furrowecherbtack waters. It might have been made
by a monstrous knife.

Then there came a stillness, while the corresparoteathed with the open mouth and
looked at the sea.

Suddenly there was another swish and anotherflasig of bluish light, and this time it
was alongside the boat, and might almost have tesahed with an oar. The correspondent saw
an enormous fin speed like a shadow through therwaitirling the crystalline spray and leaving
the long glowing trail.

The correspondent looked over his shoulder atdéipeain. His face was hidden, and he
seemed to be asleep. He looked at the babes sétheThey certainly were asleep. So, being
bereft of sympathy, he leaned a little way to ade sind swore softly into the sea.

But the thing did not then leave the vicinity bétboat. Ahead or astern, on one side or
the other, at intervals long or short, fled theg@parkling streak, and there was to be heard the
whiroo of the dark fin. The speed and power ofttheg was greatly to be admired. It cut the
water like a gigantic and keen projectile.

The presence of this biding thing did not affée tman with the same horror that it
would if he had been a picnicker. He simply lookéthe sea dully and swore in an undertone.

Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wishdalone with the thing. He wished one of
his companions to awaken by chance and keep hinpaoynwith it. But the captain hung
motionless over the water-jar and the oiler andctik in the bottom of the boat were plunged
in slumber.

VI
"If | am going to be drowned -- if | am going to dewned -- if | am going to be

drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods, e the sea, was | allowed to come thus
far and contemplate sand and trees?"
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During this dismal night, it may be remarked thahan would conclude that it was really
the intention of the seven mad gods to drown hiespde the abominable injustice of it. For it
was certainly an abominable injustice to drown & mvlo had worked so hard, so hard. The
man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. Otheople had drowned at sea since galleys
swarmed with painted sails, but still—

When it occurs to a man that nature does not degian as important, and that she feels
she would not maim the universe by disposing of, lienat first wishes to throw bricks at the
temple, and he hates deeply the fact that theraaleicks and no temples. Any visible
expression of nature would surely be pelleted Wighjeers.

Then, if there be no tangible thing to hoot hddegerhaps, the desire to confront a
personification and indulge in pleas, bowed to kmee, and with hands supplicant, saying:
"Yes, but | love myself."

A high cold star on a winter's night is the wordfiels that she says to him. Thereafter
he knows the pathos of his situation.

The men in the dinghy had not discussed theseersatiut each had, no doubt, reflected
upon them in silence and according to his minder&hlwas seldom any expression upon their
faces save the general one of complete wearirssech was devoted to the business of the
boat.

To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse myatsty entered the correspondent's head.
He had even forgotten that he had forgotten thiseyébut it suddenly was in his mind.

A soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers,

There was lack of woman's nursing, there was dedrtvoman's tears;
But a comrade stood beside him, and he took tivatade's hand

And he said: "I shall never see my own, my nalarel."

In his childhood, the correspondent had been madeainted with the fact that a soldier
of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, but he had nekegarded the fact as important. Myriads of
his school-fellows had informed him of the soldigafight, but the dinning had naturally ended
by making him perfectly indifferent. He had neeensidered it his affair that a soldier of the
Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it appearedtm as a matter for sorrow. It was less to him
than breaking of a pencil's point.

Now, however, it quaintly came to him as a hunti@mg thing. It was no longer merely
a picture of a few throes in the breast of a poetanwhile drinking tea and warming his feet at
the grate; it was an actuality -- stern, mourndud fine.

The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. Heolayhe sand with his feet out straight
and still. While his pale left hand was upon Higst in an attempt to thwart the going of his life,
the blood came between his fingers. In the faeAln distance, a city of low square forms was
set against a sky that was faint with the last suhges. The correspondent, plying the oars and
dreaming of the slow and slower movements of b df the soldier, was moved by a profound
and perfectly impersonal comprehension. He way $or the soldier of the Legion who lay
dying in Algiers.

The thing which had followed the boat and waitad kvidently grown bored at the
delay. There was no longer to be heard the slagtea@ut-water, and there was no longer the
flame of the long trail. The light in the northillsglimmered, but it was apparently no nearer to
the boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rangarcorrespondent's ears, and he turned the
craft seaward then and rowed harder. Southwandesne had evidently built a watch-fire on
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the beach. It was too low and too far to be skehit made a shimmering, roseate reflection
upon the bluff back of it, and this could be diswat from the boat. The wind came stronger,

and sometimes a wave suddenly raged out like a tamdoat and there was to be seen the sheen
and sparkle of a broken crest.

The captain, in the bow, moved on his water-jat sat erect. "Pretty long night," he
observed to the correspondent. He looked at tbeesHThose life-saving people take their
time."

"Did you see that shark playing around?"

"Yes, | saw him. He was a big fellow, all right."

"Wish | had known you were awake."

Later the correspondent spoke into the bottonm@tioat.

"Billie!" There was a slow and gradual disentamgént. "Billie, will you spell me?"

"Sure," said the oiler.

