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. My Lord in his discourse discovered a great deal
love to this ship.” —Diary of Samuel Pepys:



TO
EDWARD GARNETT
THIS TALE
ABOUT MY FRIENDS

OF THE SEA






THE NIGGER OF THE “NARCISSUS”

Mr. Baker, chief mate of the ship Narcissus,
stepped in one stride out of his lighted cabin into the
darkness of the quarter-deck. Above his head, on the
break of the poop, the night-watchman rang a double
stroke. It was nine o’clock. Mr. Baker, speaking up to
the man above him, asked:—*“ Are all the hands
aboard, Knowles?”

The man limped down the ladder, then said re-
flectively:—

“l think so, sir. All our old chaps are there, and
a lot of new men has come. . . . They must be all
there.”

“Tell the boatswain to send all hands aft,” went
on Mr. Baker; “and tell one of the youngsters to bring
a good lamp here. | want to muster our crowd.”

The main deck was dark aft, but halfway from for-



8 THE NIGGER OF THE “ NARCISSUS”

ward, through the open doors of the forecastle, two
streaks of brilliant light cut the shadow of the guiet
night that lay upon the ship. A hum of voices was
heard there, while port and starboard, in the illuminated
doorways, silhouettes of moving men appeared for a
moment, very black, without relief, like figures cut out
of sheet tin. The ship was ready for sea. The car-
penter had driven in the last wedge of the main-hatch
battens, and, throwing down his maul, had wiped his
face with great deliberation, just on the stroke of five.
The decks had been swept, the windlass oiled and
made ready to heave up the anchor; the big tow-rope
lay in long bights along one side of the main deck,
with one end carried up and hung over the bows, in
readiness for the tug that would come paddling and
hissing noisily, hot and smoky, in the limpid, cool
guietness of the early morning. The captain was ashore,
where he had been engaging some new hands to make
up his fuli crew; and, the work of the day over, the
ship’s officers had kept out of the way, glad of a little
breathing-time. Soon after dark the few liberty-men
and the new hands began to arrive in shore-boats

rowed by white-clad Asiatics, who clamoured fiercely
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for payment before coming alongside the gangway-
ladder. The feverish and shrill babble of Eastern lan-
guage struggled against the masterful tones of tipsy
seamen, who argued against brazen claims and dis-
honest hopes by profane shouts. The resplendent and
bestarred peace of the East was tom into sagualid
tatters by howls of rage and shrieks of lament raised
over sums ranging from five annas to half a rupee;
and every soul afloat in Bombay Harbour became
aware that the new hands were joining the Narcissus.
Gradually the distracting noise had subsided. The
boats came no longer in splashing clusters of three or
four together, but dropped alongside singly, in a sub-
dued buzz of expostulation cut short by a “Not a pice
morel You go to the devil!” from some man stagger-
ing up the accommodation-ladder—a dark figure, with
a long bag poised on the shoulder. In the forecastle
the newcomers, upright and swaying amongst corded
boxes and bundles of bedding made friends with the
old hands, who sat one above another in the two tiers
of bunks, gazing at their future shipmates with glances
critical but friendly. The two forecastle lamps were

turned up high, and shed an intense hard glare; shore-
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going hard hats were pushed far on the backs of heads,
or rolled about on the deck amongst the chain-cables;
white collars, undone, stuck out on each side of red
faces; big arms in white sleeves gesticulated; the growl-

ing voices hummed steady amongst bursts of laughter

and hoarse calls. “Here, sonny, take that bunk! . ..
Don’t you do it! . .. What's your last ship? . . . |
know her . . . Three years ago, in Puget Sound . . .
This here berth leaks, | tell you! ... Come on; give
us a chance to swing that chest! . . . Did you
bring a bottle, any of you shore totffs? ... Give us a
bit of 'baccy ... | know her; her skipper drank him-
self to death. ... He was a dandy boy! . .. Liked his
lotion inside, he did! ... No! .. . Hotd your row, you
chaps! ... | tell you, you came on board a hooker,

where they get their money’s worth out of poor Jack,
by Lo

A little fellow, called Craik and nicknamed Belfast,
abused the ship violently, romancing on principle, just
to give the new hands something to think over. Archie,
sitting aslant on his sea-chest, kept his knees out of
the way, and pushed the needle steadily through a

white patch in a pair of blue trousers. Men in black
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jackets and stand-up collars, mixed with men bare-
footed, bare-armed, with coloured shirts open on hairy
chests, pushed against one another in the middle of
the forecastle. The group swayed, reeled, turning upon
itself with the motion of a scrimmage, in a haze of
tobacco smoke. All were speaking together, swearing
at every second word. A Russian Finn, wearing a
yellow shirt with pink stripes, stared upwards, dreamy-
eyed, from under a mop of tumbled hair. Two young
giants with smooth, baby faces—two Scandinavians-—
helped each other to spread their bedding, silent, and
smiling placidly at the tempest of good-humoured and
meaningless curses. Old Singleton, the oldest able
seaman in the ship, set apart on the deck right under
the lamps, stripped to the waist, tattooed like a can-
nibal chief all over his powerful chest and enormous
biceps. Between the blue and red pattems his white
skin gleamed like satin; his bare back was propped
against the heel of the bowsprit, and he held a book
at arm’s length before his big, sunbumt face. With
his spectacles and a venerable white beard, he re-
sembled a learned and savage patriarch, the incama-

tion of barbarian wisdom serene in the blasphemous
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turmoil of the world. He was intensely absorbed,
and, as he turned the pages an expression of grave
surprise would pass over his rugged features. He was
reading “Pelham.” The popularity of Bulwer Lytton
in the forecastles of Southern-going ships is a wonder-
ful and bizarre phenomenon. What ideas do his
polished and so curiously insincere sentences awaken
in the simple minds of the big children who people
those dark and wandering places of the earth? What
meaning their rough, inexperienced souls can find in
the elegant verbiage of his pages? What excitement?
—what forgetfulness 2— what appeasement? Mystery!
Is it the fascination of the incomprehensible 2—is it the
charm of the impossible? Or are those beings who
exist beyond the pale of life stirred by his tales as by
an enigmatical disclosure of a resplendent world that
exists within the frontier of infamy and filth, within
that border of dirt and hunger, of misery and dis-
sipation, that comes down on all sides to the water’s
edge of the incorruptible ocean, and is the only thing
they know of life, the only thing they see of surround-
ing land—those life-long prisoners of the sea? Mys-

tery!
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Singleton, who had sailed to the southward since
the age of twelve, who in the last forty-five years had
lived (as we had calculated from his papers) no more
than forty months ashore—old Singleton, who boasted,
with the mild composure of long years well spent, that
generally from the day he was paid off from one ship
till the day he shipped in another he seldom was in
a condition to distinguish daylight—old Singleton sat
unmoved in the clash of voices and cries, spelling
through “Pelham” with slow labour, and lost in an
absorption profound enough to resemble a trance. He
breathed regularly. Every time he turned the book in
his enormous and blackened hands the muscles of his
big white arms rolled slightly under the smooth skin.
Hidden by the white moustache, his lips, stained with
tobacco-juice that trickled down the long beard, moved
in inward whisper. His bleared eyes gazed fixedly
from behind the glitter of black-rimmed glasses. Op-
posite to him, and on a level with his face, the ship’s
cat sat on the barrel of the windlass in the pose of a
crouching chimera, blinking its green eyes at its old
friend. It seemed to meditate a leap on to the old

man’s lap over the bent back of the ordinary seaman
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who sat at Singleton’s feet. Young Charley was lean
and long-necked. The ridge of his backbone made a
chain of smali hills under the old shirt. His face of a
street-boy— a face precocious, sagacious, and ironie,
with deep downward folds on each side of the thin,
wide mouth— hung low over his bony knees. He was
learning to make a lanyard knot with a bit of an old
rope. Smali drops of perspiration stood out on his
bulging forehead; he sniffed strongly from time to time,
glancing out of the corners of his restless eyes at the
old seaman, who took no notice of the puzzled youngster
muttering at his work.

The noise inereased. Little Belfast seemed, in the
heavy heat of the forecastle, to boil with facetious fury.
His eyes danced; in the crimson of his face, comical
as a mask, the mouth yawned black, with strange
grimaces. Facing him, a half-undressed man held his
sides, and, throwing his head back, laughed with wet
eyelashes. Others stared with amazed eyes. Men sit-
ting doubled up in the upper bunks smoked short
pipes, swinging bare brown feet above the heads of
those who sprawling below on sea-chests, listened, smil-

ing stupidly or scornfully. Over the white rims of
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berths stuck out heads with blinking eyes; but the
bodies were lost in the gloom of those places, that
resembled narrow niches for coffins in a whitewashed
and lighted mortuary. Voices buzzed louder. Archie,
with compressed lips, drew himself in, seemed to shrink
into a smaller space, and sewed steadily, industrious
and dumb. Belfast shrieked like an inspired Dervish:—

.. So | seez to him, boys, seez |, ‘Beggin’ yer par-
don, sorr, seez | to that second mate of that steamer
‘beggin’ your-r-r pardon, sorr, the Board of Trade must
'ave been drunk when they granted you your certi-
ficatel’ ‘What do you say, you " seez he, com-
in” at me like a mad buli ... all in his white clothes;
and | up with my tar-pot and capsises it all over his
blamed lovely face and his lovely jacket. . . . ‘Take
that!” seez I. ‘I am a sailor, anyhow, you nosing,
skipper-licking, useless, sooperfloos bridge-stanchion,
you!” ‘That’'s the kind of man | am! shouts I. . ..
You should have seed him skip, boys! Drowned, blind
with tar, he was! So ...

“Don’t 'ee believe him! He never upset no tar; |
was there!” shouted somebody. The two Norwegians

sat on a chest side by side, alike and placid, resem-
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bling a pair of love-birds on a perch, and with round
eyes stared innocently; but the Russian Finn, in the
racket of explosive shouts and rolling laughter, remained
motionless, limp and duli, like a deaf man without a
backbone. Near him Archie smiled at his needle. A
broad-chested, slow-eyed newcomer spoke deliberately
to Belfast during an exhausted luli in the noise;— “I
wonder any of the mates here are alive yet with such
a chap as you on board! | concloode they ain't that
bad now, if you had the taming of them, sonny.”

“Not bad! Not bad!” screamed Belfast. “If it
wasn’'t for us sticking together. . . . Not bad! They
ain’t never bad when they ain’'t got a chawnce, blast
their black ’arts. . . He foarned, whirling his arms,
then suddenly grinned and, taking a tablet of black
tobacco out of his pocket, bit a piece off with a funny
show of ferocity. Another new hand—a man with
shifty eyes and a yellow hatchet face, who had been
listening open-mouthed in the shadow of the midship
locker— observed in a sgueaky voice:(— “Weil, it's a
'omeward trip, anyhow. Bad or good, | can do it hall
on my 'ed— slong as | get 'ome. And | can look after

my rights! | will show 'em!” All the heads tumed
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towards him. Only the ordinary seaman and the cat
took no notice. He stood with arms akimbo, a little
fellow with white eyelashes. He looked as if he had
known all the degradations and all the furies. He
looked as if he had been cuffed, kicked, rolled in the
mud; he looked as if he had been scratched, spat upon,
pelted with unmentionable filth . . . and he smiled
with a sense of security at the faces around. His ears
were bending down under the weight of his battered
hard hat. The torn tails of his black coat flapped in
fringes about the calves of his legs. He unbuttoned
the only two buttons that remained and every one
saw he had no shirt under it It was his deserved
misfortune that those rags which nobody could possibly
be supposed to own looked on him as if they had been
stolen. His neck was long and thin; his eyelids were
red; rare hairs hung about his jaws; his shoulders were
peaked and drooped like the broken wings of a bird;
all his left side was caked with mud which showed
that he had lately slept in a wet ditch. He had saved
his inefficient carcass from violent destruction by run-
ning away from an American ship where, in a

of forgetful folly, he had dared to engage himself;

The Ntg~er ofthe* Narcissus” 2
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he had knocked about for a fortnight ashore in the
native guarter, cadging for drinks, starving, sleeping on
rubbish-heaps, wandering in sunshine: a startling visitor
from a world of nightmares. He stood repulsive and
smiling in the sudden silence. This clean white fore-
castle was his refuge; the place where he could be
lazy; where he could wallow, and lie and eat—and
curse the food he ate; where he could display his
talents for shirking work, for cheating, for cadging;
where he could find surely some one to wheedle and
some one to bully—and where he would be paid for
doing all this. They all knew him. Is there a spot on
earth where such a man is unknown, an ominous sur-
vival testifying to the eternal fitness of lies and im-
pudence? A taciturn long-armed shell-back, with hooked
fingers, who had been lying on his back smoking,
turned in his bed to examine him dispassionately, then,
over his head, sent a long jet of elear sa\fiva towards
the door. They all knew him! He was the man that
cannot steer, that cannot splice, that dodges the work
on dark nights; that, aloft, holds on frantically with
both arms and legs, and swears at the wind, the sleet,

the darkness; the man who curses the sea while others
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work. The man who is the last out and the first in
when all hands are called. The man who can't do
most things and won't do the rest. The pet of philan-
thropists and self-seeking landlubbers. The sympathetic
and deserving creature that knows all about his rights,
but knows nothing of courage, of endurance, and of the
unexpressed faith, of the unspoken loyalty that knits
together a ship’s company. The independent offspring
of the ignoble freedom of the slums fuli of disdain and
hate for the austere servitude of the sea.

Some one cried at him: “What's your name?”—
“Donkin,” he said, looking roundwith cheerful effrontery.
—“What are you?” asked another voice.—“Why, a
sailor like you, old man,” he replied, in a tone that
meant to be hearty but was impudent.—*“Blamme if
you don’t look a blamed sight worse than a broken-
down fireman,” was the comment in a convinced mutter.
Charley lifted his head and piped in a cheeky voice:
“He is a man and a sailor’—then wiping his nose
with the back of his hand bent down industriously over
his bit of rope. A few laughed. Others stared doubt-
fully. The ragged newcomer was indignanL—*“That's

a fine way to welcome a chap into a fo’c’sle,” he snarled.
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“Are you men or a lot of 'artless cannybals?”—*“ Don’t
take your shirt off for a word, shipmate,” called out
Belfast, jumping up in front, fiery, menacing, and
friendly at the same time.— “Is that 'ere bloke blind?”
asked the indomitable scarecrow, looking right and left
with affected surprise. “Can’t 'ee see | 'aven’'t got no
shirt?”

He held both his arms out crosswise and shook the
rags that hung over his bones with dramatic effect.

“’Cos why?” he continued very loud. *“The bloody
Yankees been tryin’ to jump my guts hout 'cos | stood
up for my rights like a good 'un. | ham a Henglish-
man, | ham. They set upon me an’ | ’'ad to run.
That's why. A’'n’t yer never seed a man 'ard up? Yah!
What kind of blamed ship is this? Pm dead broke.
| 'aven't got nothink. No bag, no bed, no blanket, no
shirt—not a bloomin’ rag but what | stand in. But I
‘ad the ’'art to stand hup agin’ them Yankees. ’'As any
of you ’'art enough to spare a pair of old pants for a
chum?”

He knew how to conguer the naive instincts of that
crowd. In a moment they gave him their compassion,

jocularly, contemptuously, or surlily; and at first it took
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the shape of a blanket thrown at him as he stood there
with the white skin of his limbs showing his human
kinship through the black fantasy of his rags. Then a
pair of old shoes fell at his muddy feet. With a ery:
— “From under,” a rolled-up pair of trousers, heavy
with tar stains, struck him on the shoulder. The gust
of their benevolence sent a wave of sentimental pity
through their doubting hearts. They were touched

by their own readiness to alleviate a shipmate’s misery.

Voices cried:— “We will fit you out, old man.” Mur-
murs: “Never seed seech a hard case.... Poor beggar.
... I've got an old singlet. . .. Will that be of any
use to you? ... Take it, matey. .. .” Those friendly

murmurs filled the forecastle. He pawed around with
his naked foot, gathering the things in a heap and
looked about tor more. Unemotional Archie perfunc-
torily contributed to the pile an old cloth cap with the
peak torn off. OlId Singleton, lost in the serene regions
of fiction, read on unheeding. Charley, pitiless with
the wisdom of youth, sgueaked“If you want brass
buttons for your new unyforms I've got two for you.”
The filthy object of universal charity shook his fist at

the youngster—“1'll make you keep this 'ere fo'c’sle
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clean, young feller,” he snarled viciously. “Never you
fear. | will learn you to be civil to an able seaman,
you hignorant hass.” He glared harmfully, but saw
Singleton shut his book, and his little beady eyes
began to roam from berth to berth.—“ Take that bunk
by the door there—it's pretty fair,” suggested Bel-
fast So advised, he gathered the gifts at his feet,
pressed them in a bundle against his breast, then looked
cautiously at the Russian Finn, who stood on one side
with an unconscious gaze, contemplating, perhaps, one
of those weird visions that haunt the men of his race.—
“Get out of my road, Dutchy,” said the victim of
Yankee brutality. *The Finn did not. move—did not
hear. “Get out, blast ye,” shouted the other, shoving
him aside with his elbow. “ Get out, you blanked deaf
and dumb fool. Get out.” The man staggered,
recovered himself, and gazed at the speaker in silence.
—“Those damned furriners should be kept hunder,”
opined the amiable Donkin to the forecastle. “If you
don’'t teach 'em their place they put on you like hany-
think.” He flung all his worldly possessions into the
empty bed-place, gauged with another shrewd look the

nsks of the proceeding, then leaped up to the Finn,
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who stood pensive and duli.—“I'll teach you to $well
around,” he yelled. “Fil plug your eyes for you, you
blooming sguare-head.” Most of the men were now in
their bunks and the two had the forecastle elear to
themselves. The development of the destitute Donkin
aroused interest. He danced all in tatters before the
amazed Finn, sguaring from a distance at the heavy,
unmoved face. One or two men cried encouragingly:
“Go it, Whitechapel!” settling themselves luxuriously
in their beds to survey the fight. Others shouted:
“Shut yer row! . .. Go an’ put yer 'ed in a bag! . .
The hubbub was recommencing. Suddenly many heavy
blows struck with a handspike on the deck above
boomed like discharges of smali cannon through the
forecastle. Then the boatswain’s voice rose outside
the door with an authoritative note in its drawl:— “ D'ye
hear, below there? Lay aft! Lay aft to muster all
hands!”

There was a moment of surprised stillness. Then the
forecastle floor disappeared under men whose bare feet
flopped on the planks as they sprang elear out of their
berths. Caps were rooted for amongst tumbled blankets.

Some, yawning, buttoned waistbands. Half-smoked
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pipes were knocked hurriedly against woodwork and
stuffed under pillows. Voices growled:—*“What's up?

. Is there no rest for us?” Donkin yelped:—“If
that's the way of this ship, we’ll 'ave to change hall
that. ... You leave me alone I will soon. . ..
None of the crowd noticed him. They were lurching
in twos and threes through the doors, after the manner
of merchant Jacks who cannot go out of a door fairly,
like mere landsmen. The votary of change followed
them. Singleton, struggling into his jacket, came last,
tali and fatherly, bearing high his head of a weather-
beaten sage on the body of an old athlete. Only
Charley remained alone in the white glare of the empty
place, sitting between the two rows of iron links that
stretched into the narrow gloom forward. He pulled
hard at the strands in a hurried endeavour to finish
his knot. Suddenly he started up, flung the rope at
the cat, and skipped after the black tom that went off
leaping $edately over chain compressors, with the tait
carried stiff and upright, like a smali flag pole.

Outside the glare of the steaming forecastle the
serene purity of the night enveloped the seamen with

its soothing breath, with its tepid breath flowing under
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the stars that hung countless above the mastheads in a
thin cloud of luminous dust. On the town side the
blackness of the water was S$treaked with trails of light
which undulated gently on slight ripples, similar to
filaments that float rooted to the shore. Rows of other
lights stood away in straight lines as if drawn up on
parade between towering buildings; but on the other
side of the harbour sombre hills arched high their
black spines, on which, here and there, the point of a
star resembled a spark fallen from the sky. Far off,
Byculla way, the electric lamps at the dock gates
shone on the end of lofty standards with a glow
blinding and frigid like captive ghosts of some evil
moons.  Scattered all over the dark polish of the
roadstead, the ships at anchor floated in perfect still-
ness under the feeble gleam of their riding-lights,
looming up, opaaue and bulky, like strange and monu-
mental structures abandoned by men to an everlasting
repose.

Before the cabin door Mr. Baker was mustering
the crew. As they stumbled and lurched along past
the mainmast, they could see aft his round, broad face

with a white paper before it, and beside his shoulder
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the sleepy head, with dropped eyelids, of the boy,
who held, suspended at the end of his raised arm, the
luminous globe of a lamp. Even before the shuffle of
naked soles had ceased along the decks, the mate
began to cali over the names. He called distinctly in
a serious tone befitting this roll-call to unauiet lone-
liness, to inglorious and obscure struggle, or to the
more trying endurance of smali privations and weari-
some duties. As the chief mate read out a name,
one of the men would answer: “Yes, sir!” or “Here!”
and, detaching himself from the shadowy mob of
heads visible above the blackness of starboard bul-
warks, would step barefooted into the circle of light,
and in two noiseless strides pass into the shadows on
the port side of the quarter-deck. They answered in
divers tones: in thick mutters, in elear, ringing voices;
and some, as if the whole thing had been an outrage
on their feelings, used an injured intonation: for dis-
cipline is not ceremonious in merchant ships, where
the sense of hierarchy is weak, and where all feel
themselves egual before the unconcerned immensity of
the sea and the exacting appeal of the work.

Mr. Baker read on steadily:— “ Hanssen— Campbell
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— Smith— Wamibo. Now, then, Wamibo. Why don’t
you answer? Always got to cali your name twice.”
The Finn emitted at last an uncouth grunt, and,
stepping out, passed through the patch of light, weird
and gaudy, with the face of a man marching through
a dream. The mate went on faster.— “ Craik— Single-
ton—Donkin. ... O Lord!” he involuntarily ejaculated
as the incredibly dilapidated figure appeared in the
light. It stopped; it uncovered pale gums and long,
upper teeth in a malevolent grin.—“Is there anythink
wrong with me, Mister Mate?” it asked, with a flavour
of insolence in the forced simplicity of its tone. On
both sides of the deck subdued titters were heard.—e
“That'll do. Go over,” growled Mr. Baker, fixing the
new hand with steady blue eyes. And Donkin vanished
suddenly out of the light into the dark group of
mustered men, to be slapped on the back and to hear

flattering whispers. Round him men muttered to one

another:— “He ain’'t afeard, he’ll give sport to ’'em,
see if he don’t. . . . Reg’lar Punch and Judy show. . ..
Did ye see the mate start at him? ... Weill Damme,
if I ever! ..

The last man had gone over, and there was a
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moment of silence while the mate peered at his list—
“ Sixteen, seventeen,” he muttered. “l am one hand
short, bo’sen,” he said aloud. The big west-country-
man at his elbow, swarthy and bearded like a gigantic
Spaniard, said in a rumbling bass:— “There’s no one
left forward, sir. | had a look round. He ain’t
aboard, but he may turn up before daylight.”—*“ Ay.
He may or he may not,” commented the mate; “can’t
make out that last name. It's all a smudge. . . . That
will do, men. Go below.”

The indistinct and motionless group stirred, broke
up, began to move forward.

“Wait!” cried a deep, ringing voice.

All stood still, Mr. Baker, who had turned away
yawning, spun round open-mouthed. At last, furious,
he blurted out:—*“What's this? Who said ‘Wait'?
What. . . .

But he saw a tali figure standing on the rait. It
came down and pushed through the crowd, marching
with a heavy tread towards the light on the guarter-
deck. Then again the sonorous voice said with in-
sistence:— “Wait!” The lamphght lit up the man’s

body. He was tali. . His head was away up in the
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shadows of lifeboats that stood on skids above the
deck. The whites of his eyes and his teeth gleamed
distinctly, but the face was indistinguishable. His hands
were big and seemed gloved.

Mr. Baker advanced intrepidly. “Who are you?
How dare you . . he began.

The boy, amazed like the rest, raised the light to
the man’s face. It was black. A surprised hum—a
faint hum that sounded like the suppressed mutter of
the word “Nigger”—ran along the deck and escaped
out into the night. The nigger seemed not to hear.
He balanced himself where he stood in a swagger that
marked time. After a moment he said calmly:— “My
name is Wait— James Wait.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Baker. Then, after a few seconds
of smouldering silence, his temper blazed out. *“Ah!
Your name is Wait What of that? What do you
want? What do you mean, coming shouting here?”

The nigger was calm, cool, towering, superb. The
men had approached and stood behind him in a body.
He overtopped the tallest by half a head. He said:
“1 belong to the ship.” He enunciated distinctly, with

soft precision. The deep, rolling tones of his voice
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filed the deck without effort. He was naturally scorn-
ful, unaffectedly condescending, as if from his height
of six foot three he had surveyed all the vastness of
human folly and had made up his mind not to be too
hard on it. He went on:— “The captain shipped me
this morning. | couldn’t get aboard sooner. | saw
you all aft as | came up the ladder, and could see
directly you were mustering the crew. Naturally |
called out my name. | thought you had it on your
list, and would understand. You misapprehended.”
He stopped short. The folly around him was con-
founded. He was right as ever, and as ever ready to
forgive. The disdainful tones had ceased, and, breath-
ing heavily, he stood still, surrounded by all these
white men. He held his head up in the glare of the
lamp—a head vigorously modelled into deep shadows
and shining lights—a head powerful and misshapen
with a tormented and flattened face— a face pathetic
and brutal: the tragic, the mysterious, the repulsive
mask of a nigger’s soul.

Mr. Baker, recovering his composure, looked at the
paper close. “ Oh, yes; that's so. All right, Wait. Take

your gear forward,” he said.
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Suddenly the nigger's eyes rolled wildly, became
all whites. He put his hand to his side and coughed
twice, a cough metallic, hollow, and tremendously loud;
it resounded like two explosions in a vault; the dome
of the sky rang to it, and the iron plates of the ship’s
bulwarks seemed to vibrate in unison; then he marched
off forward with the others. The officers lingering by
the cabin door could hear him say: “Won't some of
you chaps lend a hand with my dunnage? I've got
a chest and a bag.” The words, spoken sonorously, with
an even intonation, were heard all over the ship, and
the aguestion was put in a manner that made refusal
impossible. The short, quick shuffle of men carrying
something heavy went away forward, but the tali figure
of the nigger lingered by the main hatch in a knot of
smaller shapes. Again he was heard asking: “Is your
cook a coloured gentleman?” Then a disappointed and
disapproving “Ah! h'm!” was his comment upon the
Information that the cook happened to be a mere white
man. Yet, as they went all together towards the fore-
castle, he condescended to put his head through the
galley door and boom out inside a magnificent “ Good

evening, doctor!” that made all the saucepans ring. In
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the dim light the cook &ozed on the coal locker in
front of the captain’s supper. He jumped up as if he
had been cut with a whip, and dashed wildly on deck
to see the backs of several men going away laughing.
Afterwards, when talking about that voyage, he used to
say.— “The poor fellow had scared me. | thought |
had seen the devil.” The cook had been seven years
in the ship with the same captain. He was a serious-
minded man with a wife and three children, whose
society he enjoyed on an average one month out of
twelve. When on shore he took his family to church
twice every Sunday. At sea he went to sleep every
evening with his lamp tumed up fuli, a pipe in his
mouth, and an open Bibie in his hand. Some one had
always to go during the night to put out the light, take
the book from his hand, and the pipe from between his
teeth. “For”—Belfast used to say, irritated and com-
plaining— “ some night, you stupid cookie, you’ll swallow
your ould clay, and we will have no cook.”—*“Ah!
sonny, | am ready for my Maker’s cali . . . wish you all
were,” the other would answer with a benign serenity
that was altogether imbecile and touchlng Belfast out-

side the galley door danced with vexatlon “You holy



THE NIGGER OF THE *“ NARCISSUS” 33

fool! | don't want you to die,” he howled, looking up
with furious, quivering face and tender eyes. “What's
the hurry? you blessed wooden-headed ould heretic, the
diwle wali have you soon enough. Think of Us . . . of
Us . .. of Us!” And he would go awhy, stamping,
spitting aside, disgusted and worried; while the other,
stepping out, saucepan in hand, hot, begrimed, and
placid, watched wuth a superior, cock-sure smile the
back of his “queer little man” reeling in a rage. They
were great friends.

Mr. Baker, lounging over the after-hatch, sniffed the
humid night in the company of the second mate.—
“Those West India niggers run fine and large— some
of them . . . Ough! . . . Don’t they? A fine, big
man that, Mr. Creighton. Feel him on a rope. Hey?
Ough! | will take him into my watch, | think.” The
second mate, a fair, gentlemanly young fellow, with a
resolute face and a splendid physique, observed quietly
that it was just about what he expected. There could
be felt in his tone some slight bittemess which Mr.
Baker very kindly set himself to argue away. “Come,
come, young man,” he said, grunting between the

words. “Come! Don’'t be too greedy. You had that

The Nigger ofthe * Narcissus " 3
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big Finn in your watch all the voyage. | will do what's
fair. You may have those two young Scandinavians
and | ... Ough! ... 1 get the nigger, and will take
that . . . Ough! that cheeky costermonger chap in a
black frock-coat. HI make him ... Ough! ... make
him toe the mark, or my . . . Ough! ... name isn't
Baker. Ough! Ough! Ough!”

He grunted thrice—ferociously. He had that trick
of grunting so between his words and at the end of
sentences. It was a fine, effective grunt that went well
with his menacing utterance, with his heavy, bull-
necked frame, his jerky, rolling gait; with his big,
seamed face, his steady eyes, and sardonic mouth.
But its efiect had been long ago discounted by the men.
They liked him; Belfast—who was a favourite, and
knew it—mimicked him, not quite behind his back.
Charley— but with greater caution—imitated his walk.
Some of his sayings became established, daily guota-
tions in the forecastle. Popularity can go no farther!
Besides, all hands were ready to admit that on a fitting
occasion the mate could “jump down a fellow’s throat
in a reg’lar Western Ocean style.”

Now he was giving his last orders. *“Ough! . ..
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You, Knowles! Cali all hands at four. | want . . .
Ough! ... to heave short before the tug comes. Look
out for the captain. | am going to lay down in my
clothes. . . . Ough! . . . Cali me when you see the boat
coming. Ough! Ough! . . . The old man is sure to
have something to say when he comes aboard,” he re-
marked to Creighton. “Weil, good-night . . . Ough! A
long day before us to-morrow. . . . Ough! . .. Better
tum in now. Ough! Ough!”

Upon the dark deck a band of light flashed, then a
door Slammed, and Mr. Baker was gone into his neat
cabin. Young Creighton stood leaning over the rait,
and looked dreamily into the night of the East. And
he saw in it a long country lane, a lane of waving leaves
and dancing sunshine. He saw stirring boughs of old
trees outspread, and framing in their arch the tender,
the caressing blueness of an English sky. And through
the arch a girl in a elear dress, smiling under a sun-
shade, seemed to be stepping out of the tender sky.

At the other end of the ship the forecastle, with
only one lamp burning now, was going to sleep in a
dim emptiness traversed by loud breathings, by sudden

short sighs. The double row of berths yawned black,

3+
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like graves tenanted by uneasy corpses. Here and there
a curtain of gaudy chintz, half drawn, marked the
resting-place of a sybarite. A leg hung over the edge
very white and lifeless. An arm stuck straight out with
a dark palm tumed up, and thick fingers half closed.
Two light snores, that did not synchronise, guarrelled
in funny dialogue. Singleton stripped again—the old
man suffered much from prickly heat— stood cooling his
back in the doorway, with his arms crossed on his bare
and adomed chest. His head touched the beam of the
deck above. The nigger, half undressed, was busy
casting adrift the lashing of his box, and spreading his
bedding in an upper berth. He moved about in his
socks, tali and noiseless, with a pair of braces beating
about his heels. Amongst the shadows of stanchions
and bowsprit, Donkin munched a piece of hard ship’s
bread, sitting on the deck with upturned feet and rest-
less eyes; he held the biscuit up before his mouth in
the whole fist, and snapped his jaws at it with a raging
face. Crumbs fell between his outspread legs. Then
he got up.

“Where’s our water-cask?” he asked in a contained

voice.
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Singleton, without a word, pointed with a big hand
that held a short ;mouldering pipe. Donki.n bent over
the cask, drank out of the tin, splashing the water,
turned round and noticed the nigger looking at him
over the shoulder with calm loftiness. He moved up
sideways.

“There’'s a blooming supper for a man,” he whis-
pered bitterly. “My dorg at '‘orne wouldn't 'ave it. It’s
fit enouf for you an’ me. 'Ere’s a big ship's fo'c’sle! . ..
Not a blooming scrap of meat in the kids. |'ve looked
in all the lockers. . .

The nigger stared like a man addressed unex-

pectedly in a foreign language. Donkin changed his

tone:— “ Giv’ us a bit of ’baccy, mate,” he breathed out
confidentially, “I 'ave.n’'t 'ad smoke or chew for the last
month. | am rampin’ mad for it. Come on, old man!”

“Don’t be familiar,” said the nigger. Donkin started
and sat down on a chest near by, out of sheer surprise.
“We haven't kept pigs together,” continued James Wait
in a deep undertone. “Here's your tobacco.” Then,
after a pause, he asked:—*“What ship?”"— “ Golden
State/’ muttered Donkin indistinctly, biting the tobacco.

The nigger whistled low.— “Ran?” he said curtly.
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Donkin nodded: one of his cheeks bulged out—*“In
course | ran,” he mumbled. “They booted the life hout

of one Dago chap on the passage ’'ere, then started on

me. | cleared hout ’ere.”—*“Left your dunnage be-
hind?”— “ Yes, dunnage and money,” answered Donkin,
raising his voice a little; “1 got nothink. No clothes,

no bed. A bandy-legged little Hirish chap ’ere ’'as give
me a blanket. . . . Think Pil go an’ sleep in the fore
topmast staysail to-night.”

He went on deck trailing behind his back a corner
of the blanket. Singleton, without a glance, moved
slightly aside to let him pass. The nigger put away his
shore togs and sat in clean working clothes on his box,
one arm stretched over his knees. After staring at
Singleton for some time he asked without emphasis:—
“What kind of ship is this? Pretty fair? Eh?”

Singleton didn’t stir. A long while after he said,
with unmoved face:— “ Ship! . . . Ships are all right. It
is the men in them!”

He went on smoking in the profound silence. The
wisdom of half a century spent in listening to the
thunder of the waves had spoken unconsciously through

his old lips. The cat purred on the windlass. Then
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James Wait had a fit of :oaring, ;attling cough, that
shook him, tossed him like a hurricane, and flung him
panting with staring eyes headlong on his sea-chest.
Several men woke up. One said sleepily out of his
bunk: “'Struth! what a blamed row!”—*"| have a cold
on my chest,” gasped Wait.—"“Cold! you cali it,”
grumbled the man; “should think ’'twas something
more. . . .”—“Oh! you think so,” said the nigger up-
right and loftily scornful again. He climbed into his
berth and began coughing persistently while he put his
head out to glare all round the forecastle. There was
no further protest. He fell back on the pillow, and
could be heard there wheezing regularly like a man op-
pressed in his sleep.

Singleton stood at the door with his face to the
light and his back to the darkness. And alone in the
dim emptiness of the sleeping forecastle he appeared
bigger, colossal, very old; old as Father Time himself,
who should have come there into this place as guiet as
a sepulchre to contemplate with patient eyes the short
victory of sleep, the consoler. Yet he was only a child
of time, a lonely relic of a devoured and forgotten

generation. He stood, still strong, as ever unthinking;
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a ready man with a vast empty past and with no
future, with his childlike impulses and his man’s pas-
sions already dead within his tattooed breast. The men
who could understand his silence were gone—those
men who knew how to exist beyond the Ipale of life
and within sight of eternity. They had been strong, as
those are strong who know neither doubts nor hopes.
They had been impatient and enduring, turbulent and
devoted, unruly and faithful. WeII-Lneaning people had
tried to represent those men as whining over every
mouthful of their food; as going about their work in
fear of their lives. But in truth they had been men
who knew toil, privation, violence, debauchery— but
knew not fear, and had no desire of spite in their
hearts. Men hard to manage, but easy to inspire; voice-
less men—but men enough to scorn in their hearts the
sentimental voices that bewailed the hardness of their
fate. It was a fate unigue and their own; the capacity
to bear it appeared to them the privilege of the chosen!
Their generation lived inarticulate and indispensable,
without knowing the sweetness of affections or the re-
fuge of a home— and died free from the dark menace

of a narrow grave. They were the everlasting children
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of the mysterious sea. Their successors are the grown-
up children of a discontented earth. They are less
naughty, but less innocent; less profane, but perhaps
also less believing; and if they had leamed how to
speak they have also learned how to whine. But the
others were strong and mute; they were effaced, bowed
and enduring, like stone caryatides that hotd up in the
night the lighted halls of a resplendent and glorious
edifice. They are gone now— and it does not matter.
The sea and the earth are unfaithful to their children:
a truth, a faith, a generation of men goes— and is for-
gotten, and it does not matter! Except, perhaps, to the
few of those who believed the truth, confessed the faith
— or loved the men.

A breeze was coming. The ship that had been
lying tide-rode swung to a heavier puff; and suddenly
the slack of the chain cable between the windlass and
the hawse-pipe clinked, slipped forward an inch, and
rose gently off the deck with a startling suggestion as
of unsuspected life that had been lurking stealthily in
the iron. In the hawse-pipe the grinding links sent
through the ship a sound like a low groan of a man

sighing under a burden. The strain came on the
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windlass, the chain tautened like a string, vibrated—
and the handle of the screw-brake moved in slight jerks.
Singleton stepped forward.

Till then he had been standing meditative and un-
thinking, reposeful and hopeless, with a face grim and
blank—a sixty-year-old child of the mysterious sea.
The thoughts of all his lifetime could have been ex-
pressed in six words, but the stir of those things that
were as much part of his existence as his beating heart
called up a gleam of alert understanding upon the stern-
ness of his aged face. The flame of the lamp swayed,
and the old man, with knitted and bushy eyebrows,
stood over the brake, watchful and motionless in the
wild saraband of dancing shadows. Then the ship,
obedient to the cali of her anchor, forged ahead slightly
and eased the strain. The cable relieved, hung down,
and after swaying imperceptibly to and fro dropped
with a loud tap on the hard wood planks. Singleton
seized the high lever, and, by a violent throw forward
of his body, wrung out another half-turn from the
brake. He recovered himself, breathed largely, and re-
mained for a while glaring down at the powerful and

compact engine that sguatted on the deck at his feet,
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like some guiet monster—a creature amazing and
tame.
“You ... hotd!” he growled at it masterfully, in

the incult tangle of his white beard.
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Next morning, at daylight, the Narcissus went
to sea

A slight haze blurred the horizon. Outside the
harbour the measureless expanse of smooth water lay
sparkling like a floor of jewels, and asempty as the
sky. The short black tug gave a pluck to windward,
in the usual way, then let go the rope, and hovered for
a moment on the guarter with her engines stopped;
while the slim, long hull of the ship moved ahead
slowly under lower topsails. The loose upper canvas
blew outin the breeze with soft round contours, re-
sembling smaliwhite clouds snared inthe maze of
ropes. Then the sheets were hauled home, the yards
hoisted, and the ship became a high and lonely
pyramid, gliding, all shining and white, through the
sunlit mist. The tug turned short round and went
away towards the land. Twenty-six pairs of eyes
watched her low broad stern crawling languidly over

the smooth swell between the two paddle-wheels that
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tumed fast, beating the water with fierce hurry. She
resembled an enormous and aguatic blackbeetle, sur-
prised by the light, overwhelmed by the sunshine, trying
to escape with ineffectual effort into the distant gloom
of the land. She left a lingering smudge ot smoke on
the sky, and two vanishing trails of foam on the water.
On the place where she had stopped a round black
patch of soot remained, undulating on the swell—an
unclean mark of the creature’s rest.

The Narcissus left alone, heading south, seemed to
stand resplendent and still upon the restless sea, under
the moving sun. Flakes of foam swept past her sides;
the water struck her with flashing blows; the land
glided away, slowly fading; a few birds screamed on
motionless wings over the swaying mastheads. But
soon the land disappeared, the birds went away; and
to the west the pointed sail of an Arab dhow running
for Bombay, rose triangular and upright above the
sharp edge of the horizon, lingered, and vanished like
an illusion. Then the ship’s wake, long and straight,
stretched itself out through a day of immense solitude.
The setting sun, buming on the level of the water,

flamed crimson below the blackness of heavy rain
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clouds. The sunset sguall, coming up from behind,
dissolved itself into the short deluge of a hissing shower.
It left the ship glistening from trucks to waterline, and
with darkened sails. She ran easily before a fair mon-
soon, with her decks cleared for the night; and, moving
along with her, was heard the sustained and monoton-
ous swishing of the waves, mingled with the low
whispers of men mustered aft for the setting of watches;
the short plaint of some btock aloft; or, now and then,
a loud sigh of wind.

Mr. Baker, coming out of his cabin, called out the
first name sharply before closing the door behind him.
He was going to take charge of the deck. On the
homeward trip, according to an old custom of the sea,
the chief officer takes the first night-watch— from eight
till midnight So Mr. Baker, after he had heard the
last “Yes, sir!” said moodily, “Relieve the wheel and
look-out;” and climbed with heavy feet the poop
ladder to windward. Soon after Mr. Creighton came
down, whistling softly, and went into the cabin. On
the doorstep the steward lounged, in slippers, meditative,
and with his shirt-sleeves rolled up to the armpits. On

the main deck the cook, locking up the galley doors,
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had an altercation with young Charley about a pair of
socks. He could be heard saying impressively, in the
darkness amidships: “You don’t deserve a kindness.
I've been drying theni for you, and now you complain
about the holes—and you swear, too! Right in front
of me! If | hadn’t been a Christian— which you ain't,
you young ruffian—1 would give you a clout on the
head. ... Go away!” Men in couples or threes stood
pensive or moved silently along the bulwarks in the
waist. The first busy day of a homeward passage was
sinking into the duli peace of resumed routine. Aft,
on the high poop, Mr. Baker walked shuffling; grunted
to himself in the pauses of his thoughts. Forward, the
look-out man, erect between the flukes of the two
anchors, hummed an endless tune, keeping his eyes
fixed dutifully ahead in a vacant stare. A multitude
of stars coming out into the elear night peopled the
emptiness of the sky. They glittered, as if alive above
the sea; they surrounded the running ship on all sides;
more intense than the eyes of a staring crowd, and as
inscrutable as the souls of men.

The passage had begun, and the ship, a fragment

detached from the earth, went on lonely and swift like
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a smali planet. Round her the abysses of sky and
sea met in an unattainable frontier. A great circular
solitude moved with her, ever changing and ever the
same, always monotonous and always imposing. Now
and then another wandering white speck, burdened
with life, appeared far off—disappeared; intent on its
own destiny. The sun looked upon her all day, and
every morning rose with a burning, round stare of un-
dying curiosity. She had her own future; she was alive
with the lives of those beings who trod her decks; like
that earth which had given her up to the sea, she had
an intolerable load of regrets and hopes. On her lived
timid truth and audacious lies; and, like the earth, she
was unconscious, fair to see—and condemned by men
to an ignoble fate. The august loneliness of her path
lent dignity to the sordid inspiration of her pilgrimage.
She drove foaming to the southward, as if guided by
the courage of a high endeavour. The smiling greatness
of the sea dwarfed the extent of time. The days raced
after one another, brilliant and quick like the flashes of
a lighthouse, and the nights, eventful and short, re-
sembled fleeting dreams.

The men had shaken into their places, and the
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half-hourly voice of the bells ruled their life of unceas-
ing care. Night and day the head and shoulders of a
seaman could be seen aft by the wheel, outlined high
against sunshine or starlight, very steady above the stir
of revolving spokes. The faces changed, passing in
rotation. Youthful faces, bearded faces, dark faces:
faces serene, or faces moody, but all akin with the
brotherhood of the sea; all with the same attentive ex-
pression of eyes, carefully watching the compass or
the sails. Captain Allistoun, serious, and with an old
red muffler round his throat, all day long pervaded
the poop. At night, many times he rose out of the
darkness of the companion, such as a phantom above
a grave, and stood watchful and mute under the stars,
his night-shirt fluttering like a flag—then, without a
sound, sank down again. He was bom on the shores
of the Pentland Firth. In his youth he attained the
rank of harpooner in Peterhead whalers. When he
spoke of that time his restless grey eyes became still
and cold, like the loom of ice. Afterwards he went
into the East Indian trade for the sake of change. He
had commanded the Narcissus sifnce she was built. He

loved his ship, and drove her unmercifully; for his
The Nigger o fthe “ Narcissus” 4
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secret ambition was to make her accomplish some day
a brilliantly quick passage which would be mentioned
in nautical papers. He pronounced his owner's name
with a sardonic smile, spoke but seldom to his officers,
and reproved errors in a gentle voice, with words that
cut to the quick. His hair was iron-grey, his face hard
and of the colour of pump-leather. He shaved every
morning of his life—at six—but once (being caught in
a fierce hurricane eighty miles Southwest of Mauritius)
he had missed three consecutive days. He feared
ilaught but an unforgiving God, and wished to end his
days in a little house, with a plot of ground attached
—far in the country— out of sight of the sea.

He, the ruler of that minute world, seldom de-
scended from the Olympian heights of his poop.
Below him—at his feet, so to speak— common mortals
led their busy and insignificant lives. Along the main
Qeck Mr. Baker grunted in a manner bloodt#tgirsty and
innocuous; and kept all our noses to the grindstone,
being—as he once remarked—paid for doing that
very thing. The men working about the deck were
healthy and contented—as most seamen are, when

once well out to sea. The true peace of God begins
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at any spot a thousand miles from the nearest land;
and when He sends there the messengers of His might
it is not in terrible wrath against crime, presumption,
and folly, but paternally, to chasten simple hearts—
ignorant hearts that know nothing of life, and beat un-
disturbed by envy or greed.

In the evening the cleared decks had a reposeful
aspect, resembling the autumn of the earth. The sun
was sinking to rest, wrapped in a mantle of warm
clouds. Forward, on the end of the spare spars, the
boatswain and the carpenter sat together with crossed
arms; two men friendly, powerful, and deep-chested.
Beside them the short, dumpy sailmaker—who had
been in the Navy—related, between the whiffs of his
pipe, impossible stories about Admirals. Couples
tramped backwards and forwards, keeping step and
balance without effort, in a confined space. Pigs
grunted in the big pigstye. Belfast, leaning thought-
fully on his elbow, above the bars, communed with
them through the silence of his meditation. Fellows
with shirts open wide on sunburnt breasts sat upon the
mooring bits, and all up the steps of the forecastle

ladders. By the foremast a few discussed in a circle
4+
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the characteristics of a gentleman. One said:—"“It’s
money as does it.” Another maintained:— “No, it's
the way they speak.” Lame Knowles stumped up with
an unwashed face (he had the distinction of being the
dirty man of the forecastle), and, showing a few yellow
fangs in a shrewd smile, explained craftily that he
“had seen some of their pants.” The backsides of
them—he had observed— were thinner than paper
from constant sitting down in offices, yet otherwise
they looked first-rate and would last for years. It was
all appearance. “It was,” he said, “bloomin’ easy to
be a gentleman when you had a clean job for life.”
They disputed endlessly, ébstinate and childish; they
repeated in shouts and with inflamed faces their
amazing arguments; while the soft breeze, eddying
down the enormous cavity of the foresail, that stood
out distended above their bare heads, stirred the
tumbled hair with a touch passing and light like an
indulgent caress.

They were forgetting their toil, they were forgetting
themselves. The cook approached to hear, and stood
by, beaming with the inward consciousness of his

faith, like a conceited saint unable to forget his
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glorious reward; Donkin, solitary and brooding over
his wrongs on the forecastle-head, moved closer to
catch the drift of the discussion below him; he tumed
his sallow face to the sea, and his thin nostrils moved,
sniffing the breeze, as he lounged negligently by the
rait. In the glow of sunset faces shone with interest,
teeth flashed, eyes sparkled. The walking couples
stood still suddenly, with broad grins; a man, bending
°ver a washtub, sat up, entranced, with the soapsuds
flecking his 'wet arms. Even the three petty offkers
listened leaning back, comfortably propped, and with
superior smiles. Belfast left off scratching the ear of
his favourite pig, and, open mouthed, tried with eager
eyes to have his say. He lifted his arms, grimacing
and baffled. From a distance Charley screamed at the
ring:—*“l know about gentlemen morn’n any of you.
I've been hintymate with 'em .. . I've blacked their
boots.” The cook, ¢raning his neck to hear better,
was scandalised. “Keep your mouth shut when your
elders speak, you impudent young heathen—you.” *“All
right, old Hallelujah, I'm done,” answered Charley,
soothingly. At some opinion of dirty Knowles, de-

liyered with an air of supematural cunning, a ripple of
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laughter ran along, rose like a wave, burst with a
startling roar. They stamped with both feet; they
turned their shouting faces to the sky; many, splutter-
ing, Slapped their thighs; while one or two, bent
double, gasped, hugging themselves with both arms
like men in pain. The carpenter and the boatswain,
without changing their attitude, shook with laughter
where they sat; the sailmaker, charged with an
anecdote about a Commodore, looked $ulky; the cook
was wiping his eyes with a greasy rag; and lame
Knowles, astonished at his own success, stood in their
midst showing a slow smile.

Suddenly the face of Donkin leaning high-shouldered
over the after-rail became grave. Something like a weak
rattle was heard through the forecastle door. It became
a murmur; it ended in a sighing groan. The washerman
plunged both his arms into the tub abruptly; the cook
became more C(Crestfallen than an exposed backslider;
the boatswain moved his shoulders uneasily; the car-
penter got up with a spring and walked away— while
the sailmaker seemed mentally to give his story up,
and began to puff at his pipe with sombre determina-

tion. In the blackness of the doorway a pair of eyes
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glimmered white, and big, and staring. Then James
Wait's head protrading, became visible, as if suspended
between the two hands that grasped a doorpost on
each side of the face. The tassel ofhisblue woollen night-
cap, cocked forward, danced gaity over his left eyelid.
He stepped out in a tottering stride. He looked power-
ful as ever, but showed a strange and affected*un-
steadiness in his Sait; his face was perhaps a trifle
thinner, and his eyes appeared rather startlingly pro-
minent. He seemed to hasten the retreat of depart-
ing light by his very presence; the setting sun dipped
sharply, as though fleeing before our nigger; a black
mist emanated from him; a subtle and dismal influence;
a something cold and gloomy that floated out and
settled on all the faces like a mourning veil. The
circle broke up. The joy of laughter died on stiffened
lips. There was not a smile left among all the ship’s
company. Not a word was spoken. Many turned their
backs, trying to look unconcerned; others with averted
heads, sent half-reluctant glances out of the comers
of their eyes. They resembled criminals conscious of
misdeeds more than honest men distracted by doubt;

only two or three stared frankly, but stupidly, with lips
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slightly open. All expected James Wait to say some-
thing, and, at the same time, had the air of knowing
beforehand what he would say. He leaned his back
against the doorpost, and with heavy eyes swept over
us a glance domineering and pained, like a sick
tyrant overawing a crowd of abject but untrustworthy
slaves.

No one went away. They waited in fascinated

dread. He said ironically, with gasps between the

words:—

“Thank you . . . chaps. You ... are nice . . .
and .. . guiet ... you are! Yelling so .. . before ...
the door . .

He made a longer pause, during which he worked
his ribs in an exaggerated labour of breathing. It was
intolerable. Feet were shuffled. Belfast let out a groan;
but Donkin above blinked his red eyelids with in-
visible eyelashes, and smiled bitterly over the nigger’s
head.

The nigger went on again with surprising ease.
He gasped no more, and his voice rang, hollow and
loud, as though he had been talking in an empty

cavern. He was contemptuously angry.
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“l tried to get a wink of sleep. You know | can’t
sleep o’ nights. And you come jabbering near the door
here like a blooming lot of old women. . . . You think
yourselves good shipmates. Do you? . .. Much you care
for a dying man!”

Belfast spun away from the pigstye. “Jimmy,” he
cried tremulously, “if you hadn’t been sick | would K

He stopped. The nigger waited awhile, then said,
in a gloomy tone:— “You would. . . . What? Go an’
fight another such one as yourself. Leave me alone.
It won't be for long. 21 soon die. ... It’'s coming right
enough!”

Men stood around very still, breathing lightly, and
with exasperated eyes. It was just what they had ex-
pected, and hated to hear, that idea of a S$talking
death, thrust at them many times a day like a boast
and like a menace by this obnoxious nigger. He
seemed to take a pride in that death which, so far,
had attended only upon the ease of his life: he was
overbearing about it, as if no one else in the world had
ever been intimate with such a companion; he paraded
it unceasingly before us with an affectionate persistence

that made its presence indubitable, and at the same
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time incredible. No man could be suspected of such
monstrous friendship! Was he a reality—or was he
a sham—this ever-expected visitor of Jimmy’s? We
hesitated between pity and mistrust, while, on the
slightest provocation, he shook before our eyes the
bones of his bothersome and infamous skeleton. He
was for ever trotting him out. He would talk of that
coming death as though it had been already there, as
if it had been walking the deck outside, as if it would
presently come in to sleep in the only empty bunk;
as if it had sat by his side at every meal. It inter-
fered daily with our occupations, with our leisure, with
our amusements. We had no songs and no musie in
the evening, because Jimmy (we all lovingly called him
Jimmy, to conceal our hate of his accomplice) had
managed, with that prospective decease of his, to
disturb even Archie’s mental balance. Archie was the
owner of the concertina; but after a couple of stinging
lectures from Jimmy he refused to play any more.
He said:—*“Yon's an uncanny joker. | dinna ken
what's wrang wi’ him, but there’s something verra
wrang, verra wrang. It’s nae manner of use asking

me. | won’'t play.” Our singers became mute because
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Jimmy was a dying man. For the same reason no
chap—as Knowles remarked—could “drive in a nail
to hang his few poor rags upon,” without being made
aware of the enormity he committed in disturbing
Jimmy’s interminable last moments. At night, instead
of the cheerful yell, “One beli! Tum out! Do you
hear there? Hey! hey! hey! Show leg!” the watches
were called man by man, in whispers, so as not to
interfere with Jimmy’s, possibly, last slumber on earth.
True, he was always awake, and managed, as we
Sneaked out on deck, to plant in our backs some cut-
ting remark that, for the moment, made us feel as if
we had been brutes, and aftenvards made us suspect
ourselves of being fools. We spoke in low tones within
that fo’c’sle as though it had been a church. We ate
our meals in silence and dread, for Jimmy was capricious
with his food, and railed bitterly at the salt meat, at
the biscuits, at the tea, as at articles unfit for human
consumption—*“ let alone for a dying man!” He would
say;— “ Can’'t you find a better slice of meat for a sick
man who’s trying to get home to be cured— or buried?
But there! |If | had a chance, you fellows would do

away with iL You would poison me. Look at what
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you have given me!” We served him in his bed with
rage and humility, as though we had been the base
cour&i_ers of a hated prince; and he rewarded us bﬁ
his unconciliating criticism. He had found the secret
of keeping for ever on the run the fundamental im-
becility of mankind; he had the secret of life, that con-
founded dying man, and he made himself master of
every moment of our existence. We grew desperate,
and remained submissive. Emotional little Belfast was
for ever on the verge of assault or on the verge of
tears. One evening he confided to Archie:—*“For a
ha’penny | would knock his ugly black head off—the
skulking dodger!” And the straightforward Archie pre-
tended to be shocked! Such was the infernal spell
which that casual St. Kitt’s nigger had cast upon our
guileless manhood! But the same night Belfast stole
from the galley the officers’ Sunday fruit pie, to tempt
the fastidious appetite of Jimmy. He endangered not
only his long friendship with the cook but also— as it ap-
peared— his eternal welfare. The cook was overwhelmed
with grief; he did not know the culprit but he knew
that wickedness flourished; he knew that Satan was

abroad amongst those men, whom he looked upon as
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in some way under his spiritual care. Whenever he
saw three or four of us standing together he would
leave his stove, to run out and preach. We fled from
him; and only Charley (who knew the thief) affronted
the cook with the candid gaze which irritated the
good man. “It's you, | believe,” he groaned, sorrow-
ful, and with a patch of soot on his chin. “It's you.
You are a brand for the buming! No more of your
Socks in my galley.” Soon, unofficially, the information
was spread about that, should there be another case
of stealing, our marmalade (an extra allowance: half
a pound per man) would be stopped. Mr. Baker
ceased to heap jocular abuse upon his favourites, and
grunted suspiciously at all. The captain’s cold eyes,
high up on the poop, glittered mistrustful, as he sur-
veyed us trooping in a smali mob from halyards to
braces for the wusual evening puli at all the ropes.
Such stealing in a merchant ship is difficult to check,
and may be taken as a declaration by men of their
dislike for their officers. It is a bad symptom. It may
end in God knows what trouble. The Narcissus was
still a peaceful ship, but mutual confidence was shaken.