As soon as the correspondent touched the coldartaibfe sea-water in the bottom of the
boat, and had huddled close to the cook's lifedelivas deep in sleep, despite the fact that his
teeth played all the popular airs. This sleep seagood to him that it was but a moment before
he heard a voice call his name in a tone that detraed the last stages of exhaustion. "Will
you spell me?"

"Sure, Billie."

The light in the north had mysteriously vanishimat, the correspondent took his course
from the wide-awake captain.

Later in the night they took the boat farther tmusea, and the captain directed the cook
to take one oar at the stern and keep the boaigalece seas. He was to call out if he should hear
the thunder of the surf. This plan enabled ther@hd the correspondent to get respite together.
"We'll give those boys a chance to get into shayaend' said the captain. They curled down
and, after a few preliminary chatterings and tresapslept once more the dead sleep. Neither
knew they had bequeathed to the cook the compaagather shark, or perhaps the same shark.

As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occdlgidmanped over the side and gave
them a fresh soaking, but this had no power tokotieair repose. The ominous slash of the wind
and the water affected them as it would have afteotummies.

"Boys," said the cook, with the notes of everycghnce in his voice, "she's drifted in
pretty close. | guess one of you had better t&kddisea again.” The correspondent, aroused,
heard the crash of the toppled crests.

As he was rowing, the captain gave him some wiyiskel water, and this steadied the
chills out of him. "If | ever get ashore and angipshows me even a photograph of an oar— "

At last there was a short conversation.

"Billie. . . . Billie, will you spell me?"

"Sure," said the oiler.

VI

When the correspondent again opened his eyesethand the sky were each of the gray
hue of the dawning. Later, carmine and gold wasted upon the waters. The morning
appeared finally, in its splendor with a sky of @btue, and the sunlight flamed on the tips of the
waves.

On the distant dunes were set many little bladtages, and a tall white wind-mill reared
above them. No man, nor dog, nor bicycle appeandthe beach. The cottages might have
formed a deserted village.
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The voyagers scanned the shore. A conferencé@ldsn the boat. "Well," said the
captain, "if no help is coming, we might better @aryun through the surf right away. If we stay
out here much longer we will be too weak to do hmg for ourselves at all." The others
silently acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat neaded for the beach. The correspondent
wondered if none ever ascended the tall wind-toesed, if then they never looked seaward. This
tower was a giant, standing with its back to thghtlof the ants. It represented in a degree, to
the correspondent, the serenity of nature amidttuggles of the individual -- nature in the
wind, and nature in the vision of men. She didsesm cruel to him, nor beneficent, nor
treacherous, nor wise. But she was indiffereat|yflindifferent. It is, perhaps, plausible that a
man in this situation, impressed with the uncon@éne universe, should see the innumerable
flaws of his life and have them taste wickedly is imind and wish for another chance. A
distinction between right and wrong seems absueidigr to him, then, in this new ignorance of
the grave-edge, and he understands that if he giwsea another opportunity he would mend his
conduct and his words, and be better and brightengl an introduction, or at a tea.

"Now, boys," said the captain, "she is going t@sy sure. All we can do is to work her
in as far as possible, and then when she swanipsyudiand scramble for the beach. Keep cool
now and don't jump until she swamps sure."

The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders laased the surf. "Captain,” he said, "I
think I'd better bring her about, and keep her haatb the seas and back her in."

"All right, Billie," said the captain. "Back h&n." The oiler swung the boat then and,
seated in the stern, the cook and the correspomeietobliged to look over their shoulders to
contemplate the lonely and indifferent shore.

The monstrous inshore rollers heaved the boat imgihthe men were again enabled to
see the white sheets of water scudding up theesldsgach. "We won't get in very close,” said
the captain. Each time a man could wrest his tatefrom the rollers, he turned his glance
toward the shore, and in the expression of the éygag this contemplation there was a singular
guality. The correspondent, observing the otHarey that they were not afraid, but the full
meaning of their glances was shrouded.

As for himself, he was too tired to grapple fun@atally with the fact. He tried to
coerce his mind into thinking of it, but the minéswdominated at this time by the muscles, and
the muscles said they did not care. It merely geclto him that if he should drown it would be
a shame.

There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plaiegion. The men simply looked at the
shore. "Now, remember to get well clear of thetlva@en you jump,” said the captain.

Seaward the crest of a roller suddenly fell with@nderous crash, and the long white
comber came roaring down upon the boat.

"Steady now," said the captain. The men werasil&hey turned their eyes from the
shore to the comber and waited. The boat slichapricline, leaped at the furious top, bounced
over it, and swung down the long back of the wav@sme water had been shipped and the cook
bailed it out.

But the next crest crashed also. The tumblingrigpflood of white water caught the
boat and whirled it almost perpendicular. Wateasaed in from all sides. The correspondent
had his hands on the gunwale at this time, and leewater entered at that place he swiftly
withdrew his fingers, as if he objected to wettihgm.

The little boat, drunken with this weight of watezeled and snuggled deeper into the
sea.

"Balil her out, cook! Bail her out," said the caipt
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"All right, captain,” said the cook.

"Now, boys, the next one will do for us, sure,itisthe oiler. "Mind to jump clear of the
boat."