Donkin did not conceal his delight. We were dismayed.
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Then illogical Belfast reproached our nigger with
great fury. James Wait, with his elbow on the pillow,
choked, gasped out:— “Did | ask you to bone the
dratted thing? Blow your blamed pie. It has made
me worse—you little Irish lunatic, you!” Belfast, with
scarlet face and trembling lips, made a dash at him.
Every man in the forecastle rose with a shout. There
was a moment of wild tumult. Some one shrieked
piercingly:— “ Easy, Belfast! Easy! ...” We expected
Belfast to strangle Wait without more ado. Dust flew.
We heard through it the nigger's cough, metallic and
explosive like a gong. Next moment we saw Belfast
hanging over him. He was saying plaintively:— “ Don’t!
Don’t, Jimmy! Don’t be like that. An angel couldn’t
put up with ye—sick as ye are.” He looked round at
us from Jimmy’s bedside, his comical mouth twitching,
and through tearful eyes; then he tried to put straight
the disarranged blankets. The unceasing whisper of
the sea filled the forecastle. Was James Wait frightened,
or touched, or repentant? He lay on his back with a
hand to his side, and as motionless as if his expected
yisitor had come at last. Belfast fumbled about his

feet, repeating with emotion:(—“Yes. We know. Ye
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are bad, but ... Just say what ye want done, and .. .
We all know ye are bad—very bad. ...” No! De-
cidedly James Wait was not touched or repentant.
Truth to say, he seemed rather startled. He sat up
with incredible suddenness and ease. “Ah! You think
I am bad, do you?” he said gloomily, in his clearest
baritone voice (to hear him speak sometimes you would
never think there was anything wrong with that man).
“Do you? ... Welil, act according! Some of you haven't
sense enough to put a blanket ship-shape over a sick
man. There! Leave it alone! | can die anyhow!”
Belfast turned away limply with a gesture of discourage-
ment. In the silence of the forecastle, fuli of interested
men,Donkin pronounced distinctly:— “Weil, I'm blowed!”
and sniggered. Wait looked at him. He looked at
him in a quite friendly manner. Nobody could tell
what would please our incomprehensible invalid: but
for us the scorn of that snigger was hard to bear.
Donkin’s position in the forecastle was distinguished
but unsafe. He stood on the bad eminence of a generat
dislike. He was left alone; and in his isolation he could
do nothing but think of the gales of the Cape of Good

Hope and envy us the possession of warm clothing and
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waterproofs. Our sea-boots, our oilskin coats, our well-
filled sea-chests, were to him so many causes for bitter
meditation: he had none of those things, and he felt
instinctively that no man, when the need arose, would
offer to share them with him. He was impudently
cringing to us and systematically insolent to the officers.
He anticipated the best results, for himself, from such
a line of conduct—and was mistaken. Such natures
forget that under extreme provocation men will be just
— whether they want to be so or not. Donkin’s in-
solence to long-suffering Mr. Baker became at last in-
tolerable to us, and we rejoiced when the mate, one
dark night, tamed him for good. It was done neatly,
with great decency and decorum, and with little noise.
We had been called—just before midnight—to trim
the yards, and Donkin— as usual—made insulting re-
marks. We stood sleepily in a row with the forebrace
in our hands waiting for the next order, and heard in
the darkness a scuffly trampling of feet, an exclamation
of surprise, sounds of cuffs and slaps, suppressed,
hissing whispers:—“Ah!  Will you!” ... “Don’t! . ..
Don’'t!” ... “Then behave.” .. . “Oh! Oh! . . " After-

wards there were soft thuds mixed with the rattle of
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iron things as if a man’s body had been tumbling help-
lessly amongst the main-pump rods. Before we could
realise the situation, Mr. Baker’'s voice was heard very
near and a little impatient:— “Haul away, men! Lay
back on that rope!” And we did lay back on the rope
with great alacrity. As if nothing had happened, the
chief mate went on trimming the yards with his usual
and exasperating fastidiousness. We didn’t at the time
see anything of Donkin, and did not care. Had the
chief officer thrown him overboard, no man would have
said as much as “Hallo! he's gone!” But, in truth, no
great harm was done—even if Donkin did lose one of
his front teeth. We perceived this in the morning, and
preserved a ceremonious silence: the etiguette of the
forecastle commanded us to be blind and dumb in such
a case, and we cherished the decencies of our life more
than ordinary landsmen respect theirs. Charley, with
unpardonable want of savoir vivre, yelled out:—"“’'Ave
you been to your dentyst? ... Hurt ye, didn’t it?”
He got a box on the ear from one of his best friends.
The boy was surprised, and remained plunged in grief
for at least three liours. We were sorry for him, but

youth reguires even more discipline than age. Donkin
The Nigger ofthe “Narcissus” 5
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1 *
grinned venomously. From that day he became pitiless;

told Jimmy that he was a “black fraud”; hinted to us
that we were an imbecile lot, daily taken in by a vulgar
nigger. And Jimmy seemed to like the fellow!
Singleton lived untouched by human emotions.
Taciturn and unsmiling, he breathed amongst us—in
that alone resembling the rest of the crowd. We were
trying to be decent chaps, and found it jolly difficult;
we oscillated between the desire of virtue and the fear
of ridicule; we wished to save ourselves from the pain
of remorse, but did not want to be made the con-
temptible dupes of our sentiment. Jimmy’s hateful
accomplice seemed to have blown with his impure
breath undreamt-of subtleties into our hearts. We
were disturbed and cowardly. That we knew. Single-
ton seemed to know nothing, understand nothing. We
had thought him till then as wise as he looked, but
now we dared, at times, suspect him of being stupid—
—from old age. One day, however, at dinner, as we
sat on our boxes round a tin dish that stood on the
deck within the circle of our feet, Jimmy expressed his
generat disgust with men and things in words that were

particularly disgusting. Singleton lifted his head. We
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became mute. The old man, addressing Jimmy, asked:
— “Are you dying?” Thus interrogated, James Wait
appeared horribly startled and confused. We all were
startled. Mouths remained open; hearts thumped; eyes
blinked; a dropped tin fork rattled in the dish; a man
rose as if to go out, and stood still. In less than a
minute Jimmy pulled himself together.—“Why? Can't
you see | am?” he answered shakily. Singleton lifted a
piece of soaked biscuit (“his teeth”—he declared—
“had no edge on them now”) to his lips.— “ Weil, get
on with your dying,” he said with venerable mildness;
“don’t raise a blamed fuss with us over that job. We
can’'t help you.” Jimmy fell back in his bunk, and for
a long time lay very still wiping the perspiration off
his chin. The dinner-tins were put away guickly. On
deck we discussed the incident in whispers. Some
showed a c¢huckling exultation. Many looked grave.
Wamibo, after long periods of staring dreaminess, at-
tempted abortive smiles; and one of the young Scan-
dinavians, much tormented by doubt, ventured in the
second dog-watch to approach Singleton (the old man
did not encourage us much to speak to him) and ask

sheepishly:— “ You think he will die?” Singleton looked
5.
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up.— “Why, of course he will die,” he said deliberately.
This seemed decisive. It was promptly imparted to
every one by him who had consulted the oracie. Shy
and eager, he would step up and with averted gaze
recite his formuta:— “Old Singleton says he will die.”
It was a reliefl At last we knew that our compassion
would not be misplaced, and we could again smile
without misgmngs— but we reckoned without Donkin.
Donkin “didn’t want to 'ave no truck with 'em dirty
furriners.” When Neillssen came to him with the news:
“Singleton says he will die,” he answered him by a
spiteful “And so will you—you fat-headed Dutchman.
Wish you Dutchmen were hall dead— 'stead comin’
takin’ our money hinto your starvin’ country.” We
were appalled. We perceived that after all Singleton’s
answer meant nothing. We began to hate him for
making fun of us. All our certitudes were going; we
were on doubtful terms with our officers; the cook
had given us up for lost; we had overheard the
boatswain’s opinion that “we were a crowd of sbfties.”
We suspected Jimmy, one another, and even our very
selves. We did not know what to do. At every

insignificant tura of our humble life we met Jimmy
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overbearing and blocking the way, arm-in-arm with
his awful and veiled familiar. It was a weird servitude.

It began a week after leaving Bombay and came
on us stealthily like any other great misfortune. Every
one had remarked that Jimmy from the first was very
slack at his work; but we thought it simply the
outcome of his philosophy of life. Donkin said:-—
“You put no more weight on a rope than a bloody
.sparrer." He disdained him. Belfast, ready for a fight,
exclaimed provokingly:—“You don’'t kill yourself, old
man!”— “Would you?” he retorted with extreme scorn
— and Belfast retired. One moming, as we were wash-
ing decks, Mr. Baker called to him:—*Bring your
broom over here, Wait.” He $trolled languidly. “Move
yourselfl  Ough!” grunted Mr. Baker; “what's the
matter with your hind legs?” He stopped dead short.
He gazed slowly with eyes that bulged out, with an
expression audacious and sad.—“It isn't my legs,” he
said, “it’s my lungs.” Everybody listened.—“What's

. Ough! . . . What's wrong with them?” inguired
Mr. Baker. Ali the watch stood around on the wet
deck, grinning, and with brooms or buckets in their

hands. He said mournfully:— “ Going— or gone. Can'’t
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you see I'm a dying man? | know it!” Mr. Baker
was disgusted.—“Then why the devil did you ship
aboard here?”—*“I| must live till | die—mustn't [?”
he replied. The grins became audible.—“ Go off the
deck—get out of my sight,” said Mr. Baker. He was
nonplussed. It was an unigue experience. James Wait,
obedient, dropped his broom, and walked slowly for-
ward. A burst of laughter followed him. It was too
funny. All hands laughed. . . . They laughed!
Alas!

He became the tormentor of all our moments;
he was worse than a nightmare. You couldn’t see that
there was anything wrong with him: a nigger does not
show. He was not very fat— certainly—but then he
was no leaner than other niggers we had known. He
coughed often, but the most prejudiced person could
perceive that, mostly, he coughed when it suited his
purpose. He wouldn’'t, or couldn’t, do his work— and
he wouldn't lie-up. One day he would skip aloft with
the best of them, and next time we would be obliged
to risk our lives to get his limp body down. He was
reported, he was examined; he was remonstrated with,

threatened, cajoled, lectured. He was called into the
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cabin to intendew the captain. There were wild
rumours. It was said he had ¢heeked the old man; it
was said he had frightened him. Charley maintained
that the “skipper, weepin’, 'as giv’ 'im ’is blessin’ an’
a pot of jam.” Knowles had it from the steward that
the unspeakable Jimmy had been reeling against the
cabin furniture; that he had groaned; that he had
complained of generat brutality and disbelief; and had
ended by coughing all over the old man’s meteoro-
logical journals which were then spread on the table.
At any rate, Wait returned forward supported by the
steward, who, in a pained and shocked voice, entreated
us:— “Here! Catch hotd of him, one of you. He is to
lie-up.” Jimmy drank a tin mugful of coffee, and, after
bullying first one and then another, -went to bed. He
remained there most of the time, but when it suited
him would come on deck and appear amongst us. He
was scomful and brooding; he looked ahead upon the
sea; and no one could tell what was the meaning of
that black man sitting apart in a meditative attitude
and as motionless as a tarving.

He refused steadily all medicine; he threw sago and

comflour overboard till the steward got tired of bringing
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it to him. He asked for paregoric. They sent him a
big bottle; enough to poison a wilderness of babies. He
kept it between his mattress and the deal lining of the
ship’s side; and nobody ever saw him take a dose.
Donkin abused him to his face, jeered at him while he
gasped; and the same day Wait would lend him a warm
jersey. Once Donkin reviled him for half an hour; re-
proached him with the extra work his malingering gave
to the watch; and ended by calling him “a black-faced
swine.” Under the spell of our accursed perversity we
were horror-struck. But Jimmy positively seemed to
revel in that abuse. It made him look cheerful—and
Donkin had a pair of old sea boots thrown at him.
“Here, you East-end trash,” boomed Wait, “you may
have that.”

At last Mr. Baker had to tell the captain that James
Wait was disturbing the peace of the ship. “Knock
discipline on the head—he will, Ough,” grunted Mr.
Baker. As a matter of fact, the starboard watch came
as near as possible to refusing duty, when ordered one
morning by the boatswain to wash out their forecastle.
It appears Jimmy objected to a wet floor—and that

morning we were in a compassionate mood. We thought



THE NIGGER OF THE *“ NARC1SSUS” 73

the boatswain a brute, and, practically, told him so.
Only Mr. Baker's delicate tact prevented an all-fired
row: he refused to take us seriously. He came bustling
forward, and called us many unpolite names, but in
such a hearty and seamanlike manner that we began to
feel ashamed of ourselves. In truth, we thought him
much too good a sailor to annoy him willingly: and
after all Jimmy might have been a fraud— probably
was! The forecastle got a clean up that morning; but
in the afternoon a sick-bay was fitted up in the deck-
house. It was a nice little cabin opening on deck, and
with two berths. Jimmy’s belongings were transported
there, and then— notwithstanding his protests— Jimmy
himself. He said he couldn’t walk. Four men carried
him on a blanket. He complained that he would have
to die there alone, like a dog. We grieved for him, and
were delighted to have him removed from the forecastle.
We attended him as before. The galley was next door,
and the cook looked in many times a day. Wait be-
came a little more cheerful. Knowles affirmed having
heard him laugh to himself in peals one day. Others
had seen him walking about on deck at night. His

little place, with the door ajar oi11 a long hook, was
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always fuli of tobacco smoke. We spoke through the
crack cheerfully, soruetimes abusively, as we passed by,
intent on our work. He fascinated us. He would never
let doubt die. He overshadowed the ship. Invulnerable
in his promise of speedy corruption he trampled on our
self-respect, be demonstrated to us daily our want of
morat courage; he tainted our lives. Had we been a
miserable gang of wretched immortals, unhallowed alike
by hope and fear, he could not have lorded it over us

with a more pitiless assertion of his sublime privilege.
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Meantime the Narcissus, with sguare yards, ran out
of the fair monsoon. She drifted slowly, swinging round
and round the compass, through a few days of baffling
light airs. Under the patter of short warm showers,
grumbling men whirled the heavy yards from side to
side; they caught hotd of the soaked ropes with groans
and sighs, while their officers, sulky and dripping with
rain water, unceasingly ordered them about in wearied
voices. During the short respites they looked with dis-
gust into the smarting palms of their stiff hands, and
asked one another bitterly:— “Who would be a sailor if
he could be a farmer?” All the tempers were spoilt,
and no man cared what he said. One black night,
when the watch, panting in the heat and half-drowned
with the rain, had been through four mortal hours
hunted from brace to brace, Belfast declared that he
would “chuck going to sea for ever and go in a
steamer.” This was excessive, no doubt. Captain

Allistoun, with great self-control, would mutter sadly to
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Mr. Baker:—-"It |s not so bad—not so bad,” when he
had managed to shove and dodge and manoeuvre his
smart ship through sixty miles in twenty-four hours.
From the doorstep of the little cabin, Jimmy, chin in
hand, watched our distasteful labours with insolent and
melancholy eyes. We spoke to him gently— and out of
his sight exchanged sour smiles.

Then, again, with a fair wind and under a elear sky,
the ship went on piling up the South Latitude.She
passed outside Madagascar and Mauritius without a
glimpse of the land. Extralashings were put on the
Spare spars. Hatches were looked to. The steward in
his leisure moments and with a worried air tried to fit
washboards to the cabin doors. Stout canvas was bent
with care. Anxious eyes looked to the westward, to-
wards the cape of storms. The ship began to dip into
a Southwest swell, and the softly luminous sky of low
latitudes took on a harder sheen from day to day above
our heads: it arched high above the ship, vibrating and
pale, like an immense dome of steel, resonant with the
deep voice of freshening gales. The sunshine gleamed
cold on the white curls of black waves. Before the

strong breath of westerly saualls the ship, with reduced



THE NIGGER OF THE “ NARCISSUS” 77

sail, lay slowly over, obstinate and yielding. She drove
to and fro in the unceasing endeavour to fight her way
through the invisible violence of the winds: she pitched
headlong into dark smooth hollows; she struggled up-
wards over the snowy ridges of great running seas; she
rolled, restless, from side to side, like a thing in pain.
Enduring and valiant, she answered to the cali of men;
and her slim spars waving for ever in abrupt semi-
circles, seemed to beckon in vain for help towards the
stormy sky.

It was a bad winter off the Cape that year. The
relieved helmsmen came off flapping their arms, or ran
stamping hard and blowing into swollen, red fingers.
The watch on deck dodged the sting of cold sprays or,
crouching in sheltered comers, watched dismally the
high and merciless seas boarding the ship time after
time in unappeasable fury. Water tumbled in cataracts
over the forecastle doors. Youhad to dash through a
waterfall to get into yourdamp bed. The men turned
in wet and turned out stiff to face the redeeming and
ruthless exactions of their glorious and obscure fate. Far
aft, and peering watchfully towindward, the officers

could be seen through the mist of sgualls. They stood
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by the weather-rail, holding on grimly, straight and
glistening in their long coats; then, at times, in the dis-
ordered plunges of the hard-driven ship, they appeared
high up, attentive, tossing violently above the grey line
of a clouded horizon, and in motionless attitudes.

They watched the weather and the ship as men on
shore watch the momentous chances of fortune. Cap-
tain Allistoun never left the deck, as though he had
been part of the ship’s fittings. Now and then the
steward, shivering, but always in shirt sleeves, would
struggle towards him with some hot coffee, half of which
the gale blew out of the cup before it reached the
master’'s lips. He drank what was left gravely in one
long gulp, while heavy sprays pattered loudly on his
oilskin coat, the seas swishing broke about his high
boots; and he never took his eyes off the ship. He
watched her every motion; he kept his gaze riveted
upon her as a loving man who watches the unselfish
toil of a delicate woman upon the slender thread of
whose existence is hung the whole meaning and joy of
the world. We all watched her. She was beautiful and
had a weakness. We loved her no less for that We

admired her gualities aloud, we boasted of them to one
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another, as though they had been our own, and the
consciousness of her only fault we kept buried in the
silence of our profound affection. She was born in the
thundering peal of hammers beating upon iron, in black
eddies of smoke, under a grey sky, on the banks of the
Clyde. The clamorous and sombre stream gives birth
to things of beauty that float away into the sunshine of
the world to be loved by men. The Narcissus was one
of that perfect brood. Less perfect than many perhaps,
but she was ours, and, conseguently, incomparable. We
were proud of her. In Bombay, ignorant landlubbers
alluded to her as that “pretty grey ship. Pretty! A
scurvy meed of commendation! We knew she was the
most magnificent sea-boat ever launched. We tried to
forget that, like many good sea-boats, she was at times
rather crank. She was exacting. She wanted care in
loading and handling, and no one knew exactly how
much care would be enough. Such are the imperfec-
tions of mere men! The ship knew, and sometimes
would correct the presumptuous human ignorance by
the wholesome discipline of fear. We had heard omin-
ous stories about past voyages. The cook (technically a

seaman, but in reality no sailor)—the cook, when un-
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strung by some misfortune, such as the rolling over of
a saucepan, would mutter gloomily while he wiped the
floor:— “There! Look at what she has done! Some
voy'ge she will drown all hands! You'll see if she
won't.” To which the steward, snatching in the galley
a moment to draw breath in the hurry of his worried
life, would remark philosophically:— “Those that see
won’t tell, anyhow. | don’t want to see it.” We derided
those fears. Our hearts went out to the old man when
he pressed her hard so as to make her hotd her own,
hotd to every inch gained to windward; when he made
her, under reefed sails, leap obliguely at enormous
waves. The men, knitted together aft into a ready
group by the first sharp order of an officer coming to
take charge of the deck in bad weather.— “ Keep handy
the watch,” stood admiring her valiance. Their eyes
blinked in the wind; their dark faces were wet with
drops of water more salt and bitter than human tears;
beards and moustaches, Soaked, hung straight and drip-
ping like fine seaweed. They were fantastically mis-
shapen; in high boots, in hats like helmets, and swaying
clumsily, stiff and bulky in glistening oilskins, they re-

sembled men strangely eguipped for some fabulous ad-
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venture. Whenever she rose easily to a towering green
sea, elbows dug ribs, faces brightened, lips murmured:
— “Didn’t she do it cleverly,” and all the heads turning
like one watched with sardonic grins the foiled wave go
roaring to leeward, white with the foam of a monstrous
rage. But when she had not been quick enough and,
struck heavily, lay over trembling under the blow, we
clutched at ropes, and looking up at the narrow bands
of drenched and strained sails waving desperately aloft,
we thought in our hearts:— “No wonder. Poor thing!”

The thirty-second day out of Bombay began in-
auspiciously. In the morning a sea smashed one of the
galley doors. We dashed in through lots of steam and
found the cook very wet and indignant with the ship:
— “She’s getting worse every day. She's trying to
drown me in front of my own stove!” He was very
angry. We pacified him, and the carpenter, though
washed away twice from there, managed to repair the
door. Through that accident our dinner was not ready
till late, but it didn’t matter in the end because Knowles,
who went to fetch it, got knocked down by a sea and
the dinner went over the side. Captain Allistoun, look-

ing more hard and thin-lipped than ever, hung on to
The Ntgger ofthe “ Narcissus" 6
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fuli topsails and foresail, and would not notice that the
ship, asked to do too much, appeared to lose heart
altogether for the first time sihce we knew her. She
refused to rise, and bored her way sullenly through the
seas. Twice running, as though she had been blind or
weary of life, she put her nose deliberately into a big
wave and swept the decks from end to end. As the
boatswain observed with marked annoyance, while we
were splashing about in a body to try and save a
worthless wash-tub:— “Every blooming thing in the
ship is going overboard this afternoon.” Venerable
Singleton broke his habitual silence and said with a
glance aloft:—“The old man’s in a temper with the
weather, but it’s no good bein’ angry with the winds
of heaven.” Jimmy had shut his door, of course. We
knew he was dry and comfortable within his little
cabin, and in our absurd way were pleased one moment,
exasperated the next, by that certitude. Donkin $kulked
shamelessly, uneasy and miserable. He grumbled:—
“Pm perishin’ with cold houtside in bloomin’ wet rags,
an’ that ’ere black sojer sits dry on a blamed chest fuli
of bloomin’ clothes; blank his black soul!” We took

no notice of him; we hardly gave a thought to Jimmy
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and his bosom friend. There was no leisure for idle
probing of hearts. Sails blew adrift. Things broke
loose. Cold and wet, we were washed about the deck
while trying to repair damages. The ship tossed about,
shaken furiously, like a toy in the hand of a lunatic.
Just at sunset there was a rush to shorten sail before
the menace of a sombre hail cloud. The hard gust of
wind came brutal like the blow of a fist. The ship
relieved of her canvas in time received it pluckily: she
yielded reluctantly to the violent onset; then, coming
up with a stately and irresistible motion, brought her
spars to windward in the teeth of the screeching sauall.
Out of the abyssmal darkness of the black cloud over-
head white hail streamed on her, rattled on the rigging,
leaped in handfuls off the yards, rebounded on the
deck—round and gleaming in the murky turmoil like
a shower of pearls. It passed away. For a moment a
livid sun shot horizontally the last rays of sinister light
between the hills of steep, rolling waves. Then a wild
night rushed in— stamped out in a great howl that
dismal remnant of a stormy day.

There was no sleep on board that night. Most

seamen remember in their life one or two such nights
6*
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of a culminating gale. Nothing seems left of the whole
universe but darkness, clamour, fury—and the ship.
And like the last vestige of a shattered creation she
drifts, bearing an anguished remnant of sinful mankind,
through the distress, tumult, and pain of an avenging
terror. No one slept in the forecastle. The tin oil-
lamp suspended on a long string, smoking, described
wide circles; wet clothing made dark heaps on the
glistening floor; a thin layer of water rushed to and fro.
In the bed-places men lay booted, resting on elbows
and with open eyes. Hung-up suits of oilskin swung
out and in, lively and disguieting like reckless ghosts
of decapitated seamen dancing in a tempest. No one
spoke and all listened. Outside the night moaned and
sobbed to the accompaniment of a continuous loud
tremor as of innumerable drums beating far off. Shrieks
passed through the air. Tremendous duli blows made
the ship tremble while she rolled under the weight of
the seas toppling on her deck. At times she soared up
swiftly as if to leave this earth for ever, then during
interminable moments fell through a void with all the
hearts on board of her standing still, till a frightful

shock, expected and sudden, started them off again
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with a big thump. After every dislocating jerk of the
ship, Wamibo, stretched fuli length, his face on the
pillow, groaned slightly with the pain of his tormented
universe. Now and then, for the fraction of an intoler-
able second, the ship, in the fiercer burst of a terrible
uproar, remained on her side, vibrating and still, with
a stillness more appalling than the wildest motion.
Then upon all those prone bodies a stir would pass, a
shiver of suspense. A man would protrude his anxious
head and a pair of eyes glistened in the sway of light
glaring wildly. Some moved their legs a little as if
making ready to jump out. But several, motionless on
their backs and with one hand gripping hard the edge
of the bunk, smoked nervously with quick pufifs, staring
upwards; immobilised in a great ¢raving for peace.

At midnight, orders were given to furl the fore and
mizen topsails. With immense efforts men crawled
aloft through a merciless buffeting, saved the canvas,
and crawled down almost exhausted, to bear in pant-
ing silence the cruel battering of the seas. Perhaps for
the first time in the history of the merchant service the
watch, told to go below, did not leave the deck, as if

compelled to remain there by the fascination of a
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venomous violence. At every heavy gust men, huddled
together, whispered to one another:—“It can blow no
harder’— and presently the gale would give them the
lie with a piercing shriek, and drive their breath back
into their throats. A fierce squall seemed to burst
asunder the thick mass of sooty vapours; and above
the wrack of tom clouds glimpses could be caught ot
the high moon rushing backwards with frightful speed
over the sky, right into the wind’'s eye. Many hung
their heads, muttering that it “turned their inwards
out” to look at it. Soon the clouds closed up, and the
world again became a raging, blind darkness that
howled, flinging at the lonely ship salt sprays and
sleet.

About half-past seven the pitchy obscurity round
us turned a ghastly grey, and we knew that the sun
had risen. This unnatural and threatening daylight, in
which we could see one another’s wild eyes and drawn
faces, was only an added tax on our endurance. The
horizon seemed to have come on all sides within arm’s
length of the ship. Into that narrowed circle furious
seas leaped in, struck, and leaped out. A rain of salt,

heavy drops flew aslant like mist. The main-topsail
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had to be goose-winged, and with stolid resignation
every one prepared to go aloft once more; but the
officers yelled, pushed back, and at last we under-
stood that no more men would be allowed to go on
the yard than were absolutely necessary for the work.
As at any moment the masts were likely to be jumped
out or blown overboard, we concluded that the captain
didn’t want to see all his crowd go over the side at
once. That was reasonable. The watch then on duty,
led by Mr. Creighton, began to struggle up the rigging.
The wind flattened them against the ratlines; then,
easing a little, would let them ascend a couple of
steps; and again, with a sudden gust, pin all up the
shrouds the whole crawling line in attitudes of cruci-
fixion. The other watch plunged down on the main
deck to haul up the sail. Men’s heads bobbed up as
the water flung them irresistibly from side to side.
Mr. Baker grunted encouragingly in our midst, splut-
tering and blowing amongst the tangled rope like an
energetic porpoise. Favoured by an ominous and un-
trustworthy luli, the work was done without any one
being lost either off the deck or from the yard. For

the moment the gale seemed to take off, and the ship,
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as if grateful for our efforts, plucked up heart and
made better weather of it

At eight the men off duty, watching their chance,
ran forward over the flooded deck to get some rest.
The other half of the crew remained aft for their tum
of “seeing her through her trouble,” as they expressed
it. The two mates urged the master to go below. Mr.
Baker grunted in his ear:— “Ough! surely now . . .
Ough! . .. confidence in us ... nothing more to do

. she must lay it out or go. Ough! Ough!" Tali
young Mr. Creighton smiled down at him cheerfully:—
“. .. She's right as a trivet! Take a spell, sir.” He
looked at them stonily with bloodshot, sleepless eyes.
The rims of his eyelids were scarlet, and he moved his
jaw unceasingly with a slow effort, as though he had
been masticating a lump of india-rubber. He shook
his head. He repeated:— “Never mind me. | must
see it out—I| must see it out,” but he consented to sit
down for a moment on the skylight, with his hard face
turned unflinchingly to windward. The sea spat at it
— and, stoical, it streamed with water as though he
had been weeping. On the weather side of the poop

the watch, hanging on to the mizen rigging and to
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one another, tried to exchange encouraging words.
Singleton, at the wheel, yelled out:—*“Look out for
yourselves!” His voice reached them in a warning
whisper. They were startled.