The third wave moved forward, huge, furious, incglale. It fairly swallowed the
dinghy, and almost simultaneously the men tumbiéal the sea. A piece of life-belt had lain in
the bottom of the boat, and as the correspondent everboard he held this to his chest with his
left hand.

The January water was icy, and he reflected imatelyi that it was colder than he had
expected to find it off the coast of Florida. Thjgpeared to his dazed mind as a fact important
enough to be noted at the time. The coldnesseoiviiter was sad; it was tragic. This fact was
somehow mixed and confused with his opinion ofdvig situation that it seemed almost a
proper reason for tears. The water was cold.

When he came to the surface he was consciouttlefdut the noisy water. Afterward he
saw his companions in the sea. The oiler was aineihe race. He was swimming strongly and
rapidly. Off to the correspondent's left, the cealreat white and corked back bulged out of the
water, and in the rear the captain was hanging lwgtone good hand to the keel of the
overturned dinghy.

There is a certain immovable quality to a shongl, e correspondent wondered at it
amid the confusion of the sea.

It seemed also very attractive, but the correspohiinew that it was a long journey, and
he paddled leisurely. The piece of life-presetagrunder him, and sometimes he whirled down
the incline of a wave as if he were on a hand-sled.

But finally he arrived at a place in the sea wheaeel was beset with difficulty. He did
not pause swimming to inquire what manner of curhaexd caught him, but there his progress
ceased. The shore was set before him like a lsit@fery on a stage, and he looked at it and
understood with his eyes each detail of it.

As the cook passed, much farther to the leftctpain was calling to him, "Turn over
on your back, cook! Turn over on your back andthseoar.”

"All right, sir!" The cook turned on his back,drpaddling with an oar, went ahead as if
he were a canoe.

Presently the boat also passed to the left ofdhneespondent with the captain clinging
with one hand to the keel. He would have appelikech man raising himself to look over a
board fence, if it were not for the extraordinagyrmastics of the boat. The correspondent
marveled that the captain could still hold to it.

They passed on, nearer to shore -- the oilercabg, the captain -- and following them
went the water-jar, bouncing gayly over the seas.

The correspondent remained in the grip of thsngle new enemy -- a current. The
shore, with its white slope of sand and its greleif,opped with little silent cottages, was
spread like a picture before him. It was very rtedrim then, but he was impressed as one who
in a gallery looks at a scene from Brittany or A&lgi.

He thought: "I am going to drown? Can it be polesl Can it be possible? Can it be
possible?" Perhaps an individual must consideoWwis death to be the final phenomenon of
nature.

But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of tea$f deadly current, for he found
suddenly that he could again make progress tovardhore. Later still, he was aware that the
captain, clinging with one hand to the keel of dimeghy, had his face turned away from the
shore and toward him, and was calling his nameom€to the boat! Come to the boat!"
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In his struggle to reach the captain and the heateflected that when one gets properly
wearied, drowning must really be a comfortablerageament, a cessation of hostilities
accompanied by a large degree of relief, and heglaasof it, for the main thing in his mind for
some moments had been horror of the temporary agdeydid not wish to be hurt.

Presently he saw a man running along the shoeewa$ undressing with most
remarkable speed. Coat, trousers, shirt, everyttew magically off him.

"Come to the boat," called the captain.

"All right, captain.” As the correspondent padt]lee saw the captain let himself down
to bottom and leave the boat. Then the correspunmformed his one little marvel of the
voyage. A large wave caught him and flung him ve#ise and supreme speed completely over
the boat and far beyond it. It struck him evemthe an event in gymnastics, and a true miracle
of the sea. An overturned boat in the surf isanptaything to a swimming man.

The correspondent arrived in water that reachégltorhis waist, but his condition did
not enable him to stand for more than a momenth&ave knocked him into a heap, and the
under-tow pulled at him.

Then he saw the man who had been running and ssidge and undressing and running,
come bounding into the water. He dragged asheredbk, and then waded toward the captain,
but the captain waved him away, and sent him t@theespondent. He was naked, naked as a
tree in winter, but a halo was about his head,lenshone like a saint. He gave a strong pull,
and a long drag, and a bully heave at the correfguls hand. The correspondent, schooled in
the minor formulae, said: "Thanks, old man." Budidenly the man cried: "What's that?" He
pointed a swift finger. The correspondent saido."G

In the shallows, face downward, lay the oilers Kirehead touched sand that was
periodically, between each wave, clear of the sea.

The correspondent did not know all that transpaterward. When he achieved safe
ground he fell, striking the sand with each patticpart of his body. It was as if he had dropped
from a roof, but the thud was grateful to him.

It seems that instantly the beach was populatédd mwen with blankets, clothes, and
flasks, and women with coffee-pots and all the e sacred to their minds. The welcome of
the land to the men from the sea was warm and gaesgbut a still and dripping shape was
carried slowly up the beach, and the land's welctam# could only be the different and sinister
hospitality of the grave.

When it came night, the white waves paced to amthfthe moonlight, and the wind
brought the sound of the great sea's voice to & on shore, and they felt that they could then
be interpreters.
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