A big, foaming sea came out of the mist; it made
for the ship, roaring wildly, and in its rush it looked
as mischievous and discomposing as a madman with an
axe. One or two, shouting, scrambled up the rigging;
most, with a convulsive catch of the breath, held on
where they stood. Singleton dug his knees under the
wheel-box, and carefully eased the helm to the head-
long pitch of the ship, but without taking his eyes off
the coming wave. It towered close-to and high, like a
wali of green glass topped with snow. The ship rose
to it as though she had $oared on wings, and for a
moment rested poised upon the foaming crest as if she
had been a great sea-bird. Before we could draw
breath a heavy gust struck her, another roller took her
unfairly under the weather bow, she gave a toppling
lurch, and filled her decks. Captain Allistoun leaped
up, and fell; Archie rolled over him, screaming:—“ She
will rise!” She gave another lurch to leeward; the

lower deadeyes dipped heayily; the men’s feet flew from
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under them, and they hung kicking above the slanting
poop. They could see the ship putting her side in the
water, and shouted all together:—*“ She’s going!” For-
ward the forecastle doors flew open, and the watch
below were seen leaping out one after another, throwing
their arms up; and, falling on hands and knees,
scrambled aft on all fours along the high side of the
deck, sloping more than the roof of a house. From
leeward the seas rose, pursuing them; they looked
wretched in a hopeless struggle, like vermin fleeing be-
fore a flood; they fought up the weather ladder of the
poop one after another, half naked and staring wildly;
and as soon as they got up they shot to leeward in
clusters, with closed eyes, till they brought up heavily
with their ribs against the iron stanchions of the rait;
then, groaning, they rolled in a confused mass. The
immense volume of water thrown forward by the last
scend of the ship had burst the lee door of the fore-
castle. They could see their chests, pillows, blankets,
clothing, come out floating upon the sea. While they
struggled back to windward they looked in dismay.
The straw beds swam high, the blankets, spread out,

undulated; while the chests, waterlogged and with a
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heavy list, pitched heavily, like dismasted hulks, before
they sank; Archie’'s big coat passed with outspread
arms, resembling a drowned seaman floating with his
head under water. Men were slipping down while try-
ing to dig their fingers into the planks; others, jammed
in corners, rolled enormous eyes. They all yelled un-
ceasingly:—“The masts! Cut! Cut! ...” A black
sguall howled low over the ship, that lay on her side
with the weather yard-arms pointing to the clouds;
while the tali masts, inclined nearly to the horizon,
seemed to be of an unmeasurable length. The car-
penter let go his hotd, rolled against the skylight, and
began to crawl to the cabin entrance, where a big axe
was kept ready for just such an emergency. At that
moment the topsail sheet parted, the end of the heavy
chain racketed aloft, and sparks of red fire streamed
down through the flying sprays. The sail flapped once
with a jerk that seemed to tear our hearts out through
our teeth, and instantly changed into a bunch of flutter-
ing narrow ribbons that tied themselves into knots and
became guiet along the yard. Captain Allistoun strug-
gled, managed to stand up with his face near the deck,

upon which men swung on the ends of ropes, like nest
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robbers upon a cliff. One of his feet was on some-
body’s chest; his fac¢ was purple; his lips moved. He
yelled also; he yelled, bending down:— “No! No!” Mr.
Baker, one leg over the binnacle-stand, roared out:—
“Did you say no? Not cut?” He shook his head
madly. “No! No!” Between his legs the crawling car-
penter heard, collapsed at once, and lay fuli length in
the angle of the skylight. Voices took up the shout—
“No! No!” Then all became still. They waited for
the ship to turn over altogether, and shake them out
into the sea; and upon the terrific noise of wind and
sea not a murmur of remonstrance came out from those
men, who each would have given ever so many years of
life to see “them damned sticks go overboard!” They
all believed it their only chance; but a little hard-faced
man shook his grey head and shouted “No!” without
giving them as much as a glance. They were silent,
and gasped. They gripped rails, they had wound
ropes’-ends under their arms; they clutched ringbolts,
they crawled in heaps where there was foothold; they
held on with both arms, hooked themselves to anything
to windward with elbows, with chins, almost with their

teeth: and some, unable to crawl away from where they
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had been flung, felt the sea leap up, striking against
their backs as they struggled upwards. Singleton had
stuck to the wheel. His hair flew out in the wind; the
gale seemed to take its life-long adversary by the beard
and shake his old head. He wouldn’t let go, and, with
his knees forced between the spokes, flew up and down
like a man on a bough. As Death appeared unready,
they began to look about Donkin, caught by one foot
in a loop of some rope, hung, head down, below us,
and yelled, with his face to the deck:—*“ Cut! Cut!”
Two men lowered themselves cautiously to him; others
hauled on the rope. They caught him up, shoved him
into a safer place, held him. He shouted curses at the
master, shook his fist at him with horrible blasphemies,
called upon us in filthy words to “ Cut! Don’t mind
that murdering fool! Cut, some of you!” One of his
rescuers struck him a back-handed blow over the mouth;
his head banged on the deck, and he became suddenly
very quiet, with a white face, breathing hard, and with
a few drops of blood trickling from his cut lip. On the
lee side another man could be seen stretched out as if
stunned; only the washboard prevented him from going

over the side. It was the steward. We had to sling
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him up like a bale, for he was paralysed with fright.
He had rushed up out of the pantry when he felt the
ship go over, and had rolled down helplessly, clutching
a china mug. It was not broken. With difficulty we
tore it from him, and when he saw it in our hands he
was amazed. “Where did you get that thing?” he
kept on asking, in a trembling voice. His shirt was
blown to shreds; the ripped sleeves flapped like wings.
Two men made him fast, and, doubled over the rope
that held him, he resembled a bundle of wet rags. Mr.
Baker crawled along the line of men, asking:—*Are
you all there?” and looking them over. Some blinked
vacantly, others shook convulsively; Wamibo’s head
hung over his breast; and i‘n painful attitudes, cut by
\Iashings, exhausted with )élutching, screwed up in
corners, they breathed heavily. Their lips twitched,
and at every Sickening heave of the overturned ship
they opened them wide as if to shout. The cook, em-
bracing a wooden stanchion, unconsciously repeated a
prayer. In every short interval of the fiendish noises
around he could be heard there, without cap or slippers,
imploring in that storm the Master of our lives not to

lead him into temptation. Soon he also became silent.
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In all that crowd of cold and hungry men, waiting
wearily for a violent death, not a voice was heard; they
were mute, and in sombre thoughtfulness listened to the
horrible imprecations of the gale.

Hours passed. They were sheltered by the heavy
inclination of the ship from the wind that rushed in
one long unbroken moan above their heads, but cold
rain showers fell at times into the uneasy calm of their
refuge. Under the torment of that new infliction a
pair of shoulders would writhe a little. Teeth chat-
tered. The sky was clearing, and bright sunshine
gleamed over the ship. After every burst of battering
seas, vivid and fleeting rainbows arched over the drift-
ing hull in the flick of sprays. The gale was ending in
a elear blow, which gleamed and cut like a knife.
Between two bearded shellbacks Charley, fastened with
somebody’s long }/nuffler to a deck ring-bolt, wept
guietly, with rare tears wrung out by bewilderment,
cold, hunger, and generat misery. One of his neigh-
bours punched him in the ribs, asking roughly:—
“What's the matter with your cheek? In fine weather
there’s no holding you, youngster.” Turning about with

prudence he worked himself out of his coat and threw
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it over the boy. The other man closed up, muttering:
— “'Twill make a bloomin’ man of you, sonny.” They
flung their arms over and pressed against him. Charley
drew his feet up and his eyelids dropped. Sighs were
heard, as men, perceiving that they were not to be
“drowned in a hurry,” tried easier positions. Mr.
Creighton, who had hurt his leg, lay amongst us with
compressed lips. ,Some fellows belonging to his watch
set about securing him better. Without a word or a
glance he lifted his arms one after another to facilitate
the operation, and not a muscle moved in his stern,
young face. They asked him with solicitude:— “ Easier
now, sir?” He answered with a curt:—*“That’ll do.”
He was a hard young officer, but many of his watch
used to say they liked him well enough because he had
“such a gentlemanly way of damning us up and down
the deck.” Others, unable to discern such fine shades
of refinement, respected him for his smartness. For the
first time since the ship had gone on her beam ends
Captain Allistoun gave a short glance down at his men.
He was almost upright—one foot against the side of
the skylight, one knee on the deck; and with the end

of the vang round his waist swung back and forth with
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his gaze fixed ahead, watchful, like a man looking out
for a sign. Before his eyes the ship, with half her deck
below water, rose and fell on heavy sea$ that rushed
from under her flashing in the cold sunshihe. We be-
gan to think she was wonderfully buoyant— considering.
Confident voices were heard shouting:— “ She’ll do,
boys!” Belfast exclaimed with fervour:—*“1 would giv’
a month’s pay for a draw at a pipe!” One or two,
passing dry tongues on their salt lips, muttered some-
thing about a “drink of water.” The cook, as if in-
spired, scrambled up with his breast against the poop
water-cask and looked in. There was a little at the
bottom. He yelled, waving his arms, and two men be-
gan to crawl backwards and forwards with the mug.
We had a good mouthful all round. The master shook
his head impatiently, refusing. When it came to Charley
one of his neighbours shouted:— “That bloomin’ boy’s
asleep.” He slept as though he had been dosed with
narcotics. They let him be. Singleton held to the
wheel with one hand while he drank, bending down to:
shelter his lips from the wind. Wamibo had to be
poked and yelled at before he saw the mug held before

his eyes. Knowles said sagaciously:— “It’s bettern a
The Nigger ofthe “Narcissus” 7
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tot o' rum.” Mr. Baker grunted:— “Thank ye.” Mr.
Creighton drank and nodded. Donkin gulped greedily,
glaring over the rim. Belfast made us laugh when
with grimacing mouth he shouted:— “ Pass it this way.
We're all taytottlers here.” The master, presented with
the mug again by a crouching man, who screamed up
at him:—*“We all had a drink, captain,” groped for it
without ceasing to look ahead, and handed it back
stiffly as though he could not spare half a glance away
from the ship. Faces brightened. We shouted to the
cook:— “Weil done, doctor!” He sat to leeward,
propped by the water-cask and yelled back abundantly,
but the seas were breaking in thunder just then, and
we only caught snatches that sounded like: “ Providence”
and “born again.” He was at his old game of preach-
ing. We made friendly but derisive gestures at him,
and from below he lifted one arm, holding on with the
other, moved his lips; he beamed up to us, straining
his voice— earnest, and ducking his head before the
sprays.

Suddenly some one cried:— “Where’'s Jimmy?” and
we were appalled once more. On the end of the

row the boatswain shouted hoarsely:— “Has any one
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seed him come out?” Voices exclaimed dismally:—

“Drowned—is he? . . . No! In his cabin! ... Good
Lord! . . . Caught like a bloomin’ rat in a trap. ...
Couldn’'t open his door . .. Aye! She went over too
auick and the water jammed it . . . Poor beggar! ...
No help for 'im. ... Let's go and see...” “Damn
him, who could go?” screamed Donkin.— “Nobody ex-

pects you to,” growled the man next to him; “you’re
only a thing.”— “Is there half a chance to get at 'im?”
inguired two or three men together. Belfast untied
himself with blind impetuosity, and all at once shot
down to leeward guicker than a flash of lightning. We
shouted all together with dismay; but with his legs
overboard he held and yelled for a rope. In our ex-
tremity nothing could be terrible; so we judged him
funny kicking there, and with his Scared face. Some
one began to laugh, and, as if hysterically infected with
screaming merriment, all those haggard men went off
laughing, wild-eyed, like a lot of maniacs tied up on a
wali. Mr. Baker swung off the binnacle-stand and ten-
dered him one leg. He scrambled up rather scared,
and consigning us with abominable wordstothe “diwle.”

“You are ... Ough! You're a foul-mouthed beggar,
7*
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Craik,” grunted Mr. Baker. He answered, stuttering
with indignation:— “Look at 'em, sorr. The bloomin’
dirty images! laughing at a chum going overboard.
Cali themselves men, too.” But from the break of the
poop the boatswain called out:—*“ Come along,” and
Belfast crawled away in a hurry to join him. The five
men, poised and gazing over the edge of the poop,
looked for the best way to get forward. They seemed
to hesitate. The others, twisting in their lashings, turn-
ing painfully, stared with open lips. Captain Allistoun
saw nothing; he seemed with his eyes to hotd the ship
up in a superhuman concentration of effort. The wind
screamed loud in sunshine; columns of spray rose
straight up; and in the glitter of rainbows bursting over
the trembling hull the men went over cautiously, dis-
appearing from sight with deliberate movements.

They went swinging from belaying pin to cleat
above the seas that beat the half-submerged deck.
Their toes scraped the planks. Lumps of green cold
water toppled over the bulwark and on their heads.
They hung for a moment on strained arms, with the
breath knocked out of them, and with il\osed gyes

then, letting go with one hand, balanced with lolling
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heads, trying to grab some rope or stanchion further
forward. The long-armed and athletic boatswain swung
auickly, gripping things with a fist hard as iron, and
remembering suddenly snatches of the last letter from
his “old woman.” Little Belfast scrambled rageously,
muttering “cursed nigger.” Wamibo’'s tongue hung
out with excitement; and Archie, intrepid and calm,
watched his chance to move with intelligent coolness.
When above the side of the house, they let go one
after another, and falling heavily, sprawled, pressing
their palms to the smooth teak wood. Round them
the backwash of waves seethed white and hissing. All
the doors had become trap-doors, of course. The first
was the galley door. The galley extended from side
to side, and they could hear the sea splashing with
hollow noises in there. The next door was that of the
carpenter’'s shop. They lifted it, and looked down.
The room seemed to have been devastated by an
earthguake.  Everything in it had tumbled on the
bulkhead facing the door, and on the other side of
that bulkhead there was Jimmy, dead or alive. The
bench, a half-finished meat-safe, saws, chisels, wire rods,

axes, crowbars lay in a heap besprinkled with loose
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nails. A sharp adze stuck up with a shining edge
that gleamed dangerously down there like a wicked
smile. The men clung to one another peering. A
sickening, sly lurch of the ship nearly sent them over-
board in a body. Belfast howled “Here goes!” and
leaped down. Archie followed cannily, catching at
shelves that gave way with him, and eased himself
in a great crash of ripped wood. There was hardly
room for three men to move. And in the sunshiny
blue sguare of the door, the boatswain’s face, bearded
and dark, Wamibo’s face, wild and pale, hung over—
watching.

Together they shouted: “Jimmy! Jim!” From above
the boatswain contributed a deep growl: “You
Wait!” In a pause, Belfast entreated: “Jimmy, darlin’,
are ye aloive?” The boatswain said: “Again! All
together, boys!” All yelled excitedly. Wamibo made
noises resembling loud barks. Belfast drummed on
the side of the bulkhead with a piece of iron. All
ceased suddenly. The sound of screaming and ham-
mering went on thin and distinct—like a solo after
a chorus. He was alive. He was screaming and knock-

ing below us with the hurry of a man prematurely
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shut up in a coffin. We went to work. We attacked
with desperation the abominable heap of things heavy,
of things sharp, of things clumsy to handle. The
boatswain crawled away to find somewhere a flying
end of a rope; and Wamibo, held back by shouts:—
“Don’'t jump! ... Don’'t come in here, muddle-head!”—-«
remained glaring above us—-all shining eyes, gleaming
fangs, tumbled hair; resembling an amazed and half-
witted fiend gloating over the extraordinary agitation
of the damned. The boatswain adjured us to “bear a
hand,” and a rope descended. We made things fast to
it and they went up spinning, never to be seen by man
again. A rage to fling things overboard possessed us.
We worked fiercely, cutting our hands, and speaking
brutally to one another. Jimmy kept up a distracting
row; he screamed piercingly, without drawing breath,
like a tortured woman; he banged with hands and
feet. The agony of his fear wrung our hearts so terribly
that we longed to abandon him, to get out of that
place deep as a well and swaying like a tree, to get
out of his hearing, back on the poop where we could
wait passively for death in incomparable repose. We

shouted to him to “shut up, for God’'s sake.” He
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redoubled his cries. He must have fancied we could
not hear him. Probably he heard his own clamour but
faintly. We could picture him crouching on the edge
of the upper berth, letting out with both fists at the
wood, in the dark, and with his mouth wide open for
-that unceasing ery. Those were loathsome moments.
A cloud driving across the sun would darken the door-
-way menacingly. Every movement of the ship was
pain. We scrambled about with no room to breathe,
and felt frightfully sick. The boatswain yelled down
at us:—“Bear a hand! Bear a hand! We two will
be washed away from here directly if you ain't quick!”
Three times a sea leaped over the high side and flung
bucketfuls of water on our heads. Then Jimmy, startled
by the shock, would stop his noise for a moment—
waiting for the ship to sink, perhaps— and began again,
distressingly loud, as if invigorated by the gust of fear.
At the bottom the nails lay in a layer several inches
thick. It was g*hastly. Every nail in the world, not
driven in firmly somewhere, seemed to have found its
way into that carpenter’s shop. There they were, of all
kinds, the remnants of Stores from seven voyages. Tin-

tacks, copper tacks (sharp as needles), pump nails, with
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big heads, like tiny iron mushrooms; nails without any
heads (horrible); French nails polished and slim. They
lay in a solid mass more inabordable than a hedgehog.
We hesitated, yearning for a shovel, while Jimmy below
us yelled as though he had been flayed. Groaning,
we dug our fingers in, and very much hurt, shook our
hands, scattering nails and drops of blood. We passed
up our hats fuli of assorted nails to the boatswain, who,
as if performing a mysterious and appeasing rite, cast
them wide upon a raging sea.

We got to the bulkhead at last. Those were stout
planks. She was a ship, well finished in every detail—
the Narcissus was. They were the stoutest planks ever
put into a ship’s bulkhead—we thought— and then we
perceived that, in our hurry, we had sent all the tools
overboard. Absurd little Belfast wanted to break it
down with his own weight, and with both feet leaped
straight up like a springbok, cursing the Clyde ship-
wrights for not scamping their work. Incidentally he
reviled all North Britain, the rest of the earth, the sea
—and all his companions. He swore, as he alighted
heavily on his heels, that he would never, never any

more associate with any fool that “hadn’t savee enough
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to know his knee from his elbow.” He managed by
his thumping to scare the last remnant of wits out of
Jimmy. We could hear the object of our exasperated
solicitude darting to and fro under the planks. He
had cracked his voice at last, and could only saueak
miserably. His back or else his head rubbed the
planks, now here, now there, in a puzzling manner.
He sgueaked as he dodged the invisible blows. It was
more heartrending even than his yells. Suddenly
Archie produced a c¢rowbar. He had kept it back;
also a smali hatchet. We howled with satisfaction. He
struck a mighty blow and smali chips flew at our eyes.
The boatswain above shouted:(— “Look out! Look out
there. Don’t kill the man. Easy does it!” Wamibo,
maddened with excitement, hung head down and in-
sanely urged us:—“Hoo! Strook 'im! Hoo! Hoo!”
We were afraid he would fali in and Kkill one of us
and, hurriedly we entreated the boatswain to “shove
the blamed Finn overboard.” Then, all together, we
yelled down at the planks:—*“ Stand from under! Get
forward,” and listened. We only heard the deep hum
and moan of the wind above us, the mingled roar and

hiss of the seas. The ship, as if overcome with de-
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spair, wallowed lifelessly, and our heads swam with that

unnatural motion. Belfast clamoured:— “For the love
of God, Jimmy, where are ye? ... Knock! Jimmy
darlint! ... Knock! You bloody black beast! Knock!”

He was as quiet as a dead man inside a grave; and,
like men standing above a grave, we were on the verge
of tears—but with vexation, the strain, the fatigue;
with the great longing to be done with it, to get away,
and lay down to rest somewhere where we could see
our danger and breathe. Archie shouted:—*“Gi'e me
room!” We crouched behind him, guarding our
heads, and he struck time after time in the joint of
planks. They cracked. Suddenly the crowbar went
halfway in through a splintered o6blong hole. It must
have missed Jimmy’s head by less than an inch. Archie
withdrew it quickly, and that infamous nigger rushed
at the hole, put his lips to it, and whispered “Help” in
an almost extinct voice; he pressed his head to it
trying madly to get out through that opening one inch
wide and three inches long. In our disturbed State we
were absolutely paralysed by his incredible action. It
seemed impossible to drive him away. Even Archie at

last lost his composure. “If ye don’t elear oot Ill
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drive the crowbar thro’ your head,” he shouted in a
determined voice. He meant what he said, and his
earnestness seemed to make an impression on Jimmy.
He disappeared suddenly, and we set to prising and
tearing at the planks with the eagerness of men trying
to get at a mortal enemy, and spurred by the desire to
tear him limb from limb. The wood split, cracked, gave

way. Belfast plunged in head and shoulders and

groped viciously. “I've got 'im! Got 'im,” he shouted.
“Oh! There! . .. He's gone; I've got 'im! . .. Puli
at my legs! ... Puli!” Wamibo hooted unceasingly.

The boatswain shouted directions:— “ Catch hotd of his
hair, Belfast; puli straight up, you two! . . . Puli fair!”
We pulled fair. We pulled Belfast out with a jerk, and
dropped him with disgust. In a sitting posture, purple-
faced, he sobbed despairingly:— “How can | hotd on
to ’'is blooming short wool?” Suddenly Jimmy’s head
and shoulders appeared. He $tuck half-way, and with
rolling eyes foamed at our feet. We flew at him with
brutal impatience, we tore the shirt off his back, we
tugged at his ears, we panted over him; and all at
once he came away in our hands as though somebody

had let go his legs. With the same movement, without
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a pause, we swung him up. His breath whistled, he
kicked our upturned faces, he grasped two pairs of
arms above his head, and he sguirmed up with such
precipitation that he seemed positively to escape from
our hands like a bladder fuli of gas. Streaming with
perspiration, we swarmed up the rope, and, coming
into the blast of cold wind, gasped like men plunged
into icy water. With burning faces we shivered to the
very marrow of our bones. Never before had the gale
seemed to us more furious, the sea more mad, the sun-
shine more merciless and mocking, and the position of
the ship more hopeless and appalling. Every move-
ment of her was ominous of the end of her agony and
of the beginning of ours. We staggered away from the
door, and, alarmed by a sudden roli, fell down in a
bunch. It appeared to us that the side of the house
was more smooth than glass and more slippery than
ice. There was nothing to hang on to but a long
brass hook used sometimes to keep back an open door.
Wamibo held on to it and we held on to Wamibo,
clutching our Jimmy. He had completely collapsed
now. He did not seem to have the strength to close

his hand. We stuck to him blindly in our fear. We
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were not afraid of Wamibo letting go (we remembered
that the brute was stronger than any three men in the
ship), but we were afraid of the hook giving way, and
we also believed that the ship had made up her mind
to turn over at last. But she didn't. A sea swept over
us. The boatswain $pluttered:— “ Up and away. There’s
a iull.  Away aft with you, or we will all go to the
devil here.” We stood up surrounding Jimmy. We
begged him to hotd up, to hotd on, at least. He glared
with his bulging eyes, mute as a fish, and with all the
stiffening knocked out of him. He wouldn’'t stand; he
wouldn’t even as much as clutch at our necks; he was
only a cold black skin loosely stuffed with soft cotton
wool; his arms and legs swung jointless and pliable;
his head rolled about; the lower lip hung down,
enormous and heavy. We pressed round him, bothered
and dismayed; sheltering him we swung here and
there in a body; and on the very brink of eternity we
tottered all together with concealing and absurd ges-
tures, like a lot of drunken men embarrassed with a
stolen corpse.

Something had to be done. We had to get him aft.

A rope was tied slack under his armpits, and, reaching
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up at the risk of our lives, we hung him on the foresheet
¢leet. He emitted no sound; he looked as ridiculously
lamentable as a doli that had lost half its sawdust, and
we started on our perilous journey over the main deck,
dragging along with care that pitiful, that limp, that
hateful burden. He was not very heavy, but had he
weighed a ton he could not have been more awkward
to handle. We literally passed him from hand to
hand. Now and then we had to hang him up on a
handy belaying-pin, to draw a breath and reform the
line. Had the pin broken he would have irretrievably
gone into the Southern Ocean, but he had to take his
chance of that; and after a little while, becoming ap-
parently aware of it, he groaned slightly, and with a
great effort whispered a few words. We listened
eagerly. He was reproaching us with our carelessness
in letting him run such risks: “Now, after I got my-
self out from there,” he breathed out weakly. “There”
was his cabin. And he got himself out. We had no-
thing to do with it apparently! ... No matter. . . . We
went on and let him take his chances, simply because
we could not help it; for though at that time we hated

him more than ever— more than anything under heaven
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—we did not want to lose him. We had so far saved
him; and it had become a personal matter between
us and the sea. We meant to stick to him. Had we
(by an incredible hypothesis) undergone similar toil
and trouble for an empty cask, that cask would have
become as precious to us as Jimmy was. More pre-
cious, in fact, because we would have had no reason to
hate the cask. And we hated James Wait. We could
not get rid of the monstrous suspicion that this astound-
ing blackman was shamming sick, had been malinger-
ing heartlessly in the face of our toil, of our scorn,
of our patience—and now was malingering in the face
of our devotion—in the face of death. Our vague
and imperfect morality rose with disgust at his un-
manly lie. But he stuck to it manfully— amazingly.
No! It couldn't be. He was at all extremity. His
cantankerous temper was only the result of the provok-
ing invincibleness of that death he felt by his side. Any
man may be angry with such a masterful chum. But,
then, what kind of men were we—with our thoughts!
Indignation and doubt grappled within us in a scuffle
that trampled upon the finest of our feelings. And we

hated him because of the suspicion; we detested him
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because of the doubt. We could not scorn him safely
— neither could we pity him without risk to our dignity.
So we hated him, and passed him carefully from hand
to hand. We cried, “Got him?"—*“Yes. All right.
Let go.” And he swung from one enemy to another,
showing about as much life as an old bolster would
do. His eyes made two narrow white slits in the black
face. He breathed slowly, and the air escaped through
his lips with a noise like the sound of bellows. We
reached the poop ladder at last, and it being a com-
paratively safe place, we lay for a moment in an ex-
hausted heap to rest a little. He began to mutter.
We were always incurably anxious to hear what he
had to say. This time he mumbled peevishly, “It took
you some time to come. | began to think the whole
smart lot of you had been washed overboard. What
kept you back? Hey? Funk?” We said nothing.
With sighs we started again to drag him up. The
secret and ardent desire of our hearts was the desire
to beat him viciously with our fists about the head: and
we handled him as tenderly as though he had been
made of glass. . . .

The return on the poop was like the return of
The Nigger ofthe IINarcissus” 8
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wanderers after many years amongst people marked by
'Ithe desolation of time. Eyes were turned slowly in their
sockets glancing at us. Faint murmurs were heard,
“Have you got 'im after all?” The well-known faces
looked strange and familiar; they seemed faded and
grimy; they had a mingled expression of fatigue and
eagerness. They seemed to have become much thinner
during our absence, as if all these men had been starv-
ing for a long time in their abandoned attitudes. The
captain, with a round tum of a rope on his wrist, and
kneeling on one knee, swung with a face cold and stiff;
but with living eyes he was still holding the ship up,
heeding no one, as if lost in the unearthly effort of that
endeavour. We fastened up James Wait in a safe place.
Mr. Baker scrambled along to lend a hand. Mr. Creigh-
ton, on his back, and very pale, muttered, “ Weil done,”
and gave us, Jimmy and the sky, a scornful glance, then
closed his eyes slowly. Here and there a man stirred
a little, but most remained apathetic, in cramped posi-
tions, muttering between shivers. The sun was setting.
A sun enormous, unclouded and red, declining low as
if bending down to look into their faces. The wind

whistled across long sunbeams that, resplendent and
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cold, struck fuli on the dilated pupils of staring eyes
without making them wink. The wisps of hair and the
tangled beards were grey with the salt of the sea. The
faces were earthy, and the dark patches under the eyes
extended to the ears, smudged into the hollows of
sunken cheeks. The lips were livid and thin, and when
they moved it was with difficulty, as though they had
been glued to the teeth. Some grinned sadly in the
sunlight, shaking with cold. Others were sad and still.
Charley, subdued by the sudden disclosure of the in-
significance of his youth, darted fearful glances. The
two smooth-faced Norwegians resembled decrepit chil-
dren, staring stupidly. To leeward, on the edge of the
horizon, black seas leaped up towards the glowing sun.
It sank slowly, round and blazing, and the crests of
waves splashed on the edge of the luminous circle. One
of the Norwegians appeared to catch sight of it, and,
after giving a violent start, began to speak. His voice,
startling the others, made them stir. They moved their
heads stiffly, or turning with difficulty, looked at him
with surprise, with fear, or in grave silence. He chat-
tered at the setting sun, nodding his head, while the

big seas began to roli across the crimson disc; and over
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miles of turbulent waters the shadows of high waves
s<wept W/ith a running darkness the faces of men. A
crested roller broke with a loud hissing roar, and the
sun, as if put out, disappeared. The chattering voice
faltered, went out together with the light. There were
sighs. In the sudden luli that follows the crash of a
broken sea a man said wearily, “Here’s that blooming
Dutchman gone off his chump.” A seaman, lashed by
the middle, tapped the deck with his open hand with
unceasing quick flaps. In the gathering greyness of
twilight a bulky form was seen rising aft, and began
marching on all fours with the movements of some big
cautious beast. It was Mr. Baker passing along the line
of men. He grunted encouragingly over every one, felt
their fastenings. Some, with half-open eyes, puffed like
men oppressed by heat; others mechanically and in
dreamy voices answered him, “Aye! aye! sir!” He
went from one to another grunting, “Ough! . . . See
her through it yet;” and unexpectedly, with loud angry
outbursts, blew up Knowles for cutting off a long piece
from the fali of the relieving tackle. *“Ough!-------
Ashamed of yourself Relieving tackle- Don’t you

know better! Ough! Able seaman! Ough!” The
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lame man was crushed. He muttered, “ Get som’think

for a lashing for myself, sir.”—*“Ough! Lashing-------
yourself. Are you a tinker or a sailor What? Ough!
May want that tackle directly Ough! More

use to the ship than your lame carcass. Ough!-------
Keep it! Keep it, now you've done it.” He crawled
away slowly, muttering to himself about some men being
“worse than children.” It had been a comforting row.
Low exclamations were heard: “Hallo .. . Hallo.” . ..
Those who had been painfully dozing asked with con-
vulsive starts, “What's up? . .. What is it?” The answers
came with unexpected cheerfulness: “ The mate is going
bald-headed for lame Jack about something or other.”
“No!” . . . “What 'as he done?” Some one even
chuckled. It was like a whiff of hope, like a reminder
of safe days. Donkin who had been stupefied with fear,
revived suddenly and began to shout:— “!Ear 'im; that’s
the way they tawlk to hus. Vy donch ’ee it 'im—one
ov yer? Tt 'im. It 'im! Comin’ the mate hover hus.
We are as good men as 'ee! We're hall goin’ to ’ell
now. We ’ave been starved in this rotten ship, an’ now
we're goin’ to be drowned for them black-'earted bullies!

Tt 'im!” He shrieked in the deepening gloom, he blub-
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bered and sobbed, screaming:— “’It 'im! It 'im!” The
rage and fear of his disregarded right to live tried the
steadfastness of hearts more than the menacing shadows
of the night that advanced through the unceasing
clamour of the gale. From aft Mr. Baker was heard:—
“Is one of you men going to stop him—must | come
along?” “Shut up!” ... “Keep quiet!” cried various,
voices, exasperated, trembling with cold.— “You'll get
one across the mug from me directly,” said an invisible
seaman, in a weary tone, “l won't let the mate have
the trouble.” He ceased and lay still with the silence
of despair. On the black sky the stars, coming out,
gleamed over an inky sea that, speckled with foam,
flashed back at them the evanescent and pale light of
a dazzling whiteness born from the black turmoil of the
waves. llemote in the eternal calm they glittered hard
and cold above the uproar of the earth; they sur-
rounded the vanquished 'and tormfented ship on all
sides: more pitiless than the eyes of a triumphant mob,
and as unapproachable as the hearts of men.

The icy south wind howled exultingly under the
sombre splendour of the sky. The cold shook the

men with a resistless yiolence as though it had tried
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to shake them to pieces. Short moans were swept
unheard off the stiff lips. Some complained in mutters
of “not feeling themselves below the waist”; while
those who had closed their eyes, imagined they had a
btock of ice on their chests. Others, alarmed at not
feeling any pain in their fingers, beat the deck feebly
with their hands-—obstinate and exhausted. Wamibo
stared vacant and dreamy. The Scandinavians kept
on a meaningless mutter through chattering teeth. The
spare Scotchmen, with determined efforts, kept their
lower jaws still. The West-country men lay big and
stolid in an invulnerable surliness. A man yawned and
swore in turns. Another breathed with a rattle in his
throat. Two elderly hard-weather shellbacks, fast side
by side, whispered dismally to one another about the
landlady of a boarding-house in Sunderland, whom they
both knew. They extolled her motherliness and her
liberality; they tried to talk about the joint of beef
and the big fire in the downstairs kitchen. The words
dying faintly on their lips, ended in light sighs. A
sudden voice cried into the cold night, “Oh Lord!”
No one changed his position or took any notice of the

ery. One or two passed, with a repeated and vague
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gesture, their hand over their faces, but most of them
kept very still. In the benumbed immobility of their
bodies they were excessively wearied by their thoughts,
that rushed with the rapidity and vividness of dreams.
Now and then, by an abrupt and startling exclamation,
they answered the weird hail of some illusion; then,
again, in silence contemplated the vision of known
faces and familiar things. They recalled the aspect of
forgotten shipmates and heard the voice of dead and
gone skippers. They remembered the noise of gaslit
streets, the steamy heat of tap-rooms, or the scorching
sunshine of calm days at sea.

Mr. Baker left his insecure place, and crawled, with
stoppages, along the poop. In the dark and on all
fours he resembled some carnivorous animal prowling
amongst corpses. At the break, propped to windward
of a stanchion, he looked down on the main deck. It
seemed to him that the ship had a tendency to stand
up a little more. The wind had eased a little, he
thought, but the sea ran as high as ever. The waves
foamed viciously, and the lee side of the deck disap-
peared under a hissing whiteness as of boiling milk,

while the rigging sang steadily with a deep vibrating
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note, and, at every upward swing of the ship, the wind
rushed with a long-drawn clamour amongst the spars.
Mr. Baker watched very still. A man near him began
to make a blabbing noise with his lips, all at once and
very loud, as though the cold had broken brutally
through him. He went on:— “Ba—ba—ba—brrr—brr
—ba—ba.”—“ Stop that!” cried Mr. Baker, groping in
the dark. “Stop it!” He went on shaking the leg he
found under his hand.—“What is it, sir?” called out
Belfast, in the tone of a man awakened suddenly; “we
are looking after that 'ere Jimmy.”—*“ Are you? Ough!
Don’t make that row then.m Who's that near you?”
—“It’'s me—the boatswain, sir,” growled the West-
country man; “we are trying to keep life in that poor
devil.”—“ Aye, aye!” said Mr. Baker, “Do it auietly,
can't you."—"“He wants us to hotd him up above the
rait,” went on the boatswain, with irritation, “ says he
can’'t breatlie here under our jackets.”— “If we lift 'im,
we drop 'im overboard,” said another voice, “we can't
feel our hands with cold.”—*“I don’t care. | am chok-
ing!” exclaimed James Wait in a elear tone.—* Oh, no,
my son,” said the boatswain, desperately, “you don’t

go till we all go on this fine night.”—*“ You will see yet
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many a worse,” said Mr. Baker, cheerfully.—"“It's no
child’s play, sir!” answered the boatswain. “ Some of
us further aft, here, are in a pretty bad way.”—“If the
blamed sticks had been cut out of her she would be
running along on her bottom now like any decent ship,
an’ giv’ us all a chance,” said some one, with a sigh.
— “The old man wouldn’'t have it . . . much he cares
for us,” whispered another.— *“ Care for you!” exclaimed
Mr. Baker, angrily. “Why should he care for you?
Are you a lot of women passengers to be taken care
of? We are here to take care of the ship—and some
of you ain’t up to that. Ough! ... What have you
done so very smart to be taken care of? Ough! . ..
Some of you can’'t stand a bit of a breeze without
crying over it.”—*“ Come, sorr. We ain’t so bad,” pro-

tested Belfast, in a voice shaken by shivers; “we ain’t

... brrr .. "—*Again,” shouted the mate, grabbing
at the shadowy form; “again! . . . Why, you're in your
shirt! What have you done?”— “I've put my oilskin

and jacket over that half-dead nayggur—and he says
he chokes,” said Belfast, complainingly.— “ You wouldn’t
cali me nigger if | wasn’t half dead, you Irish beggar!”

boomed James Wait, yigorously.—“You ... brrr . ..
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You wouldn’t be white if you were ever so well ... 1
will fight you ... brrrr . . .in fine weather . . . brrr
... with one hand tied behind my back ... brrrrrr ...
—*“1 don't want your rags—I| want air,” gasped out

the other faintly, as if suddenly exhausted.

The sprays swept over whistling and pattering. Men
disturbed in their peaceful torpor by the pain of quar-
relsome shouts, moaned, muttering curses. Mr. Baker
crawled off a little way to leeward where a water-cask
loomed up big, with something white against it. “Is it
you, Podmore?” asked Mr. Baker. He had to repeat
the question twice before the cook turned, coughing
feebly.— “Yes, sir. 1've been praying in my mind for
a quick deliverance; for | am prepared for any cali. . ..
| "—*“Look here, cook,” interrupted Mr. Baker,
“the men are perishing with cold.”— “ Cold!” said the
cook, mournfully; “they will be warm enough before
long.” — “What?” asked Mr. Baker, looking along the
deck into the faint sheen of frothing water.—“They
are a wicked lot,” continued the cook solemnly, but in
an unsteady voice, “about as wicked as any ship’s
company in this sinful world! Now, |”—he trembled

so that he could hardly speak; his was an exposed
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place, and in a cotton shirt, a thin pair of trousers,
and with his knees under his nose, he received, quak-
ing, the flicks of stinging, salt drops; his voice sounded
exhausted— “now, |—any time ... My eldest youngster,
Mr. Baker ... a clever boy . . . last Sunday on shore

before this voyage he wouldn’'t go to church, sir. Says

I, ‘You go and clean yourself, or I'll know the reason
why!” What does he do? ... Pond, Mr. Baker—fell
into the pond in his best rig, sir! ... Accident? . ..

‘Nothing will save you, fine scholar though you are!
says |. . . . Accident! ... | whopped him, sir, till |
couldn't lift my arm. . . .” His voice faltered. “I
whopped 'im!” he repeated, rattling his teeth; then,
after a while, let out a mournful sound that was half a
groan, half a snore. Mr. Baker shook him by the
shoulders. “Hey! Cook! Hotd up, Podmore! Tell me
—is there any fresh water in the galley tank? The
ship is lying along less, | think; | would try to get
forward. A little water wbuld do them good. Hallo!
Look out! Look out!” The cook struggled.— “Not you,
sir—not you!” He began to scramble to windward.
“Galley! : . . my business!” he shouted.—*“ Cook’s

going crazy now,” said several yoices. He yelled:—
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“Crazy, am 1? | am more ready to die than any of
you, officers incloosive—there! As long as she swims |
will cook! | will get you coffee.”—*“ Cook, ye are a
gentleman!” cried Belfast. But the cook was already
going over the weather ladder. He stopped for a mo-
ment to shout back on the poop:—“As long as she
swims | will cook!” and disappeared as though he had
gone overboard. The men who had heard sent after
him a cheer that sounded like a wail of sick children.
An hour or more afterwards some one said distinctly:
“He’'s gone for good.”—*“Very likely,” assented the
boatswain; “even in fine weather he was as smart
about the deck as a milch-cow on her first voyage. We
ought to go and see.” Nobody moved. As the hours
dragged slowly through the darkness Mr. Baker crawled
back and forth along the poop several times. Some
men fancied they had heard him exchange murmurs
with the master, but at that time the memories were
incomparably more vivid than anything actual, and they
were not certain whether the murmurs were heard now
or many years ago. They did not try to find out. A
mutter more or less did not matter. It was too cold

for curiosity, and almost for hope. They could not
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spare a moment or a thought from the great mental
occupation of wishing to live. And the desire of life
kept them alive, apathetic and enduring, under the
cruel persistence of wind and cold; while the bestarred
black dome of the sky revolved slowly above the ship,
that drifted, bearing their patience and their suffering,
through the stormy solitude of the sea.

Huddled close to one another, they fancied them-
selves utterly alone. They heard sustained loud noises,
and again bore the pain of existence through long
hours of profound silence. In the night they saw sun-
shine, felt warmth, and suddenly, with a start, thought
that the sun would never rise upon a freezing world.
Some heard laughter, listened to songs; others, near
the end of the poop, could hear loud human shrieks,
and, opening their eyes, were surprised to hear them
still, though very faint, and far away. The boatswain
said:— “Why, it's the cook, hailing from forward, |
think.” He hardly believed his own words or re-
cognised his own voice. It was a long time before the
man next to him gave a sign of life. He punched
hard his other neighbour and said:—*“The cook's

shouting!” Many did not understand, others did not
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care; the majority further aft did not believe. But the
boatswain and another man had the pluck to crawl
away forward to see. They seemed to have been gone
for hours, and were very soon forgotten. Then sud-
denly men that had been plunged in a hopeless re-
signation became as if possessed with a desire to hurt.
They belaboured one another with fists. In the dark-
ness they struck persistently anything soft they could
feel near, and, with a greater effort than for a shout,
whispered excitedly:— “ They’ve got some hot coffee_
Boss’en got it. . . .” “No! . .. Where?” ... “It's corn-
ing!  Cook made it.” James Wait moaned. Donkin
scrambled viciously, caring not where he kicked, and
anxious that the officers should have none of it. It
came in a pot, and they drank in turns. It was hot,
and while it blistered the greedy palates, it seemed in-
credible. The men sighed out parting with the mug:
— “How ’'as he done it?” Some cried weakly:— “ Bully
for you, doctor!”

He had done it somehow. Afterwards Archie de-
clared that the thing was “meeraculous.” For many
days we wondered, and it was the one ever-interesting

subject of conversation to the end of the voyage. We
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asked the cook, in fine weather, how he felt when he
saw his stove “reared up on end.” We inguired,
in the north-east trade and on.serene evenings, whether
he had to stand on his head to put things right some-
what. We suggested he had used his bread-board for
a raft, and from there comfortably had stoked his
grate; and we did our best to conceal our admiration
under the wit of fine irony. He affirmed not to know
anything about it, rebuked our levity, declared himself,
with solemn animation, to have been the object of a
special mercy for the saving of our unholy lives. Funda-
mentally he was right, no doubt; but he need not have
been so offensively positive about it— he need not have
hinted so often that it would have gone hard with us
had he not been there, meritorious and pure, to receive
the inspiration and the strength for the work of grace.
Had we been saved by his recklessness or his agility,
we could have at length become reconciled to the fact;
but to admit our obligation to anybody’s virtue and
holiness alone was as difficult for us as for any other
handful of mankind. Like many benefactors of humanity,
the cook took himself too seriously, and reaped the

reward of irreverence. We were not ungrateful, how-



THE NIGGER OF THE *“ NARCISSUS” 129

ever. He remained heroic. His saying—tlie saying of
his life—became proverbial in the mouth of men as
are the sayings of conguerors or sages. Later on, when-
ever one of us was puzzled by a task and advised to
relinguish it, he would express his determination to
persevere and to succeed by the words:—“As long as
she swims | will cook!”

The hot drink helped us through the bleak hours
that precede the dawn. The sky low by the horizon
took on the delicate tints of pink and yellow like the
inside of a rare shell. And higher, where it glowed
with a pearly sheen, a smali black cloud appeared, like
a forgotten fragment of the night set in a border of
dazzling gold. The beams of light skipped on the
crests of waves. The eyes of men turned to the east-
ward. The sunlight flooded their weary faces. They
were giving themselves up to fatigue as though they
had done for ever with their work. On Singleton’s
black oilskin coat the dried salt glistened like hoar
frost. He hung on by the wheel, with open and lifeless
eyes. Captain Allistoun, unblinking, faced the rising sun.
His lips stirred, opened for the first time in twenty-four e

hours, and with a fresh firm voice he cried, “ Wear ship!”
The Nigger ofthe “ Narcissus” 9
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The commanding sharp tones made all these torpid
men start like a sudden flick of a whip. Then again,
motionless where they lay, the force of habit made
some of them repeat the order in hardly audible mur-
murs. Captain Allistoun glanced down at his crew,
and several, with fumbling fingers and hopeless move-
ments, tried to cast themselves adrift. He repeated
impatiently, “Wear ship. Now then, Mr. Baker, get
the men along. What's the matter with them?”—
“Wear ship. Do you liear there?— Wear ship!” thun-
dered out the boatswain suddenly. His voice seemed
to break through a deadly spell. Men began to stir
and crawl.—*“1 want the fore-top-mast stay-sail run up
smartly,” said the master, very loudly; “if you can't
manage it standing up you must do it lying down—
that's all. Bear a hand!”—*“ Come along! Let's give
the old girl a chance,” urged the boatswain.— “ Aye! aye!
Wear ship!” exclaimed quavering voices. The forecastle
men, with reluctant faces, prepared to go forward. Mr.
Baker pushed ahead grunting on all fours to show the
way, and they followed him over the break. The others
lay still with a vile hope in their hearts of not being

reguired to move till they got saved or drowned in peace.
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After some time they could be seen forward appear-
ing on the forecastle head, one by one in unsafe atti-
tudes; hanging on to the rails; clambering over the
anchors; embracing the cross-head of the windlass or
hugging the forecapstan. They were restless with strange
exertions, waved their arms, knelt, lay fiat down, stag-
gered up, seemed to strive their hardest to go over-
board. Suddenly a smali white piece of canvas flut-
tered amongst them, grew larger, beating. Its narrow
head rose in jerks—and at last it stood distended and
triangular in the sunshine.—“They have done it!”
cried the voices aft. Captain Allistoun let go the rope
he had round his wrist and rolled to leeward liead-
long. He could be seen casting the lee main braces
off the pins while the backwash of waves splashed over
him.— “ Sguare the main yard!” he shouted up to us—
who stared at him in wonder. We hesitated to stir.
“The main brace, men. Haull haul anyhow! Lay
on your backs and haul!” he screeched, half drowned
down there. We did not believe we could move the
main yard, but the strongest and the less discouraged
tried to execute the order. Others assisted half-

hearledly. Singleton’s eyes blazed suddenly as he took
9*
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a fresh grip of the spokes. Captain Allistoun fought
his way up to windward.— “Haul, men! Try to move
it! Haul, and help the ship.” His hard face worked
suffused and furious. “Is she going off, Singleton?”
he cried.—“Not a move yet, sir,” croaked the old sea-
man in a horribly hoarse voice.— “Watch the helm,
Singleton,” spluttered the master.  “Haul, men! Have
you no more strength than rats? Haul, and earn your
salt.” Mr. Creighton, on his back, with a swollen leg
and a face as white as a piece of paper, blinked his
eyes; his bluish lips twitched. In the wild scramble
men grabbed at him, crawled over his hurt leg, knelt
on his chest. He kept perfectly still, setting his teeth
without a moan, without a sigh. The master's ardour,
the cries of that silent man inspired us. We hauled
aud hung in bunches on the rope. We heard him say
with violence to Donkin, who sprawled abjectly on his
stornach,— “| will brain you with this belaying pin if you
don’t catch hotd of the brace,” and that victim of
men’s injustice, cowardly and cheeky, whimpered:—
“Are you goin’ ter murder hus now,” while with sudden
desperation he gripped the rope. Men sighed, shouted,

hissed meaningless words, groaned. The yards moved,
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came slowly saguare against the wind, that hummed
loudly on the yard-arms.—“ Going off, sir,” shouted
Singleton, “she’s just started.”— “ Catch a turn with
that brace. Catch a turn!” clamoured the master. Mr.
Creighton, nearly suffocated and unable to move, made
a mighty effort, and with his left hand managed to nip
the rope.— “All fast!” cried some one. He closed his
eyes as if going offinto a swoon, while huddled together
about the brace we watched with scared looks what the
ship would do now.

She went off slowly as though she had been weary
and disheartened like the men she carried. She paid
off very gradually, making us hotd our breath till we
choked, and as soon as she had brought the wind
abaft the beam she started to move, and fluttered our
hearts. It was awful to see her, nearly overturned,
begin to gather way and drag her submerged side
through the water. The dead-eyes of the rigging
churned the breaking seas. The lower half of the deck
was fuli of mad whirlpools and eddies; and the long
line of the lee rait could be seen showing black now
and then in the swirls of a field of foam as dazzling

and white as a field of snow. The wind sang shrilly
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amongst the spars; and at every slight lurch we ex-
pected her to slip to the bottom sideways from under
our backs. When dead before it she made the first
distinct attempt to stand up, and we encouraged her
with a feeble and discordant howl. A great sea came
running up aft and hung for a moment over us with a
curling top; then crashed down under the counter and
spread out on both sides into a great sheet of bursting
froth. Above its fierce hiss we heard Singleton’s croak:
—“She is steering!” He had both his feet now
planted firmly on the grating, and the wheel spun fast
as he eased the helm.—“Bring the wind on the port
guarter and steady her!” called out the master, stag-
gering to his feet, the first man up from amongst our
prostrate heap. One or two screamed with excite-
ment:— “ She rises!” Far away forward, Mr. Baker and
three others were seen erect and black on the elear
sky, lifting their arms, and with open mouths as though
they had been shouting all together. The ship
trembled, trying to lift her side, lurched back, seemed
to give up with a nerveless dip, and suddenly with an
unexpected jerk swung violently to windward, as

though she had tom herself out from a deadly grasp.
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The whole immense volume of water, lifted by her
deck, was thrown bodily across to starboard. Loud
cracks were heard. Iron ports breaking open thun-
dered with ringing blows. The water topped over the
starboard rait with the rush of a river falling over a
dam. The sea on deck, and the seas on every side of
her, mingled together in a deafening roar. She rolled
violently. We got up and were helplessly run or flung
about from side to side. Men, rolling over and over,
yelled,—“The house will go!”—*“She clears herself!”
Lifted by a towering sea she ran along with it for a
moment, spouting thick streams of water through every
opening of her wounded sides. The lee braces having
been carried away or washed off the pins, all the pon-
derous yards on the fore swung from side to side and
with appalling rapidity at every roli. The men forward
were seen crouching here and there with fearful
glances upwards at the enormous spars that whirled
about over their heads. The tom canvas and the ends
of broken gear streamed in the wind like wisps of hair.
Through the elear sunshine, over the flashing turmoil
and uproar of the seas, the ship ran blindly, dishevelled

and headlong, as if fleeing for her life; and on the
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poop we spun, we tottered about, distracted and noisy.
We all spoke at once in a thin babble; we had the
aspect of invalids and the gestures of maniacs. Eyes
shone, large and haggard, in smiling, meagre faces that
seemed to have been dusted over with powdered chalk.
We stamped, clapped our hands, feeling ready to jump
and do anything; but in reality hardly able to keep on
our feet. Captain Allistoun, hard and slim, gesticulated
madly from the poop at Mr. Baker: “ Steady these fore-
yards! Steady them the best you can!” On the main
deck, men excited by his cries, splashed, dashing aim-
lessly here and there with the foam swirling up to
their waists. Apart, far aft, and alone by the helm,
old Singleton had deliberately tucked his white beard
under the top button of his glistening coat. Swaying
upon the din and tumult of the seas, with the whole
battered length of the ship launched forward in a
rolling rush before his steady old eyes, he stood rigidly
still, forgotten by all, and with an attentive face. In
front of his erect figure only the two arms moved cross-
wise with a swift and sudden readiness, to check or
urge again the rapid stir of circling spokes. He steered

with care.
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On men reprieved by its disdainful mercy, the
immortal sea confers in its justice the fuli privilege of
desired unrest. Through the perfect wisdom of its
grace they are not permitted to meditate at ease upon
the complicated and acrid savour of existence, lest they
should remember and, perchance, regret the reward of
a cup of inspiring bitterness, tasted so often, and so
often withdrawn from before their stiffening but reluc-
tant lips. They must without pause justify their life to
the eternal pity that commands toil to be hard and
unceasing, from sunrise to sunset, from sunset to sun-
rise: till the weary succession of nights and days tainted
by the obstinate clamour of sages, demanding bliss and
an ernpty heaven, is redeemed at last by the vast
silence of pain and labour, by the dumb fear and
the dumb courage of men obscure, forgetful, and en-
during.

The master and Mr. Baker coming face to face

stared for a moment,, with the intense and amazed
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looks of men meeting unexpectedly after years of
trouble. Their voices were gone, and they whispered

desperately at one another—“Any one missing?” asked

Captain Allistoun.—“ No. All there.”— “ Anybody hurt?”
—“Only the second mate.”—*“1 will look after him
directly. We're lucky.”— “Yery,” articulated Mr. Baker,

faintly. He gripped the rait and rolled bloodshot eyes.
The little grey man made an effort to raise his voice
above a duli mutter, and fixed his chief mate with a
cold gaze, piercing like a dart.— “ Get sail on the ship,”
he said, speaking authoritatively, and with an inflexible
snap of his thin lips. “Get sail on her as soon as you
can. This is a fair wind. At once, sir—Don’t give
the men time to feel themselves. They will get done
up and stiff, and we will never ... We must get her
along now” ... He reeled to a long heavy roli; the
rait dipped into the glancing hissing water. He caught
a shroud, swung helplessly against the mate . . . “now
we have a fair wind at last. Make sail.” His
head rolled from shoulder to shoulder. His eyelids
began to beat rapidly. “And the pumps pumps,
Mr. Baker.” He peered as though the face within a

foot of his eyes had been half.a mile off. “Keep the
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men on the move to to get her along,” he mumbled
in a drowsy tone, like a man going off into a doze.
He pulled himself together suddenly. “Mustn’t stand.
Won't do,” he said with a painful attempt at a smile.
He let go his hotd, and, propelled by the dip of the
ship, ran aft unwillingly, with smali steps, till he
brought up against the binnacle stand. Hanging on
there he looked up in an objectless manner at Single-
ton, who, unheeding him, watched anxiously the end of
the jib-boom—“ Steering gear works all right?” he
asked. There was a noise in the old seaman’s throat,
as though the words had been rattling there together
before they could come out.— “Steers . . . like a little
boat,” he said, at last, with hoarse tenderness, without
giving the master as much as half a glance—then,
watchfully, spun the wheel down, steadied, flung it
back again. Captain Allistoun tore himself away from
the delight of leaning against the binnacle, and began
to walk the poop, swaying and reeling to preserve his
balance. . . .

The pump-rods, clanking, stamped in short jumps
while the fly-wheels turned smoothly, with great speed,

at the foot of the mainmast, flinging back and forth
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with a regular impetuosity two limp clusters of men
clinging to the handles. They abandoned themselves,
swaying from the hip with twitching faces and stony
eyes. The carpenter, sounding from time to time, ex-
claimed mechanically: “Shake her up! Keep her
going!” Mr. Baker could not speak, but found his
voice to shout; and under the goad of his objurgations,
men looked to the lashings, dragged out new salils;
and thinking themselves unable to move, carried heavy
blocks aloft— overhauled the gear. They went up the
rigging with faltering and desperate efforts. Their
heads swam as they shifted their hotd, stepped blindly
on the yards like men in the dark; or trusted them-
selves to the first rope to hand with the negligence of
exhausted strength. The narrow escapes from falls did
not. disturb the languid beat of their hearts; the roar
of the seas seething far below them sounded continuous
and faint like an indistinct noise from another world:
the wind filled their eyes with tears, and with heavy
gusts tried to push them off from where they swayed
in insecure positions. With streaming faces and blow-
ing hair they flew up and down between sky and

water, bestriding the ends of yard-arms, crouching on
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foot-ropes, embracing lifts to have their hands free, or
standing up against chain ties. Their thoughts floated
vaguely between the desire of rest and the desire of
life, while their stiffened fingers cast off head-earrings,
fumbled for knives, or held with tenacious grip against
the violent shocks of beating canvas. They glared
savagely at one another, made frantic signs with one
hand while they held their life in the other, looked
down on the narrow strip of flooded deck, shouted
along to leewardj “Light-to!” ... “Haul out!” ...
“Make fast!” Their lips moved, their eyes started,
furious and eager with the desire to be understood,
but the wind tossed their words unheard upon the
disturbed sea. In an unendurable and unending strain
they worked like men driven by a merciless dream to
toil in an atmosphere of ice or flame. They burnt and
shivered in turns. Their eyeballs smarted as if in the
smoke of a conflagration; their heads were ready to
burst with every shout. Hard fingers seemed to grip
their throats. At every roli they thought: Now | must
let go. It will shake us all off—and thrown about aloft
they cried wildly: “Look out there—catch the end.”

... "Reeve elear” ... “Turn this block. ...” They
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nodded desperately; shook infuriated faces, “No! No!
From down up.” They seemed to hate one another
with a deadly hate. The longing to be done with it
all gnawed their breasts, and the wish to do things
well was a burning pain. They cursed their fate, con-
temned their life, and wasted their breath in deadly
implications upon one another. The sailmaker, with
his bald head bared, worked feverishly, forgetting his
intimacy with so many admirals. The boatswain, climb-
ing up with marlinspikes and bunches of spunyarn
rovings, or kneeling on the yard and ready to take a
turn with the midship-stop, had acute and fleeting
visions of his old woman and the youngsters in a moor-
land village. Mr. Baker, feeling very weak, tottered
here and there, grunting and inflexible, like a man of
iron. He waylaid those who, coming from aloft, stood
gasping for breath. He ordered, encouraged, scolded.
“Now then—to the main topsail now! Tally on to
that gantline. Don’t stand about there!”—“Is there no
rest for us?” muttered voices. He spun round fiercely,
with a sinking heart.—-No! No rest till the work is
done. Work till you drop. That's what you're here

for.” A bowed seaman at his elbow gave a short
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laugh.— “Do or die,” he croaked bitterly, then spat
into his broad palms, swung up his long arms, and
grasping the rope high above his head sent out a
mournful, wailing ery for a puli all together. A sea
boarded the quarter-deck and sent the whole lot sprawl-
ing to leeward. Caps, handspikes floated. Clenched
hands, kicking legs, with here and there a spluttering
face, stuck out of the white hiss of foaming water. Mr.
Baker, knocked down with the rest, screamed—*“Don't
lefgo that rope! Hotd on to it! Hotd!” And sorely
bruised by the brutal fling, they held on to it, as
though it had been the fortune of their life. The ship
ran, rolling heavily, and the topping crests glanced past
port and starboard flashing their white heads. Pumps
were freed. Braces were rove. The three topsails and
foresail were set. She spurted faster over the water,
outpacing the swift rush of waves. The menacing
thunder of distanced seas rose behind her—filled the
air with the tremendous vibrations of its voice. And
devastated, battered, and wounded she drove foaming
to the northward, as though inspired by the courage of
a high endeavour. . . .

The forecastle was a place of damp desolation.
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They looked at their dwelling with dismay. It was
slimy, dripping; it hummed hollow with the wind, and
was strewn with shapeless wreckage like a half-tide
cavern in a rocky and exposed coast. Many had lost
all they had in the world, but most of the starboard
watch had preserved their chests; thin streams of water
trickled out of them, however. The beds were soaked;
the blankets spread out and saved by some nail
sguashed under foot. They dragged wet rags from
evil-smelling corners, and, wringing the water out, re-
cognised their property. Some smiled stiffly. Others
looked round blank and mute. There were cries of joy
over old waistcoats, and groans of sorrow over shapeless
things found amongst the black splinters of smashed
bed boards. One lamp was discovered jammed under
the bowsprit. Charley whimpered a little. Knowles
stumped here and there, sniffing, examining dark places
for salvage. He poured dirty water out of a boot, and
was concerned to find the owner. Those who, over-
whelmed by their losses, sat on the forepeak hatch, re-
mained elbows on knees, and, with a fist against each
cheek, disdained to look up. He pushed it under their

noses. “Here's a good boot. Yours?” They snarled,
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“No—get out.” One snapped at him, “Take it to heli
out of this.” He seemed surprised. “Why? It's a good
boot,” but remembering suddenly that he had lost
every stitch of his clothing, he dropped his find and
began to swear. In the dim light cursing voices clashed.
A man came in and, dropping his arms, stood still, re-
peating from the doorstep, “Here's a bloomin’ old go!
Here's a bloomin’ old go!” A few rooted anxiously in
flooded chests for tobacco. They breathed hard,
clamoured with heads down. “Look at that, Jack! ...”
“Here! Sam! Here’'s my shore-going rig spoilt for ever.”
One blasphemed tearfully holding up a pair of dripping
trousers. No one looked at him. The cat came out
from somewhere. He had an ovation. They snatched
him from hand to hand, caressed him in a murmur of
pet names. They wondered where he had “weathered
it out;” disputed about it. A saguabbling argument
began. Two men came in with a bucket of fresh water,
and all crowded round it; but Tom, lean and mewing,
came up with every hair astir and had the first drink.
A couple of men went aft for oil and biscuits.

Then in the yellow light and in the intervals of

mopping the deck they crunched hard bread, arranging
The Nigger ofthe “ Narcissus” JO
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to “worry through somehow.” Men chummed as to
beds. Turns were settled for wearing boots and having
the use of oilskin coats. They called one another “old
man” and “sonny” in cheery voices. Friendly slaps
resounded. Jokes were shouted. One or two stretched
on the wet deck, slept with heads pillowed on their
bent arms, and several, sitting on the hatch, smoked.
Their weary faces appeared through a thin blue haze,
pacified and with sparkling eyes. The boatswain put
his head through the door. “Relieve the wheel, one of
you”—he shouted inside—*“it’'s six. Blamme if that
old Singleton hasn’'t been there more’'n thirty hours.
You are a fine lot.” He slammed the door again.
“Mate's watch on deck,” said some one. “Hey, Donkin,
it’s your relief!” shouted three or four together. He had
crawled into an empty bunk and on wet planks lay
still.  “Donkin, your wheel.” He made no sound.
“Donkin’s dead,” guffawed some one. “ Sell ’is bloomin’
clothes,” shouted another. “Donkin, if ye don’'t go to
the bloomin’ wheel they will sell your clothes—d'ye
hear?” jeered a third. He groaned from his dark hole.
He complained about pains in all his bones, he whim-

pered pitifully. “He won't go,” exclaimed a eon-
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temptuous voice, “your turn, Davies.” The young sea-
man rose painfully sguaring his shoulders. Donkin stuck
his head out, and it appeared in the yellow light, fragile
and ghastly. “1 will giv’ yer a pound of tobaccer,” he
whined in a conciliating voice, “so soon as | draw it
from haft. | will—selp me . . Davies swung his
arm backhanded and the head vanished. *“Pil go,” he

said, “but you will pay for it.” He walked unsteady

but resolute to the door. “So | will,” yelped Donkin,
popping out behind him. “So | will—selp me ... a
pound . . . three bob they chawrge.” Davies flung the
door open. “You will pay my price . . . in fine

weather,” he shouted over his shoulder. One of the
men unbuttoned his wet coat rapidly, threw it at his
head. “Here, Taffy—take that, you thief!” “Thank
you!” he cried from the darkness above the swish of
rolling water. He could be heard splashing; a sea came
on board with a thump. “He’s got his bath already,”
remarked a grim shellback. “Aye, aye!” grunted others.
Then, after a long silence, Wamibo made strange noises.
“Hallo, what's up with you?” said some one grumpily.
“He says he would have gone for Davy,” explained

Archie, who was the Finn’s interpreter generally. “I
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believe him!” cried voices. . .. “ Never mind, Dutchy . ..
You'll do, muddle-head . . . Your turn will come soon
enough . .. You don't know when ye're well off.” They

ceased, and all together turned their faces to the door.
Singleton stepped in, made two paces, and stood sway-
ing slightly. The sea hissed, flowed roaring past the
bows, and the forecastle trembled, fuli of a deep rumour;
the lamp flared, swinging like a pendulum. He looked
with a dreamy and puzzled stare, as though he could
not distinguish the still men from their restless shadows.
There were awestruck murmurs:—“Hallo, hallo”

“How does it look outside now, Singleton?” Those
who sat on the hatch lifted their eyes in silence, and
the next oldest seaman in the ship (those two under-
stood one another, though they hardly exchanged three
words in a day) gazed up at his friend attentively for a
moment, then taking a short clay pipe out of his mouth,
offered it without a word. Singleton put out his arm
towards it, missed, staggered, and suddenly fell forward,
crashing down, stiff and headlong like an uprooted tree.
There was a swift rush. Men pushed, crying:— “He’'s
done!” . .. “Turn him over!” ... “Stand elear there I’

Under a crowd of startled faces bending over him he
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lay on his back, staring upwards in a continuous and
intolerable manner. In the breathless silence of a
general consternation, he said in a grating murmur:—
“1 am all right,” and clutched with his hands. They
helped him up. He mumbled despondently:—*“I| am
getting old . . . old.”—*“Not you,” cried Belfast, with
ready tact. Supported on all sides, he hung his head.
“ Are you better?” they asked. He glared at them from
under his eyebrows with large black eyes, spreading
over his chest the bushy whiteness of a beard long and
thick.—“ Old! old!” he repeated sternly. Helped along,
he reached his bunk. There was in it a slimy soft
heap of something that smelt, like does at dead low
water a muddy foreshore. It was his soaked straw bed.
With a convulsive effort he pitched himself on it, and
in the darkness of the narrow place could be heard
growling angrily, like an irritated and savage animal
uneasy in its den:—*"Bit of breeze . . . smali thing . . .
can't stand up . .. old!” He slept at last. He breathed
heavily, high-booted, sou'wester on head, and his oilskin
clothes rustled, when with a deep sighing groan he
turned over. Men conversed about him in quiet con-

cerned whispers. “ This will break 'im up” ... “ Strong
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as a horse” ... “Aye. But he ain’t what he used to
be” ... In sad murmurs they gave him up. Yet at
midnight he turned out to duty as if nothing had been
the matter, and answered to his name with a mournful
“Here!” He brooded alone more than ever, in an im-
penetrable silence and with a saddened face. For many
years he had heard himself called “ Old Singleton,” and
had serenely accepted the agualification, taking it as a
tribute of respect due to a man who through half a
century had measured his strength against the favours
and the rages of the sea. He had never given a thought
to his mortal self. He lived unscathed, as though he
had been indestructible, surrendering to all the tempta-
tions, weathering many gales. He had panted in sun-
shine, shivered in the cold; suffered hunger, thirst, de-
bauch; passed through many trials—known all the
furies. Old! It seemed to him he was broken at last.
And like a man bound treacherously while he sleeps,
he woke up fettered by the long chain of disregarded
years. He had to take up at once the burden of all his
existence, and found it almost too heavy for his strength.
Old! He moved his arms, shook his head, felt his

limbs. Getting old . . . and then? He looked upon the
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immortal sea with the awakened and groping perception
of its heartless might; he saw it unchanged, black and
foaming under the eternal scrutiny of the stars; he heard
its impatient voice calling for him out of a pitiless
yastness fuli of unrest, of turmoil, and of terror. He
looked afar upon it, and he saw an immensity tor-
mented and blind, moaning and furious, that claimed
all the days of his tenacious life, and, when life was
over, would claim the worn-out body of its slave.

This was the last of the breeze. It veered quickly,
changed to a black south-easter, and blew itself out,
giving the ship a famous shove to the northward into
the joyous sunshine of the trade. Rapid and white she
ran homewards in a straight path, under a blue sky
and upon the plain of a blue sea. She carried Single-
ton’s completed wisdom, Donkin’s delicate suscep-
tibilities, and the conceited folly of us all. The hours
of ineffective turmoil were forgotten; the fear and
anguish of these dark moments were never mentioned
in the glowing peace of fine days. Yet from that time
our life seemed to start afresh as though we had died
and had been resuscitated. All the first part of the

voyage, the Indian Ocean on the other side of. the
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Cape, all that was lost in a liaze, like an ineradicable
suspicion of some previous existence. It had ended—
then there were blank hours: a livid blurr—and again
we lived! Singleton was possessed of sinister truth;
Mr. Greighton of a damaged leg; the cook of fame—
and shamefully abused the opportunities of his distinc-
tion. Donkin had an added grievance. He went about
repeating with insistence:—“’E said 'e would brain me
—did yer 'ear? They hare goin’ to murder hus now
for the least little thing.” We began at last to think it
was rather awful. And we were conceited! We boasted
of our pluck, of our capacity for work, of our energy.
We rerhembered honourable episodes: our devotion, our
indomitable perseverance— and were proud of them as
though they had been the outcome of our unaided
impulses. We remembered our danger, our toil—and
conveniently forgot our horrible scare. We clecried our
officers—who had done nothing— and listened to the
fascinating Donkin. His care for our rights, his dis-
interested concern for our dignity, were not dis-
couraged by the invariable ¢ontumely of our words, by
the disdain of our looks. Our contempt for him was

unbodnded— and we could not but listen with interest
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to that consummate artist. He told us we were good
men— a “blooming condemed lot of good men.” Who
thanked us? Who took any notice of our wrongs?
Didn't we lead a “dorg’s loife for two poun’ ten a
month?” Did we think that miserable pay enough to
compensate us for the risk to our lives and for the loss
of our clothes? “We've lost hevery rag!” he cried.
He made us forget that he, at any rate, had lost
nothing of his own. The younger men listened, think-
ing—this ’ere Donkin’s a long-headed chap, though
no kind of man, anyhow. The Scandinavians were
frightened at his audacities; Wamibo did not under-
stand; and the older seamen thoughtfully nodded their
heads making the thin gold earrings glitter in the
fleshy lobes of hairy ears. Severe, sunburnt faces were
propped meditatively on tattooed forearms. Yeined,
brown fists held in their knotted grip the dirty white
clay of smouldering pipes. They listened, impenetrable,
broad-backed, with bent shoulders, and in grim silence.
He talked with ardour, despised and irrefutable. His
picturesgue and filthy loguacity flowed like a troubled
stream from a poisoned source. His beady little eyes

danced, glancing right and left, ever on the watch for
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the approach of an officer. Sometimes Mr. Baker going
forward to take a look at the head sheets would roli
with his uncouth gait through the sudden stillness of
the men; or Mr. Creighton limped along, smooth-faced,
youthful, and more Stern than ever, piercing our short
silence with a keen glance of his elear eyes. Behind
his back Donkin would begin again darting stealthy,
sidelong looks.— “’Ere’s one of 'em. Some of yer 'as
made 'im fast that day. Much thanks yer got for hit.
Ain’t 'ee a-drivin yer wusse'n hever? . .. Let 'im slip
hoverboard. . . . Vy not? It would ’'ave been less
trouble. Vy not?” He advanced confidentially, backed
away with great effect; he whispered, he screamed,
waved his miserable arms no thicker than pipe-stems—
stretched his lean neck— Spluttered— sguinted. In the
pauses of his impassioned orations the wind sighed
guietly aloft, the calm sea unheeded murmured in a
warning whisper along the ship’s side. We abominated
the creature and could not deny the luminous truth of
his 'contentions. It was all so obvious. We were in-
dubitably good men; our deserts were great and our
pay smali. Through our exertions we had saved the

ship and the skipper would get the credit of it. What
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had he done? we wanted to know. Donkin asked:—
“What ’ee could do without hus?” and we could not
answer. We were oppressed by the injustice of the
world, surprised to perceive how long we had lived
under its burden without realising our unfortunate
State, annoyed by the uneasy suspicion of our un-
discerning stupidity. Donkin assured us it was all our
“good ’eartedness,” but we would not be consoled by
such shallow sophistry. We were men enough to
courageously admit to ourselves our intellectual short-
comings; though from that time we refrained from
kicking him, tweaking his nose, or from accidentally
knocking him about, which last, after we had weathered
the Cape, had been rather a popular amusement.
Davies ceased to talk at him provokingly about black
eyes and flattened noses. Charley, much subdued since
the gale, did not jeer at him. Knowles deferentially
and with a crafty air propounded auestions such as:—
“Could we all have the same grub as the mates?
Could we all stop ashore till we got it? What would
be the next thing to try for if we got that?” He
answered readily with contemptuous certitude; he

Strutted with assurance in clothes that were much too
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big for him as though he had tried to disguise him-
self. These were Jimmy’s clothes mostly—though he
would accept anything from anybody; but nobody,
except Jimmy, had anything to spare. His devotion
to Jimmy was unbounded. He was for ever dodging
in the little cabin, ministering to Jimmy’s wants,
humouring his whims, submitting to his exacting
peevishness, often laughing with him. Nothing could
keep him away from the pious work of visiting the
sick, especially when there was some heavy hauling
to be done on deck. Mr. Baker had on two occasions
jerked him out from there by the scruff of the neck to
our inexpressible scandal. Was a sick chap to be left
without attendance? Were we to be ill-used for attend-
ing a shipmate?— “What?” growled Mr. Baker, turning
menacingly at the mutter, and the whole half-circle
like one man stepped back a pace. *“ Set the topmast
stunsail. Away aloft, Donkin, Overhaul the gear,”
ordered the mate inflexibly. “Fetch the sail along;
bend the down-haul elear. Bear a hand.” Then, the
sail set, he would go slowly aft and stand looking at
the compass for a long time, careworn, pensive, and

breathing hard as if stifled by the taint of unaccount-
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able ill-will that pervaded the ship. “What's up
amongst them?” he thought. “Can't make out this
hanging back and growling. A good crowd, too, as
they go nowadays.” On deck the men exchanged
bitter words, suggested by a silly exasperation against
something unjust and irremediable that would not be
denied, and would whisper into their ears long after
Donkin had ceased speaking. Our’ little world went
on its curved and unswerving path carrying a discon-
tented and aspiring population. They found comfort
of a gloomy kind in an interminable and conscientious
analysis of their unappreciated worth; and inspired by
Donkin’'s hopeful doctrines they dreamed enthusias-
tically of the time when every lonely ship would travel
over a serene sea, manned by a wealthy and well-fed
crew of satisfied skippers.

It looked as if it would be a long passage. The
south-east trades, light and unsteady, were left behind;
and then, on the eguator and under a low grey sky,
the ship, in close heat, floated upon a smooth sea that
resembled a sheet of ground glass. Thunder sgualls
hung on the horizon, circled round the ship, far off

and growling angrily, like a troop of wild beasts afraid
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to charge home. The invisible sun, sweeping above
the upright masts, made on the clouds a blurred stain
of rayless light, and a similar patch of faded radiance
kept 'pace with it from east to west over the unglitter-
ing level of the waters. At night, through the im-
penetrable darkness of earth and heaven, broad sheets
of flame waved noiselessly; and for half a second the
becalmed craft stood out with its masts and rigging,
with every sail and every rope distinct and black in
the centre of a fiery outburst, like a charred ship en-
closed in a globe of fire. And, again, for long hours
she remained lost in a vast universe of night and
silence where gentle sighs wandering here and there
like forlorn souls, made the still sails flutter as in sud-
den fear, and the ripple of a beshrouded ocean whisper
its compassion afar—in a voice mournful, immense, and
faint. . . .

When the lamp was put out, and through the door
thrown wide open, Jimmy, turning on his pillow, could
see vanishing beyond the straight line of top-gallant
rait, the aguick, repeated visions of a fabulous world
made up of leaping fire and sleeping water. The light-

ning gleamed in his big sad eyes that seemed in a red
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flicker to bum themselves out in his black face, and
then he would lay blinded and invisible in the midst
of an intense darkness. He could hear on the aguiet
deck soft footfalls, the breathing of some man lounging
on the doorstep; the low creak of swaying masts; or
the calm voice of the watch-officer reverberating aloft,
hard and loud, amongst the unstirring sails. He lis-
tened with avidity, taking a rest in the attentive per-
ception of the slightest sound from the fatiguing wan-
deiings of his sleeplessness. He was cheered by the
rattling of blocks, reassured by the stir and murmur of
the watch, soothed by the slow yawn of some sleepy
and weary seaman settling himself deliberately for a
snooze on the planks. Life seemed an indestructible
thing. It went on in darkness, in sunshine, in sleep;
tireless, it hovered affectionately round the imposture
of his ready death. It was bright, like the twisted
flare of lightning, and more fuli of surprises than the
dark night. It made him safe, and the calm of its over-
powering darkness was as precious as its restless and
dangerous light.

But in the evening, in the dog-watches, and even

far into the first night-watch, a knot of men could
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always be seen congregated before Jimmy’s cabin. They
leaned on each side of the door, peacefully interested
and with crossed legs; they stood astride the doorstep
discoursing, or sat in silent couples on his sea-chest;
while against the bulwark along the spare topmast,
three or four in a row stared meditatively, with their
simple faces lit up by the projected glare of Jimmy’s
lamp. The little place, repainted white, had, in the
night, the brilliance of a silver shrine where a black
idol, reclining stiffly under a blanket, blinked its weary
eyes and received our homage. Donkin officiated. He
had the air of a demonstrator showing a phenomenon,
a manifestation bizarre, simple, and meritorious, that, to
the beholders, should be a profound and an everlast-
ing lesson. “Just look at 'im, 'ee knows wliat's what—
never fear!” he exclaimed now and then, flourishing a
hand hard and fleshless like the claw of a snipe.
Jimmy, on his back, smiled with reserve and without
moving a limb. He affected the languor of extreme
weakness, so as to make it manifest to us that our
delay in hauling him out from his horrible confinement,
and then that night spent on the poop among our

Selfish neglect of his needs, had “done for him.” He



THE NIGGER OF THE “ NARCISSUS” 101

rather liked to talk about it, and of course we were
always interested. He spoke spasmodically, in fast
rushes with long pauses between, as a tipsy man walks.
... " Cook had just given me a pannikin of hot coffee.
. . . Slapped it down there, on my chest— banged the
door to. ... | felt a heavy roli coming; tried to save
my coffee, burnt my fingers . .. and fell out of my
bunk. . .. She went over so guick. . . . Water came in
through the ventilator. ... | couldn’t move the door
.. .dark as a grave . . . tried to scramble up into the
upper berth. . . . Rats ... a rat bit my finger as | got
up. ... | could hear him swimming below me. . .. |
thought you would never come. ... | thought you
were all gone overboard . . . of course . . . Could
hear nothing but the wind. . . . Then you came
to look for the corpse, | suppose. A little more
and . ..
“Man! But ye made a rare lot of noise in here,”
observed Archie, thoughtfully.

“You chaps kicked up such a confounded row

above. . .. Enough to scare any one. ... | didn’t
know what you were up to. ... Bash in the blamed
planks ... my head. . . . Just what a silly, scary gang

The Nigger ofthe “ Narcissus” 11
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of fools would do. . .. Not much good to me anyhow.
... Just as well . .. drown. ... Pah”

He groaned, snapped his big white teeth, and
gazed with scorn. Belfast lifted a pair of dolorous
eyes, with a broken-hearted smile, clenched his fists
stealthily; blue-eyed Archie caressed his red whiskers
with a hesitating hand; the boatswain at the door
stared a moment, and brusguely went away with a loud
guffaw. Wamibo dreamed. . . . Donkin felt all over
his sterile chin for the few rare hairs, and said,
triumphantly, with a sidelong glance at Jimmy:— “Look
at 'im! Wish | was ’'arf has 'ealthy has 'e his—1 do.”
He jerked a short thumb over his shoulder towards
the after end of the ship. “That's the blooming way
to do 'em!” he yelped, with forced heartiness. Jimmy
said:— “Don’t be a dam’ fool,” in a pleasant voice.
Knowles, rubbing his shoulder against the doorpost,
remarked shrewdly:— “We can’t all go an’ be took sick
—it would be mutiny.”—*“Mutiny—gawn!” jeered
Donkin, “there’s no bloomin’ law against bein’ sick.” —
“There’'s six weeks' hard for refoosing dooty,” argued
Knowles, “1 mind | once seed in Cardiff the crew of

an overloaded ship— leastways she weren’t oyerloaded,
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only a fatherly old gentleman with a white beard and
an umbreller came along the quay and talked to the
hands. Said as how it was crool hard to be drownded
in winter just for the sake of a few pounds more for
the owner—he said. Nearly cried over them—he did;
and he had a sguare mainsail coat, and a gaff-topsail
hat too—all proper. So they chaps they said they
wouldn’'t go to be drownded in winter— depending upon
that ’ere Plimsoll man to see 'em through the court.
They thought to have a bloomin’ lark and two or three
days’ spree. And the beak giv’ 'em six weeks— coss
the ship warn’'t overloaded. Anyways they made it out
in court that she wasn't. There wasn’'t one overloaded
ship in Penarth Dock at all. 'Pears that old coon he
was only on pay and allowance from some kind people,
under orders to look for overloaded ships, and he
couldn’t see no further than the length of his umbreller.
Some of us in the boarding-house, where | live when
Pm looking for a ship in Cardiff, stood by to duck that
old weeping spunger in the dock. We kept a good
look out, too—but he topped his boom directly he
was outside the court. . . . Yes. They got six weeks’

hard. . .
]1*
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They listened, fuli of curiosity, nodding in the
pauses their rough pensive faces. Donkin opened his
mouth once or twice, but restrained himself. Jimmy lay
still with open eyes and not at all interested. A seaman
emitted the opinion that after a verdict of atrocious
partiality “the bloomin’ beaks go an’ drink at the
skipper's expense.” Others assented. It was elear, of
course. Donkin said:—"“Weil, six weeks hain't much
trouble. You sleep hall night in, reg’lar, in chokey. Do
it hon my ’ead.” “You are used to it ainch’ee,
Donkin?” asked somebody. Jimmy condescended to
laugh. It cheered up every one wonderfully. Knowles,
with surprising mental agility, shifted his ground. “li
we all went sick what would become of the ship? eh?”
He posed the problem and grinned all round.—*“Let
‘er go to ’ell,” sneered Donkin. “Damn ’‘er. She ain’t
yourn.”—“What? Just let her drift?” insisted Knowles
in a tone of unbelief.—"Aye! Drift, an’ be blowed,”
affirmed Donkin with fine recklessness. The other did
not see it— meditated.— “ The Stores would run out,” he
muttered, “and . .. never get anywhere . .. and what
about pay-day?” he added with greater assurance.—

“Jack likes a good pay-day,” exclaimed a listener on
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the doorstep. “ Aye, because then the girls put one arm
round his neck an’ t'other in his pocket, an’ cali him
ducky. Don’t they, Jack?”— “Jack, you're a terror with
the gals.”—*“He takes three pf 'em in tow to once, like
one of ’em Watkinses two-funnel tugs waddling away
with three schooners behind.”—*Jack, you're a lame
scamp.”— “Jack, tell us about that one with a blue eye
and a black eye. Do.”— “There’s plenty of girls with
one black eye along the Highway by . . .”—*“No, that's
a speshul one— come Jack.” Donkin looked severe and
disgusted; Jimmy very bored; a grey-haired sea-dog
shook his head slightly, smiling at the bowl of his pipe,
discreetly amused. Knowles turned about bewildered;
stammered first at one, then at another.—*“No! ... |
never! . . . can't talk sensible sense midst you. . . . Al-
ways on the kid.” He retired bashfully— muttering and
pleased. They laughed hooting in the crude light,
around Jimmy’s bed, where on a white pillow his hol-
lowed black face moved to and fro restlessly. A puff
of wind came, made the flame of the lamp leap, and
outside, high up, the sails fluttered, while near by the
btock of the foresheet struck a ringing blow on the iron

bulwark. A voice far off cried, “Heim up!” another,
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more faint, answered, “Hard-up, sir!” They became
silent—waited expectantly. The grey-haired seaman
knocked his pipe on the doorstep and stood up. The
ship leaned over gently and the sea seemed to wake
up, murmuring drowsily. “Here’s a little wind comin’,”
said some one very low. Jimmy turned over slowly to
face the breeze. The voice in the night cried loud and
commanding:— “Haul the spanker out” The group
before the door vanished out of the light. They could
be heard tramping aft while they repeated with varied
intonations:— “ Spanker out!” ... “Out spanker, sir!”
Donkin remained alone with Jimmy. There was a
silence. Jimmy opened and shut his lips several times
as if swallowing draughts of fresher air; Donkin moved
the toes of his bare feet and looked at them thought-
fully.

“Ain’t you going to give them a hand with the
sail?” asked Jimmy.

“No. Hif six ov 'em hain’t 'nough beef to set that
blamed, rotten spanker, they hain’t fit to live,” an-
swered Donkin in a bored, far-away voice, as though
he had been talking from the bottom of a hole. Jimmy

considered the conical, fowl-like profile with a gueer
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kind of interest; he was leaning out of his bunk with
the calculating, uncertain expression of a man who re-
flects how best to lay hotd of some strange creature
that looks as though it could sting or bite. But he said
only:—“The mate will miss you—and there will be
ructions.”

Donkin got up to go. “I will do for 'im hon
some dark night, see hif | don’t,” he said over his
shoulder.

Jimmy went on auickly:—*“You're like a poll-
parrot, like a screechin’ poll-parrot.” Donkin stopped
and cocked his head attentively on one side. His big
ears stood out, transparent and veined, resembling the
thin wings of a bat.

“Yuss?” he said, with his back towards Jimmy. -

“Yes! Chatter out all you know—like . . . like a
dirty white cockatoo.”

Donkin waited. He could hear the other’s breath-
ing, long. and slow; the breathing of a man with a
hundredweight or so on the breast-bone. Then he asked
calmly:—“What do | know?”

“What? . .. What | tell you . .. not much. What

do you want ... to talk about my health so ..
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“Hit’s a blooming himposyshun. A bloomin’, stink-
in’, first-class himposyshun— but hit don’t tyke me hin.
Not hit.”

Jimmy kept still. Donkin put his hands in his
pockets, and in one slouching stride came up to
the bunk.

“1 talk—what's the hodds. They hain’t men here

—sheep they hare. A driven lot of sheep. | 'old you
hup . . . Vy not? You're well hoff.”
“l am ... | don't say anytbing about that . .

“Well. Let 'em see hit. Let 'em larn what a man
can do. | ham a man, | know hall about yer. . ..”
Jimmy threw himself further away on the pillow; the
other stretched out his skinny neck, jerked his bird
face down at him as though pecking at the eyes. *“I
ham a man. I've seen the hinside of every chokey in
the Colonies rather’n give hup my rights. . ..

“You are a jail-prop,” said Jimmy weakly.

“I ham ... an’ proud of it too. You! You
‘aven’t the bloomin’ nerve— so you hinventyd this ’ere
dodge. ...” He paused; then with marked after-
thought accentuated slowly:—*“Yer ain't sick— hare

yer?”
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“No,” said Jimmy firmly. “Been out of sorts now
and again this year,” he mumbled with a sudden drop
in his voice.

Donkin closed one eye, amicable and confidential.
He whispered:— “Ye ’ave done hit afore— aven’tchee?”
Jimmy smiled—then as if unable to hotd back he let
himself go: “Last ship—yes. | was out of sorts on
the passage. See? It was easy. They paid me off in
Calcutta, and the skipper made no bones about it
either. ... | got my money all right. Laid up fifty-
eight days! The fools! O Lord! The fools! Paid
right off.” He laughed spasmodically. Donkin chummed
giggling. Then Jimmy coughed violently. “lI am as
well as ever,” he said, as soon as he could draw
breath.

Donkin made a derisive gesture. “In course,” he
said profoundly, “hany one can see that.”—*“They
don’t,” said Jimmy, gasping like a fish.—*“ They would
swallow any yarn,” affirmed Donkin.—“Don’t you let
on too much,” admonished Jimmy in an exhausted
veice.— “ Your little gyme? Eh?” commented Donkin
jovially. Then with sudden disgust: “Yer hall for yer-

”

self, slong has ye're right. . . .
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So charged with egoism James Wait pulled the
blanket up to his chin and lay still for awhile. His
heavy lips protruded in an everlasting black pout.
“Why are you so hot on making trouble?” he asked
without much interest.

“’Cos hit's a bloomin’ shayme. We hare put hon

. . . bad food, bad pay ... | want hus to kick up a
bloomin’ row; a blamed 'owling row that would make
‘'em remember! Knocking people habout . .. brain
hus . . . hindeed! Ain't we men?” His altruistic in-
dignation blazed. Then he said calmly:—*“I've been
a-hairing ov yer clothes.”—*“All right,” said Jimmy
languidly, “bring them in."— “ Giv’' us the key of your

chest, HI put ’em away for yer,” said Donkin with
friendly eagerness.— “Bring ’'em in, | will put them
away myself,” answered James Wait with severity.
Donkin looked down, muttering. . . . “What d’you
say? What d'you say?” inguired Wait anxiously.—
“Nothink. The night's dry? let 'em 'ang out till the
morning,” said Donkin, in a strangely trembling voice,
as though restraining laughter or rage. Jimmy seemed
satisfied.— “ Give me a little water for the night in my

mug—there,” he said. Donkin took a stride over the
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doorstep.— “ Git it yerself,” he replied in a surly tone.
“You can do it, hunless you liare sick.”— “Of course |
can do it,” said Wait, “only . . —*“Well, then, do it,”

said Donkin viciously, “if yer can look hafter yer
clothes, yer can look hafter yerself.” He went on deck
without a look back.

Jimmy reached out for the mug. Not a drop. He
put it back gently with a faint sigh—and closed his
eyes. He thought:—That lunatic Belfast will bring me
some water if | ask. Fool, | am very thirsty. . . . It
was very hot in the cabin, and it seemed to tum slowly
round, detach itself from the ship, and swing out
smoothly into a luminous, arid space where a black
sun shone, spinning very fast. A place without any
water! No water! A policeman with the face of Donkin
drank a glass of beer by the side of an empty well,
and flew away flapping vigorously. A ship whose mast-
heads protruded through the sky and could not be
seen, was discharging grain, and the wind whirled the
dry husks in spirals along the quay of a dock with no
water in it. He whirled along with the husks-—very
tired and light. All his inside was gone. He felt

lighter than the husks—and more dry. He expanded
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his hollow chest. The air streamed in carrying away
in its rush a lot of strange things that resembled
houses, trees, people, lamp-posts. ... No more! There
was no more air—and he had not finished drawing his
long breath. But he was in gaoll They were locking
him up. A door slammed. They turned the key
twice, flung a bucket of water over him— Phoo!
What for?

He opened his eyes, thinking the fali had been
very heavy for an empty man— empty—empty. He
was in his cabin. Ah! All right! His face was stream-
ing with perspiration, his arms heavier than lead. He
saw the cook standing in the doorway, a brass key in
one hand and a bright tin hook-pot in the other.

“l bhave been locking up for the night,” said the
cook, beaming benevolently. “Eight-bells just gone. |
brought you a pot of cold tea for your night's drinking,
Jimmy. | sweetened it with some white cabin sugar,
too. Weil—it won't break the ship.”

He came in, hung the pot on the edge of the bunk,
asked perfunctorily, “How goes it?” and sat down on
the box.—“H'm,” grunted Wait inhospitably. The

cook wiped his face with a dirty :cotton rag, which,
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afterwards, he tied round his neck.— “That's how them
firemen do in steamboats,” he said serenely, and much
pleased with himself. “My work is as heavy as theirs
— I'm thinking— and longerhours. Did you ever see
them down the stokehold? Like fiends they look—
firing— firing— firing— down there.”

He pointed his forefinger at the deck. Some gloomy
thought darkened his shining face, fleeting, like the
shadow of a travelling cloud over thelight of a peace-
ful sea. The relieved watch tramped noisily forward,
passing in a body across the sheen of the doorway.
Some one cried, “ Good night!” Belfast stopped for a
moment and looked in at Jimmy, quivering and speech-
less as if with repressed emotion. He gave the cook a
glance charged with dismal foreboding, and vanished.
The cook cleared his throat. Jimmy stared upwards
and kept as still as a man in hiding.

The night was elear, with a gentle breeze. The ship
heeled over a little, slipping guietly over a sombre sea
towards the inaccessible and festal splendour of a black
horizon pierced by points of flickering fire. Above the
mastheads the resplendent curve of the Milky Way

spanned the sky like a triumphal arch of eternal light,
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thrown over the dark pathway of the earth. On the
forecastle head a man whistled with loud precision a
lively jig, while another could be heard faintly, shuffling
and stamping in time. There came from forward a
confused murmur of voices, laughter— snatches of song.
The cook shook his head, glanced obliguely at Jimmy,

and began to mutter. “Aye. Dance and sing. That's

all they think of. | am surprised the Providence don't
get tired. . . . They forget the day that's sure to come
.. .butyou. ...

Jimmy drank a gulp of tea, hurriedly, as though
he had stolen it, and shrank under his blanket, edging
away towards the bulkhead. The cook got up, closed
the door, then sat down again and said distinctly:—

“Whenever | poke my galley fire | think of you
chaps— swearing, stealing, lying, and worse— as if there
was no such thing as another world. . . . Not bad fel-
lows, either, in a way,” he conceded slowly; then, after
a pause of regretful musing, he went on in a resigned
tone:— “Well, well. They will have a hot time of it.
Hot! Did | say? The furnaces of one of them White
Star boats ain’'t nothing to it.”

He kept very auiet for a while. There was a great
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stir in his brain; an addled vision of bright outlines;
an exciting row of rousing songs and groans of pain.
He suffered, enjoyed, admired, approved. He was de-
lighted, frightened, exalted—Ilike on that evening (the
only time in his life— twenty-seven years ago; he loved
to recall the number of years) when as a young man
he had—through keeping bad company—become in-
toxicated in an East-end music-hall. A tide of sudden
feeling swept him clean out of his body. He soared.
He contemplated the secret of the hereafter. It com-
mended itself to him. It was excellent; he loved it,
himself, all hands, and Jimmy. His heart overflowed
with tenderness, with comprehension, with the desire to
meddle, with anxiety for the soul of that black man,
with the pride of possessed eternity, with the feeling of
might. Snatch him up in his arms and pitch him right
into the middle of salvation ... the black soul—
blacker— body — rot— Devil. No! Talk— strength—
Samson. . . . There was a great din as of cymbals in
his ears; he flashed through an ecstatic jumble of shin-
ing faces, lilies, prayer-books, unearthly joy, white shirts,
gold harps, black coats, wings. He saw flowing gar-

ments, clean shaved faces, a sea of light—a lake of
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pitch. There were sweet scents, a smell of sulphur—
red tongues of flame licking a white mist. An awesome
voice thundered! . . . It lasted three seconds.

“Jimmy!” he cried in an inspired tone. Then he
hesitated. A spark of human pity glimmered yet
through the infernal fog of his supreme conceit.

“What?” said James Wait, unwillingly. There was
a silence. He turned his head just the least bit, and
stole a cautious glance. The cook’s lips moved in-
audibly; his face was rapt, his eyes turned up. He
seemed to be mentally imploring deck beams, the brass
hook of the lamp, two cockroaches.

“Look here,” said Wait, “1 want to go to sleep. |
think | could.”

“This is no time for sleep!” exclaimed the cook,
very loud. He had prayerfully divested himself of the
last vestige of his humanity. He was a voice— a flesh-
less and sublime thing, as on that memorable night—
the night when he went over the sea to make coffee for
perishing sinners. “This is no time for sleeping,” he
repeated with exaltation. “| can’t sleep.”

“Don’t care damn,” said Wait, with factitious

energy. “l can. Go an’ turn in.”
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“Swear ., . in the very jaws! ... In the very jaws!
Don’t you see the fire ... don't you feel it? Blind,
chockfull of sinl | can see it for you. | can't bear it.

| hear the cali to save you. Night,and day. Jimmy
let me save you!” The words of entreaty and menace
broke out of him in a roaring torrent. The cockroaches

ran away. Jimmy perspired, wriggling stealthily under

his blanket. The cook yelled. . . . “Your days are
numbered! . . "—"“Get out of this,” boomed Wait,
courageously.— “Pray with me! . . ."—*“1 won!t! ..

The little cabin was as hot as an oven. It contained
an immensity of fear and pain; an atmosphere of shrieks
and moans; prayers vociferated like blasphemies and
whispered curses. Outside, the men called by Charley,
who informed them in tones of delight that there was a
row going on in Jimmy’s place, pushed before the closed
door, too startled to open it. All hands were there.
The watch below had jumped out on deck in their
shirts, as after a collision. Men running up, asked:—

“What is it?” Others said:—*“Listen!” The muffled

screaming went on:— “ On your knees! On your knees!”
—“Shut up!”"— “Never! You are delivered into my
hands. . . . Your life has been saved. . . . Purpose. . .,

The Nigger ofthe “Narcissus” 12



i78 THE NIGGER OF THE *“ NARCISSUS”

Mercy. . .. Repent.”—“You are a crazy fool!
—“Account of you ... you ... Never sleep in this
world, if I .. —“Leave off.”—“No! . .. stokehold
. only think! . . .” Then an impassioned screeching
babble, where words pattered like hail.—“No!” shouted
Jim.—“Yes. You are! ... No help. ... Everybody
says so.”—"“You lie!”—"1 see you dying this minnyt
. . before my eyes ... as good as dead now.”—

“Help!” shouted Jimmy, piercingly.—“Not in this
valley. . . . look upwards,” howled the other—"Go
away! Murder! Help!” clamoured Jimmy. His voice
broke. There were moanings, low mutters, a few
sobs.

“What's the matter now?” said a seldom-heard voice.
—“Fali back, men! Fali back, there!” repeated Mr.
Creighton sternly, pushing through.— “ Here’s the old
man,” whispered some.—“The cook’s in there, sir,”
exclaimed several, backing away. The door clattered
open; a broad stream of light darted out on wondering
faces; a warm whiff of vitiated air passed. The two
mates towered head and shoulders above the spare,
grey-headed man who stood revealed between them,

in shabby clothes, stiff and angular, like a smali carved
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figure, and with a thin, composed face. The cook got
up from his knees. Jimmy sat high in the bunk, clasp-
ing his drawn-up legs. The tassel of the blue nightcap
almost imperceptibly trembled over his knees. They
gazed astonished at his long, curved back, while the
white corner of one eye gleamed blindly at them. He
was afraid to turn his head, he shrank within him-
self; and there was an aspect astounding and animal-
like in the perfection of his expectant immobility. A
thing of instinct—the unthinking stillness of a scared
brute.

“What are you doing here?” asked Mr. Baker,

sharply,—“My duty,” said the cook, with ardour.—

“Your . .. what?” began the mate. Captain Allistoun
touched his arm lightly.— “1 know his caper,” he said,
in a low voice. “Come out of that, Podmore,” he

ordered, aloud.

The cook wrung his hands, shook his fists above
his head, and his arms dropped as if too heavy. For
a moment he stood distracted and speechless.— “ Never,”
he stammered, “I ... he ... l.”—*“What— do— you
say?” pronounced Captain Allistoun. “Come out at

once—or .. —*“l am going,” said the cook, with a
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hasty and sombre resignation. He strode over the
doorstep firmly— hesitated— made a few steps. They
looked at him in silence.—*“1 make you responsible!”
he cried desperately, turning half round. “That man
is dying. | make you .. —*“You there yet?” called
the master in a threatening tone.—“No, sir,” he ex-
claimed hurriedly in a startled voice. The boatswain
led him away by the arm; some one laughed; Jimmy
lifted his head for a stealthy glance, and in one un-
expected leap sprang out of his bunk; Mr. Baker made
a clever catch and felt him very limp in his arms; the
group at the door grunted with surprise.—“He lies,”
gasped Wait, “he talked about black devils—he is a
devil—a white devi—I am all right.” He stiffened
himself, and Mr. Baker, experimentally, let him go.
He staggered a pace or two; Captain Allistoun watched
him with a quiet and penetrating gaze; Belfast ran to
his support. He did not appear to be aware of any
one near him; he stood silent for a moment, battling
single-handed with a legion of nameless terrors, amidst
the eager looks of excited men who watched him far
off, utterly alone in the impenetrable solitude of his

fear. Heavy breathings stirred the darkness. The sea
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gurgled through the scuppers as the ship heeled over
to a short puff of wind.

“Keep him away from me,” said James Wait at
last in his fine baritone voice, and leaning with all his
weight on Belfasfs neck. “I've been better this last
week. ... | am well ... | was going back to duty . . .
to-morrow— now if you like— Captain.” Belfast hitched
his shoulders to keep him upright.

“No,” said the master, looking at him fixedly.

Under Jimmy’s armpit Belfast's red face moved
uneasily. A row of eyes gleaming stared on the edge
of light. They pushed one another with elbows, turned
their heads, whispered. Wait let his chin fali on his
breast and, with lowered eyelids, looked round in a sus-
picious manner.

“Why not?” cried a voice from the shadows, “the
man’s all right, sir.”

“I am all right,” said Wait with eagerness. “Been
sick . . . better . . . turn-to now.” He sighed.—“Howly
Mother!” exclaimed Belfast with a heave of the
shoulders, “stand up, Jimmy.”— “Keep away from me
then,” said Wait, giving Belfast a petulant push, and

reeling fetched against the door-post. His cheek-bones
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glistened as though they had been varnished. He
snatched off his night-cap, wiped his perspiring face
with it, flung it on the deck. “l am coming out,” he
said without stirring.

“No. You don't,” said the master curtly. Bare
feet shuffled, disapproving voices murmured all round;
he went on as if he had not heard:—*“You have been
skulking nearly all the passage and now you want to
come out. You think you are near enough to the pay-
table now. Smell the shore, hey?”

“lI've been sick ... now—better,” mumbled Wait
glaring in the light.—“You have been shamming sick,”
retorted Captain Allistoun with severity; “Why . . .” he
hesitated for less than half a second. “Why, anybody
can see that. There’s nothing the matter with you,
but you choose to lie-up to please yourself—and now
you shall lie-up to please me. Mr. Baker, my orders
are that this man is not to be allowed on deck to the
end of the passage.”

There were exclamations of surprise, triumph, in-
dignation. The dark group of men swung across the
light. “What for?” “Told you so . . .” “Bloomin’

shame . . “We've got to say something habout
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that,” screeched Donkin from the rear.— “ Never mind,
Jim—we will see you righted,” cried several together.
An elderly seaman stepped to the front. “D’'ye mean
to say, sir,” he asked ominously, “that a sick chap ain’t
allowed to get well in this 'ere hooker?” Behind him
Donkin whispered excitedly amongst a staring crowd
where no one spared him a glance, but Captain Allistoun
shook a forefinger at the angry bronzed face of the
speaker.— “ You—you hotd your tongue,” he said warn-
ingly.— “This isn't the way,” clamoured two or three
younger men.— “Hare we bloomin’ masheens?” inguired
Donkin in a piercing tone, and dived under the elbows
of the front rank.—“ Soon show ’'im we ain’'t boys . . .”
—*“The man’s a man if he is black.”—*"We ain’'t goin’
to work this bloomin’ ship shorthanded if Snowball’s all

”

right . . ."—“He says he is.”—*“ Well then, strike, boys,
strike!”— “ That's the bloomin’ ticket.” Captain Allistoun
said sharply to the second mate: “Keep aguiet, Mr.
Creighton,” and stood composed in the tumult, listening
with profound attention to mixed growls and screeches,
to every exclamation and every curse of the sudden
outbreak. Somebody slammed the cabin door to with a

kick; the darkness fuli of menacing mutters leaped with
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a short clatter over the streak of light, and the men
became gesticulating shadows that growled, hissed,
laughed excitedly. Mr. Baker whispered:— “ Get away
from them, sir.” The big shape of Mr. Creighton
hovered silently about the slight figure of the master.—
“We have been hymposed upon all this voyage,” said a
gruff voice, “but this ’ere fancy takes the cake.”—
“That man is a shipmate.”—“ Are we bloomin’ kids?”
— “The port watch will refuse duty.” Charley carried
away by his feelings whistled shrilly, then yelped:—
“Giv'us our Jimmy!” This seemed to cause a variation
in the disturbance. There wasa fresh burst of sguab-

bling uproar. A lot of guarrels were set going at once.

—“Yes.”— “No.”—“ Never been sick.”—*"“ Go for them
to once.”—*“ Shut yer mouth, youngster—this is men’s
work.”—*“Is it?” muttered Captain Allistoun bitterly.

Mr. Baker grunted: “Ough! They're gone silly. They've
been simmering for the last month.”—*“1 did notice,”
said the master.—“They have started a row amongst
themselves now,” said Mr. Creighton with disdain, “better
get aft, sir. We will soothe them.” —*“Keep your temper,
Creighton,” said the master. And the three men began

to move slowly towards the cabin door.
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In the shadows of the fore rigging a dark mass
stamped, eddied, advanced, retreated. There were words
of reproach, encouragement, unbelief, execration. The
elder seamen, bewildered and angry, growled their
determination to go through with something or other;
but the younger school of advanced thought exposed
their and Jimmy’s wrongs with confused shouts, arguing
amongst themselves. They clustered round that mori-
bund carcass, the fit emblem of their aspirations, and
encouraging one another they swayed, they tramped on
one spot, shouting that they would not be “put upon.”
Inside the cabin, Belfast, helping Jimmy into his bunk,
twitched all over in his desire not to miss all the row,
and with difficulty restrained the tears of his facile
emotion. James Wait, fiat on his back under the blanket,

gasped complaints.—“ We will back you up, never fear,”

assured Belfast, busy about his feet.—"1'U come out to-
morrow morning——take my chance you fellows
must " mumbled Wait, “1 come out to-morrow-------

skipper or no skipper.” He lifted one arm with great
difficulty, passed the hand over his face; “Don’t you let
that cook . . he breathed out.—*“No, no,” said Bel-

fast, turning his back on:the bunk, “I will put a head
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on him if he comes near you.”—“ | will smash his mug!”
exclaimed faintly Wait, enraged and weak; “I don’t
want to kill a man, but. . ..” He panted fast like a

dog after a run in sunshine. Some one just outside the
door shouted, “He’s as fit as any ov us!” Belfast put
his hand on the door-handle.—*“Here!” called James
Wait hurriedly and in such a elear voice that the other
spun round with a start. James Wait, stretched out
black and deathlike in the dazzling light, turned his
head on the pillow. His eyes stared at Belfast, appeal-
ing and impudent. “l am rather weak from lying-up
so long,” he said distinctly. Belfast nodded. *“ Getting
guite well now,” insisted Wait.—"“Yes. | noticed you
getting better this . . . last month,” said Belfast look-
ing down. “Hallo! Whaffs this?” he shouted and
ran out.

He was flattened directly against the side of the
house by two men who lurched against him. A lot of
disputes seemed to be going on all round. He got
elear and saw three indistinct figures standing alone in
the fainter darkness under the arched foot of the main-
sail, that rose above their heads like a convex wali of

a high edifice. Donkin hissed:— “ Go for them ... it's
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dark!” The crowd took a short run aft in a body—
then there was a check. Donkin, agile and thin, flitted
past with his right arm going like a windmill—and then
stood still suddenly with his arm pointing rigidly above
his head. The hurtling flight of some smali heavy
object was heard; it passed between the heads of the
two mates, bounded heavily along the deck, struck the
after hatch with a ponderous and deadened blow. The
bulky shape of Mr. Baker grew distinct. “ Come to your
senses, men!” he cried, advancing at the arrested crowd.
“Come back, Mr. Baker!” called the master's guiet
voice. He obeyed unwillingly. There was a minute of
silence, then a deafening hubbub arose. Above it Archie
was heard energetically:— “If ye do oot ageen | wull
tell! There were shouts. “Don’t!” “Drop it!"—“We
ain’t that kind!” The black cluster of human forms
reeled against the bulwark, back again towards the
house. Shadowy figures could be seen tottering, falling,
leaping up. Ringbolts rang under stumbling feet.—
“Drop it!” “Let me!”—*“No!”—*" Curse you . .. hah!”
Then sounds as of some one’s face being slapped; a
piece of iron fell on the deck; a short scuffle, and

some one’s shadowy body scuttled rapidly across the
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main hatch before the shadow of a kick. A raging voice
sobbed out a torrent of filthy language . . .— “Throwing
things—good God!” grunted Mr. Baker in dismay.—
“That was meant for me,” said the master guietly; “I
felt the wind of that thing; what was it—an iron belay-
ing-pin?”—*“ By Jove!” muttered Mr. Creighton. The
confused voices of men talking amidships mingled
with the wash of the sea, ascended between the
silent and distended sails— seemed to flow away
into the night, further than the horizon, higher
than the sky. The stars burned steadily over the in-
clined mastheads. Trails of Jight lay on the water,
broke before the advancing hull, and, after she had
passed, trembled for a long time as if in awe of the
murmuring sea.

Meantime the helmsman, anxious to know what the
row was about, had let go the wheel, and, bent double,
ran with long stealthy footsteps to the break of the
poop. The Narcissus, left to herself, came up gently to
the wind without any one being aware of it. She gave
a slight roli, and the sleeping sails woke suddenly,
coming all together with a mighty flap against the

masts, then filled again one after another in a quick
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succession of loud reports that ran down the lofty spars,
till the collapsed mainsail flew out last with a violent
jerk. The ship trembled from trucks to keel; the sails
kept on rattling like a discharge of musketry; the chain
sheets and loose shackles jingled aloft in a tliin peal;
the gin blocks groaned. It was as if an invisible hand
had given the ship an angry shake to recall the men
that peopled her decks to the sense of reality, vigilance,
and duty.—“Heim up!” cried the master sharply.
“Run aft, Mr. Creighton, and see what that fool there
is up to.”— “Flatten in the head sheets. Stand by the
weather fore-braces,” growled Mr. Baker. Startled men
ran swiftly repeating the orders. The watch below,
abandoned all at once by the watch on deck, drifted
towards the forecastle in twos and threes, arguing
noisily as they went.—*“ We shall see to-morrow!” cried
a loud voice, as if to cover with a menacing hint an
inglorious retreat. And then only orders were heard,
the falling of heavy coils of rope, the rattling of blocks.
Singleton’s white head flitted here and there in the
night, high above the deck, like the ghost of a bird.—
“ Going off, sir!” shouted Mr. Creighton from aft.— “ Fuli

again.”—*“ All right . . .”—*“Ease off the head sheets.
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That will do the braces. Coil the ropes,” grunted Mr.
Baker, bustling about.

Gradually the tramping noises, the confused sound
of voices, died out, and the officers, coming together on
the poop, discussed the events. Mr. Baker was be-
wildered and grunted; Mr. Creighton was calmly furi-
ous; but Captain Allistoun was composed and thought-
ful. He listened to Mr. Baker's growling argumentation,
to Creighton’s interjected and severe remarks, while
looking down on the deck he weighed in his hand the
iron belaying-pin—that a moment ago had just missed
his head—as if it had been the only tangible fact of
the whole transaction. He was one of those commanders
who speak little, seem to hear nothing, look at no one
—and know everything, hear every whisper, see every
fleeting shadow of their ship’s life. His two big officers
towered above his lean, short figure; they talked over
his head; they were dismayed, surprised, and angry,
while between them the little quiet man seemed to
have found his taciturn serenity in the profound depths
of a larger experience. Lights were burning in the
forecastle; now and then a loud gust of babbling

chatter came from forward, swept over the decks, and
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became faint, as if the unconscious ship, gliding gently
through the great peace of the sea, had left behind
and for ever the foolish noise of turbulent mankind.
But it was renewed again and again. Gesticulating
arms, profiles of heads with open mouths appeared for
a moment in the illuminated sauares of doorways;
black fists darted—withdrew . . . “Yes. It was most

damnable to have such an unprovoked row sprung on

one,” assented the master. ... A tumult of yells rose
in the light, abruptly ceased. . . . He didn’t think there
would be any further trouble just then. ... A beli was

struck aft, another, forward, answered in a deeper tone,
and the clamour of ringing metal spread round the
ship in a circle of wide vibrations that ebbed away
into the immeasurable night of an empty sea

Didn’t he know them! Didn’t he! In past years. Better
men, too. Real men to stand by one in a tight place.
Worse than devils too sometimes— downright, horned
devils. Pah! This—nothing. A miss as good as a
mile. . . . The wheel was being relieved in the usual
way.— “ Fuli and by,” said, very loud, the man going
off—“Fuli and by,” repeated the other, catching hotd

of the spokes.—*“ This head wind is my trouble,” ex-
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claimed the master, stamping his foot in sudden ang er
“head wind! all the rest is nothing.” He was calm
again in a moment. “Keep them on the move to-night,
gentlemen; just to let them feel we've got hotd all the
time— guietly, you know. Mind you keep your hands
off' them, Creighton. To-morrow | will talk to them like
a Dutch Uncle. A crazy crowd of tinkers! Yes, tinkers!
| could count the real sailors amongst them on the fingers
of one hand. Nothing will do but a row— if—you—
please.” He paused. “Did you think | had gone
wrong there, Mr. Baker?” He tapped his forehead,
laughed short. “When | saw him standing there, three
parts dead and so scared—black amongst that gaping
lot—no grit to face what's coming to us all—the notion
came to me all at once, before | could think. Sorry
for him—Ilike you would be for a sick brute. If ever
creature was in a mortal funk to die! ... | thought I
would let him go out in his own way. Kind of impulse.
It never came into my head, those fools. . . . H'm!
Stand to it now— of course.” He stuck the belaying-
pin in his pocket, seemed ashamed of himself, then
sharply:— “ If you see Podmore at his tricks again tell

him | will have him put under the pump. Had to do
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it once before. The fellow breaks out like that now
and then. Good cook tho.” He walked away guickly,
came back to the companion. The two mates followed
him through the starlight with amazed eyes. He went
down three steps, and changing his tone, spoke with
his head near the deck:—*“I| shan’t turn in to-night, in
case of anything; just cali out if. .. Did you see the eyes
of that sick nigger, Mr. Baker? | fancied he begged me
for something. What? Past all help. One lone black
beggar amongst the lot of us, and he seemed to look
through me into the very heli. Fancy, this wretched
Podmore! Well, let him die in peace. | am master
here after all. Say what | like. Let him be. He might
have been half a man once ... Keep a good look-out.”
He disappeared down below, leaving his mates facing
one another, and more impressed than if they had seen
a stone image shed a miraculous tear of compassion
over the incertitudes of life and death. . . .

In the blue mist spreading from twisted threads
that stood upright in the bowls of pipes, the forecastle
appeared as vast as a hall. Between the beams a
heavy cloud stagnated; and the lamps surrounded by

halos burned each at the core of a purple glow in two
The Nigger ofthe “Narcissus" 13
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lifeless flames without rays. Wreaths drifted in denser
wisps. Men sprawled about on the deck, sat in negli-
gent poses, or, bending a knee, drooped with one
shoulder against a bulkhead. Lips moved, eyes flashed,
waving arms made sudden eddies in the smoke. The
murmur of voices seemed to pile itself higher and
higher as if unable to run out guick enough through
the narrow doors. The watch below in their shirts,
and striding on long white legs, resembled raving
somnambulists; while now and then one of the watch
on deck would rush in, looking strangely over-dressed,
listen a moment, fling a rapid sentence into the noise
and run out again; but a few remained near the door,
fascinated, and with one ear turned to the deck.—
“ Stick together, boys,” roared Davies. Belfast tried to
make himself heard. Knowles grinned in a slow,
dazed way. A short fellow with a thick clipped beard
kept on yelling periodically:— “Who's afeard? Who's
afeard?” Another one jumped up, excited, with blaz-
ing eyes, sent out a string of unattached curses and
sat down guietly. Two men discussed familiarly, strik-
ing one another’'s breast in turn, to clinch arguments.

Three others, with their heads in a bunch, spoke all
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together with a confidential air, and at the top of their
voices. It was a stormy chaos of speech where intelli-

gible fragments tossing, struck the ear. One could

hear-—“In the last ship”—“Who cares? Try it on
any one of us if “Knock under"—*“Not a
hand’s turn”—“He says he is all right"—*“1 always
thought”—“Never mind. . ..” Donkin, crouching all

m a heap against the bowsprit, hunched his shoulder-
blades as high as his ears, and hanging a peaked
nose, resembled a sick vulture with ruffled plumes.
Belfast, straddling his legs, had a face red with yelling,
and with arms thrown up, figured a Maltese cross.
The two Scandinavians, in a corner had the dumb-
founded and distracted aspect of men gazing at a
cataclysm. And, beyond the light, Singleton stood in
the smoke, monumental, indistinct, with his head touch-
ing the beam; like a statue of heroic size in the gloom
of a crypt.

He stepped forward, impassive and big. The noise
subsided like a broken wave: but Belfast cried once
more with uplifted arms:—“The man is dying | tell
ye!” then sat down suddenly on the hatch and took

his head between his hands. All looked at Singleton,
13%
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gazing upwards from the deck, staring out of dark
corners, or turning their heads with curious glances.
They were expectant and appeased as if that old man,
who looked at no one, had possessed the secret of
their uneasy indignations and desires, a sharper vision,
a clearer knowledge. And indeed standing there
amongst them, he had the uninterested appearance of
one who had seen multitudes of ships, had listened
many times to voices such as theirs, had already seen
all that could happen on the wide seas. They heard
his voice rumbie in his broad chest as though the
words had been rolling towards them out of a rugged
past. “What do you want to do?” he asked. No one
answered. Only Knowles muttered—*“ Aye, aye,” and
somebody said low:—*“It's a bloomin’ shame.” He
waited, made a contemptuous gesture.—“| have seen
rows aboard ship before some of you were bom,” he
said slowly, “for something or nothing; but never for
such a thing.”—“The man is dying, | tell ye,” repeated
Belfast woefully, sitting at Singleton’s feet.—“And a
black fellow, too,” went on the old seaman, “| have
seen them die like flies.” He stopped, thoughtful, as if

trying to recollect gruesome things, details of horrors,
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hecatombs of niggers. They looked at him fascinated.
He was old enough to remember slavers, bloody
mutinies, pirates perhaps; who could tell through what
violences and terrors he had lived! What would he
say? He said:—*“You can’'t help him; die he must.”
He made another pause. His moustache and beard
stired. He chewed words, mumbled behind tangled
white hairs; incomprehensible and exciting, like an
oracie behind a veil. . . .— “ Stop ashore sick.-------

Instead bringing all this head wind. Afraid. The

sea will have her own. Die in sight of land. Always
so. They know it long passage more days,
niore dollars. You keep quiet—mWhat do you

want? Can’t help him.” He seemed to wake up from
a dream. “You can't help yourselves,” he said
austerely, “skipper’'s no fool. He has something in his
mind. Look out—I say! | know ’'em!” With eyes
fixed in front he turned his head from right to left,
from left to right, as if inspecting a long row of astute
skippers.— “He said 'e would brain me!” cried Donkin
in a heartrending tone. Singleton peered downwards
with puzzled attention, as though he couldn’t find him.

—“Damn you!” he said yaguely, giving it up. He
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radiated unspeakable wisdom, hard unconcern, the
chilling air of resignation. Round him all the listeners
felt themselves somehow completely enlightened by their
disappointment, and, mute, they lolled about with the
careless ease of men who can discern perfectly the
irremediable aspect of their existence. He, profound
and unconscious, waved his arm once, and strode out
on deck without another word.

Belfast was lost in a round-eyed meditation. One
or two vaulted heavily into upper berths, and, once
there, sighed; others dived head first inside lower
bunks— swift, and turning round instantly upon them-
selves, like animals going into lairs. The grating of a
knife scraping burnt clay was heard. Knowles grinned
no more. Davies said, in a tone of ardent conviction:
— “Then our skipper's looney.” Archie muttered:—
“My faith! we haven't heard the last of it yet!” Four
bells were struck.—*“ Half our watch below is gone!”
cried Knowles in alarm, then reflected. “Well, two
hours’ sleep is something towards a rest,” he observed
consolingly. Some already pretended to slumber; and
Charley, sound asleep, suddenly said a few slurred

words in an arbitrary, blank voice.— “This blamed boy
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has worrums!” commented Knowles from under a
blanket, and in a learned manner. Belfast got up and
approached Archie’s berth.—“We pulled him out,” he
whispered sadly.— “What?” said the other, with sleepy
discontent.—“And now we will have to chuck him
overboard,” went on Belfast, whose lower lip trembled.
— “Chuck what?” asked Archie.— “Poor Jimmy,”
breathed out Belfast.— “He be blowed!” said Archie
with untruthful brutality, and sat up in his bunk, “It's

all through him. If it hadn’'t been for me, there would

have been murder on board this ship!”"—“'Tain’t his
fault, is it?” argued Belfast, in a murmur; “l've put
him to bed . .. an’ he ain’t no heavier than an empty

beef-cask,” he added, with tears in his eyes. Archie
looked at him steadily, then turned his nose to the
ship’s side with determination. Belfast wandered about
as though he had lost his way in the dim forecastle,
and nearly fell over Donkin. He contemplated him
from on high for awhile. “Ain’t ye going to tum in?”
he asked. Donkin looked up hopelessly.— “That black-
‘earted Scotch son of a thief kicked me!” he whispered
from the floor, in a tone of utter desolation.—“And a

good job, too!” said Belfast, still very depressed; “you
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were as near hanging as damn-it to-night, sonny. Don’t
you play any of your murthering games around my
Jimmy! You haven't pulled him out. You just mind!
'Cos if | start to kick you”—he brightened up a bit—
“if | start to kick you, it will be Yankee fashion—to
break something!” He tapped lightly with his knuckles
the top of the bowed head. “You moind, me bhoy!”
he concluded, cheerily. Donkin let it pass.— “Will they
split on me?” he asked, with pained anxiety.—“Who
— split?” hissed Belfast, coming back a step. “I1 would
split your nose this minyt if | hadn’t Jimmy to look
after! Who d'ye think we are?” Donkin rose and
watched Belfasfs back lurch through the doorway. On
all sides invisible men slept, breathing calmly. He
seemed to draw courage and fury from the peace
around him. Venomous and thin-faced, he glared from
the ample misfit of borrowed clothes as if looking for
something he could smash. His heart leaped wildly in
his narrow chest. They sleptt He wanted to wring
necks, gouge eyes, spit on faces. He shook a dirty
pair of meagre fists at the smoking lights. “Ye're no
men!” he cried, in a deadened tone. No one moved.

“Yer 'aven't the pluck of a mouse!” His voice rose to
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a husky screech. Wamibo darted out a dishevelled
head, and looked at him wildly. “Ye're sweepings ov
ships! | ’'ope you will hall rot before you diel!”
Wamibo blinked, uncomprehending but interested.
Donkin sat down heavily; he blew with force through
quivering nostrils, he ground and snapped his teeth,
and, with the chin pressed hard against the breast, he
seemed busy gnawing his way through it, as if to get at
the heart within. . . .

In the morning the ship, beginning another day of
her wandering life, had an aspect of sumptuous fresh-
ness, like the spring-time of the earth. The washed
decks glistened in a long elear stretch; the obligue sun-
light struck the yellow brasses in dazzling splashes,
darted over the polished rods in lines of gold, and the
single drops of salt water forgotten here and there along
the rait were as limpid asdrops of dew, and sparkled more
than scattered diamonds. The sails slept, hushed by a
gentle breeze. The sun, rising lonely and splendid in
the blue sky, saw a solitary ship gliding close-hauled on
the blue sea

The men pressed three deep abreast of the mainmast

and opposite the cabin-door. They shuffled, pushed,
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had an irresolute mien and stolid faces. At every
slight movement Knowles lurched heavily on his short
leg. Donkin glided behind backs, restless and anxious,
like a man looking for an ambush. Captain Allistoun
came out suddenly. He walked to and fro before the
front. He was grey, slight, alert, shabby in the sun-
shine, and as hard as adamant. He had his right hand
in the side-pocket of his jacket, and also some thing
heavy in there that made folds all down that side.
One of the seamen cleared his throat ominously.— “I
haven't till now found fault with you men,” said the
master, stopping short. He faced them with his worn,
steely gaze, that by an universal illusion looked straight
into every individual pair of the twenty pairs of eyes
before his face. At his back Mr. Baker, gloomy and
bull-necked, grunted low; Mr. Creighton, fresh as paint,
had rosy cheeks and a ready, resolute bearing. “And
| don’t now,” continued the master; “but | am here to
drive this ship and keep every man-jack aboard of her
up to the mark. If you knew your work as well as |
do mine, there would be no trouble. You've been
braying in the dark about ‘See to-morrow morning!

Well, you see me now. What do you want?” He
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waited, stepping guickly to and fro, giving them search-
ing glances. What did they want? They shifted from
foot to foot, they balanced their bodies; some, pushing
back their caps, scratched their heads. What did they
want? Jimmy was forgotten; no one thought of him,
alone forward in his cabin, fighting great shadows,
clinging to brazen lies, chuckling painfully over his
transparent deceptions. No, not Jimmy; he was more
forgotten than if he had been dead. They wanted
great things. And suddenly all the simple words they
knew seemed to be lost for ever in the immensity of
their vague and burning desire. They knew what they
wanted, but they could not find anything worth saying.
They stirred on one spot, swinging, at the end of
muscular arms, big tarry hands with crooked fingers.
A murmur died out.—*“What is it— food?” asked the
master, “you know the stores had been spoiled off the
Cape.”— “We know that, sir,” said a bearded shell-back
in the front rank.—“Work too hard—eh? Too much
for your strength?” he asked again. There was an
offended silence.—“We don’t want to go shorthanded,
sir,” began at last Davies in a wavering voice, “and this

‘ere black— .. .”—“Enough!” cried the master. He
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stood scanning them for a moment, then walking a few
steps this way and that began to storm at them coldly,
in gusts violent and cutting like the gales of those icy
seas that had known his youth.—*“Tell you what's the
matter? Too big for your boots. Think yourselves
damn good men. Know half your work. Do half your
duty. Think it too much. If you did ten times as
much it wouldn’'t be enough.”—“We did our best by
her, sir,” cried some one with shaky exasperation.—
“Your best,” stormed on the master; “you hear a lot
on shore, don’t you? They don’'t tell you there your
best isn't much to boast of. | tell you—your best is
no better than bad. You can do no more? No, |
know, and say nothing. But you stop your caper or |
will stop it for you. | am ready for you! Stop it!”
He shook a finger at the crowd. “As to that man,” he
raised his voice very much; “as to that man, if he puts
his nose out on deck without my leave | will clap him
in irons. There!” The cook heard him forward, ran
out of the galley lifting his arms, horrified, unbelieving,
amazed, and ran in again. There was a moment of
profound silence during which a bow-legged seaman,

stepping aside, expectorated decorously into the scup-
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per. “There is another thing,” said the master calmly.
He made a guick stride and with a swing took an iron
belaying-pin out of his pocket. “This!” His movement
was so unexpected and sudden that the crowd stepped
back. He gazed fixedly at their faces, and some at
once put on a surprised air as though they had never
seen a belaying-pin before. He held it up. “This is
my affair. | don't ask you any aguestions, but you all
know it; it has got to go where it came from.” His
eyes became angry. The crowd stirred uneasily. They
looked away from the piece of iron, they appeared shy,
they were embarrassed and shocked as though it had
been something horrid, scandalous, or indelicate, that
in common decency should not have been flourished
like this in broad daylight. The master watched them
attentively. “Donkin,” he called out in a short, sharp
tone.

Donkin dodged behind one, then behind another,
but they looked over their shoulders and moved aside.
The ranks kept on opening before him, closing behind,
till at last he appeared alone before the master as
though he had come up through the deck. Captain

Allistoun moved close to him. They were much of a
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size, and at short range the master exchanged a deadly
glance with the beady eyes. They wavered.— “You
know this,” asked the master.— “No, | don’t,” answered
the other with cheeky trepidation.—*“You are a cur.
Take it,” ordered the master. Donkin’s arms seemed
glued to his thighs; he stood, eyes front, as if drawn
on parade. “Take it,” repeated the master, and stepped
closer; they breathed on one another. *“Take it,” said
Captain Allistoun again, making a menacing gesture.
Donkin tore away one arm from his side.—“Vy hare
yer down hon me?” he mumbled with effort and as if
his mouth had been fuli of dough.—“If you don't . . .”
began the master. Donkin snatched at the pin as
though his intention had been to run away with it, and
remained stockstill holding it like a candle. “Put it
back where you took it from,” said Captain Allistoun,
looking at him fiercely. Donkin stepped back opening
wide eyes. “Go, you blackguard, or | will make you,”
cried the master, driving him slowly backwards by a
menacing advance. He dodged, and with the dangerous
iron tried to guard his head from a threatening fist.
Mr. Baker ceased grunting for a moment— “ Good! By

Jove,” murmured appreciatiyely Mr. Creighton in the
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tone of a connoisseur.— “Don’'t tech me,” snarled
Donkin, backing away.— “Then go. Go faster.”—
“Don’'t yer it me. ... | will puli yer hup afore the
magistryt. . . . Pil show yer hup.” Captain Allistoun

made a long stride, and Donkin, turning his back
fairly, ran off a little, then stopped and over his shoulder
showed yellow teeth.— “ Further on, fore-rigging,” urged
the master, pointing with his arm.—“Hare yer goin’ to
stand by and see me bullied,” screamed Donkin at the
silent crowd that watched him. Captain Allistoun
walked at him smartly. He started off again with a
leap, dashed at the fore-rigging, rammed the pin into
its hole violently. “I will be heven with yer yet,” he
screamed at the ship at large and vanished beyond the
foremast. Captain Allistoun spun round and walked
back aft with a composed face, as though he had
already forgotten the scene. Men moved out of his
way. He looked at no one.—“That will do, Mr. Baker.
Send the watch below,” he said quietly. “And you
men try to walk straight for the future,” he added in a
calm voice. He looked pensively for a while at the
backs of the impressed and retreating crowd. *“ Break-

fast, steward,” he called in a tone of relief through the
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cabin door.—*“1 didn’t like to see you— Ough!—give
that pin to that chap, sir,” observed Mr. Baker; “he
could have bust—Ough!— bust your head like an egg-
shell with it.—*“ O! he!” muttered the master absently.
“ Queer lot,” he went on in a low voice. “l| suppose
it’s all right now. Can never tell tho’, nowadays, with
such a . .. Years ago; | was a young master then—
one China voyage | had a mutiny; real mutiny, Baker.
Different men tho’. | knew what they wanted: they
wanted to broach cargo and get at the liguor. Very
simple. . . . We knocked them about for two days, and
when they had enough—gentle as lambs. Good crew.
And a smart trip | made.” He glanced aloft at the
yards braced sharp up. “Head wind day after day,”
he exclaimed bitterly. “Will we never get a decent
slant this passage?”— “Ready, sir,” said the steward,
appearing before them as if by magie and with a stained
napkin in his hand.—*“Ah! All right. Come along,

Mr. Baker—it’'s late—with all this nonsense.”
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A heavy atmosphere of oppressive aguietude per-
vaded the ship. In the afternoon men went about
washing clothes and hanging them out to dry in the
unprosperous breeze with the meditative languor of dis-
enchanted philosophers. Very little was said. The
Problem of life seemed too voluminous for the narrow
lirnits of human speech, and by common consent it was
abandoned to the great sea that had from the beginning
enfolded it in its immense grip; to the sea that knew

and would in time infalhbly unveil to each the
wisdom hidden in all the errors, the certitude that lurks
In doubts, the realm of safety and peace beyond the
frontiers of sorrow and fear. And in the confused
current of impotent thoughts that set unceasingly this
way and that through bodies of men, Jimmy bobbed up
upon the surface, compelling attention, like a black buoy
cbained to the bottom of a muddy stream. Falsehood
triumphed. It triumphed through doubt, through stu-

pidity, through pity, through sentimentalism. We set
The Nigger ofthe “ Narcissus” “
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ourselves to bolster it up, from compassion, from reck-
lessness, from a sense of fun. Jimmy’s steadfastness to
his untruthful attitude in the face of the inevitable truth
had the proportions of a colossal enigma— of a mani-
festation grand and incomprehensible that at times in-
spired a wondering awe; and there was also, to many,
something exquisitely droll in fooling him thus to the
top of his bent. The latent egoism of tenderness to
suffering appeared in the developing anxiety not to see
him die. His obstinate non-recognition of the only cer-
titude whose approach we could watch from day to day
was as disquieting as the failure of some law of nature.
He was so utterly wrong about himself that one could
not but suspect him of having access to some source of
supernatural knowledge. He was absurd to the point
of inspiration. He was unique, and as fascinating as
only something inhuman could be; he seemed to shout
his denials already from beyond the awful border. He
was becoming immaterial like an apparition; his cheek-
bones rose, the forehead slanted more; the face was all
hollows, patches of shade; and the fleshless head re-
sembled a disinterred black skuli, fitted with two restless

globes of silver in the sockets of eyes. He was de-
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moralising. Through him we were becoming highly
humanised, tender, complex, excessively decadent: we
understood the subtlety of his fear, sympathised with all
his repulsions, shrinkings, evasions, delusions— as though
we had been over-civilised, and rotten, and without any
knowledge of the meaning of life. We had the air of
being initiated in some infamous mysteries; we had the
Profound grimaces of conspirators, exchanged meaning
glances, significant short words. We were inexpressibly
vile and very much pleased with ourselves. We lied to
him with gravity, with emotion, with unction, as if per-
forming some morat trick with a view to an eternal
reward. We made a chorus of affirmation to his wildest
assertions, as though he had been a millionaire, a
Politician, or a reformer— and we a crowd of ambitious
hibbers. When we ventured to guestion his statements
we did it after the manner of obseguious sycophants, to
the end that his glory should be augmented by the
flattery of our dissent. He influenced the morat tone of
our world as though he had it in his power to distribute
honours, treasures, or pain; and he could give us no-
thing but his contempt. It was immense; it seemed to

grow gradually larger, as his body day by day shrank

14*
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a little more, while we looked. It was the only thing
about him— of him—that gave the impression of dur-
ability and vigour. It lived within him with an un-
guenchable life. It spoke through the eternal pout of
his black lips; it looked at us through the profound im-
pertinence of his large eyes, that stood far out of his
head like the eyes of crabs. We watched them intently.
Nothing else of him stirred. He seemed unwilling to
move, as if distrustful of his own solidity. The slightest
gesture must have disclosed to him (it could not surely
be otherwise) his bodily weakness, and caused a pang
of mental suffering. I-le was chary of movements. He
lay stretched out, chin on blanket, in a kind of sly,
cautious immobility. Only his eyes roamed over faces:
his eyes disdainful, penetrating and sad.

It was at that time that Belfasfs devotion— and also
his pugnacity— secured universal respect. He spent
every moment of his spare time in Jimmy’s cabin. He
tended him, talked to him; was as gentle as a woman,
as tenderly gay as an old philanthropist, as sentimentally
careful of his nigger as a model slave-owner. But out-
side he was irritable, explosive as gunpowder, sombre,

suspicious, and never more brutal than when most
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sorrowful. With him it was a tear and a blow: a tear
for Jimmy, a blow for any one who did not seem to
talie a scrupulously orthodox view of Jimmy’s case. We
talked about nothing else. The two Scandinavians, even,
discussed the situation—but it was impossible to know
m what spirit, because they aguarrelled in their own
language. Belfast suspected one of them of irreverence,
and in this incertitude thought that there was no option
but to fight them both. They became very much terri-
fied by his truculence, and henceforth lived amongst us,
dejected, like a pair of mutes. Wamibo never spoke
mtelligibly, but he was as smileless as an animal—m
seemed to know much less about it all than the cat—
and conseguently was safe. Moreover he had belonged
to the chosen band of Jimmy’s rescuers, and was above
suspicion. Archie was silent generally, but often spent
an hour or so talking to Jimmy aguietly with an air of
proprietorship. At any time of the day and often
through the night some man could be seen sitting on
Jimmy’s box. In the evening, between six and eight,
the cabin was crowded, and there was an interested
group at the door. Every one stared at the nigger.

He basked in the warmth of our interest. His eyes
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gleamed ironically, and in a weak voice he reproached
us with our cowardice. He would say, “If you fellows
had stuck out for me | would be now on deck.” We
hung our heads. “Yes, but if you think | am going to
let them put me in irons just to show you sport . . .
Weil, no . . . It ruins my health, this lying up, it does.
You don't care.” We were as abashed as if it had been
true. His superb impudence carried all before it. We
would not have dared to revolt. We didn't want to
really. We wanted to keep him alive till home—to the
end of the voyage.

Singleton as usual held aloof, appearing to scorn
the insignificant events of an ended life. Once only he
came along, and unexpectedly stopped in the doorway.
He peered at Jimmy in profound silence, as if desirous
to add that black image to the crowd of Shades that
peopled his old memory. We kept very guiet, and for
a long time Singleton stood there as though he had
come by appointment to cali for some one, or to see
some important event. James Wait lay perfectly still,
and apparently not aware of the gaze scrutinising him
with a steadiness fuli of expectation. There was a

sense of tussle in the air. We felt the inward strain of
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men watching a wrestling bout. At last Jimmy with
perceptible apprehension turned his head on the pillow.
—*“Good evening,” he said in a conciliating tone.—
“H’'m,” answered the old seaman, grumpily. For a
moment longer he looked at Jimmy with severe fixity,
then suddenly went away. It was a long time before
any one spoke in the little cabin, though we all breathed
more freely as men do after an escape from some
dangerous situation. We all knew the old man’s ideas
about Jimmy, and nobody dared to combat them. They
were unsettling, they caused pain; and, what was worse,
they might have been true for all we knew. Only once
did he condescend to explain them fully, but the im-
pression was lasting. He said that Jimmy was the
cause of head winds. Mortally sick men— he maintained
—linger till the first sight of land, and then die; and
Jimmy knew that the land would draw his life from
him. It is so in every ship. Didn’t we know it? He
asked us with austere contempt: what did we know?
What would we doubt next? Jimmy’s desire encouraged
by us and aided by Wamibo’'s (he was a Finn—wasn’t
he? Very welll) and Wamibo’s spells delayed the ship

in the open sea. Only lubberly fools couldn’t see it.
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Whoever heard of such arun of calms and head winds?
It \asn’t natural . .. We could not deny that it was
strange. We felt uneasy. The common saying, “more
days, more dollars,” did not give the usual comfort
because the Stores were running short. Much had been
spoiled off the Cape, and we were on half allowance of
biscuit. Peas, sugar and tea had been finished long
ago. Salt meat was giving out. We had plenty of
coffee but very little water to make it with. We took
up another hole in our belts and went on scraping,
polishing, painting the ship from morning to night. And
soon she looked as though she had come out of a
band-box; but hunger lived on board of her. Not
dead starvation, but steady, living hunger that stalked
about the decks, slept in the forecastle; the tormentor
of waking moments, the disturber of dreams. We
looked to windward for signs of change. Every few
hours of night and day we put her round with the
liope that she would come up on that tack at last. She
didn’t. She seemed to have forgotten the way home;
she rushed to and fro, heading northwest, headmg east;
she ran backwards and forwards, distracted, like a

timid creature at the foot of a wali. Sometimes, as if
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tired to death, she would wallow languidly for a day in
the smooth swell of an unruffled sea. All up the
swmging masts the sails trashed furiously through the
hot stillness of the calm. A¥e were weary, hungry,
thirsty; we commenced to believe Singleton, but with
unshaken fidelity dissembled to Jimmy. We spoke to
him with jocose allusiveness, like cheerful accomplices
in a clever plot; but we looked to the westward over
the rait with mournful eyes for a sign of hope, for a
sign of fair wind; even if its first breath should bring
death to our reluctant Jimmy. In vain! The universe
conspired with James Wait. Light airs from the north-
ward sprang up again; the sky remained elear; and
round our weariness the glittering sea, touched by the
breeze, basked voluptuously in the great sunshine, as
though it had forgotten our life and trouble.

Donkin looked out for a fair wind along with the
rest. No one knew the venom of his thoughts now.
He was silent, and appeared thinner, as if consumed
slowly by an inward rage at the injustice of men and
of fate. He was ignored by all and spoke to no one,
but his hate for every man looked out through his eyes.

He talked with the cook only, having somehow per-
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suaded the good man that he—Donkin—was a much
calumniated and persecuted person. Together they be-
wailed the immorality of the ship’s company. There
could be no greater criminals than we, who by our lies
conspired to send the soul of a poor ignorant black
man to everlasting perdition. Podmore cooked what
there was to cook, remorsefully, and felt all the time
that by preparing the food of such sinners he imperilled
his own salvation. As to the Captain—he had lived

with him for seven years, he said, and would not have

believed it possible that such a man .. . “Well. Well
. There it is ... Can’t getout of it. Judgment
capsized all in a minute . .. Struck in all his pride ...

More like a sudden visitation than anything else.”
Donkin, perched sullenly on the coal-locker, swung his
legs and concurred. He paid in the coin of spurious
assent for the privilege to sit in the galley; he was dis-
heartened and scandalised; he agreed with the cook;
could find no wordssevere enough to criticise our
conduct; and when in the heat of reprobation he swore
at us, Podmore, who would have liked to swear also
if it hadn't been for his principles, pretended not to

hear. So Donkin, unrebuked, cursed enough for two,
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cadged for matches, borrowed tobacco, loafed for hours
and very much at home before the stove. From there
he could hear us on the other side of the bulkhead,
talking to Jimmy. The cook knocked the pots about,
slammed the oven door, muttered prophesies of dam-
nation for all the ship’s company; and Donkin, who
did not admit of any hereafter, except for purposes of
blasphemy, listened, concentrated and angry, gloating
fiercely over a called-up image of infinite torment—like
men gloat over the accursed images of cruelty and re-
venge, of greed, and of power. . . .

On elear evenings the silent ship, under the cold
sheen of the dead moon, took on the false aspect of
passionless repose resembling the winter of the earth.
Under her a long band of gold barred the black disc
of the sea. Footsteps echoed on her guiet decks. The
moonlight clung to her like a frosted mist, and the
white sails stood out in dazzling cones as of stainless
snow. In the magnificence of the phantom rays the
ship appeared pure like a vision of ideat beauty, illusive
like a tender dream of serene peace. And nothing in
her was real, nothing was distinct and solid but the

heavy shadows that filled her decks with their unceas-
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ing and noiseless stir; the shadows blacker than the
night and more restless than the thoughts of men.
Donkin prowled spiteful and alone amongst the
shadows, thinking that Jimmy too long delayed to die.
That evening, just before dark, land had been reported
from aloft, and the master, while adjusting the tubes of
the long glass, had observed with guiet bitterness to
Mr. Baker that, after fighting our way inch by inch to
the Western lIslands, there was nothing to expect now
but a spell of calm. The sky was elear and the baro-
meter high. The light breeze dropped with the sun,
and an enormous stillness, forerunner of a night with-
out wind, descended upon the heated waters of the
ocean. As long as daylight lasted, the hands collected
on the forecastle-head watched on the eastern sky the
island of Flores, that rose above the level expanse of
the sea with irregular and broken outlines like a
sombre ruin upon a vast and deserted plain. It was
the first land seen for nearly four months. Charley
was excited, and in the midst of generat indulgence
took liberties with his betters. Men strangely elated
without knowing why, talked in groups, and pointed

with bared arms. For the first time that voyage
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Jimmy’s sham existence seemed for a moment forgotten
in the face of a solid reality. We had got so far any-
how. Belfast discoursed, guoting imaginary examples
°f short homeward passages from the Islands. “Them
sniart fruit schooners do it in five days,” he affirmed.
“What do you want?—only a good little breeze.”
Archie maintained that seven days was the shortest
passage, and they disputed amicably with insulting
words. Knowles declared he could already smell home
from there, and with a heavy list on his short leg
laughed fit to split his sides. A group of grizzled sea-
dogs looked out for a time in silence and with grim
absorbed faces. One said suddenly—*“'Tain’'t far to
London now.”—*“ My first night ashore, blamme if |
haven't steak and onions for supper . .. and a pint of
bitter,” said another.—“A barrel ye mean,” shouted
some one.—“ Ham an’ eggs three times a day. That's
the way | live!” cried an excited voice. There was a
stir, appreciative murmurs; eyes began to shine; jaws
champed; short nervous laughs were heard. Archie
smiled with reserve all to himself. Singleton came up,
gave a negligent glance, and went down again without

saying a word, indifferent, like a man who had seen



222 THE NIGGER OF THE *“ NARCISSUS”

Flores an incalculable number of times. The night
travelling from the East blotted out of the limpid sky
the purple stain of the high land. “Dead calm,” said
somebody guietly. The murmur of lively talk suddenly
wavered, died out; the clusters broke up; men began
to drift away one by one, descending the ladders
slowly and with serious faces as if sobered by that re-
minder of their dependence upon the invisible. And
when the big yellow moon ascended gently above the
sharp rim of the elear horizon it found the ship wrapped
up in a breathless silence; a fearless ship that seemed
to sleep profoundly, dreamlessly, on the bosom of the
sleeping and terrible sea.

Donkin chafed at the peace— at the ship—at the
sea that stretching away on all sides merged into the
illimitable silence of all creation. He felt himself pulled
up sharp by unrecognised grievances. He had been
physically cowed, but his injured dignity remained in-
domitable, and nothing could heal his lacerated feel-
ings. Here was land already— home very soon—a bad
pay-day no clothes— more hard work. How offensive
all this was. Land. The land that draws away life

from sick sailors. That nigger there had money—
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clothes— easy times; and would not die. Land draws
life away ... He felt tempted to go and see whether
it did. Perhaps already . . . It would be a bit of luck.
There was money in the beggar's chest. He stepped
briskly out of the shadows into the moonlight, and, in-
stantly, his craving, hungry face from sallow became
livid. He opened the door of the cabin and had a
shock. Sure enough, Jimmy was dead! He moved no
more than a recumbent figure with clasped hands,
carved on the lid of a stone coffin. Donkin glared
with avidity. Then Jimmy, without stirring, blinked his
eyelids, and Donkin had another shock. Those eyes
were rather startling. He shut the door behind his
back with gentle care, looking intently the while at
James Wait as though he had come in there at a
great risk to tell some secret of startling importance.
Jimmy did not move but glanced languidly out of
the corners of his eyes.—“ Calm?” he asked.— “Yuss,”
said Donkin, very disappointed, and sat down on
the box.

Jimmy breathed with composure. He was used to
such visits at all times of night or day. Men succeeded

one another. They spoke in elear voices, pronounced
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cheerful words, repeated old jokes, listened to him; and
each, going out, seemed to leave behind a little of his
own vitality, surrender some of his own strength, renew
the assurance of life—the indestructible thing! He did
not like to be alone in his cabin, because, when he was
alone, it seemed to him as if he hadn’t been there at
all. There was nothing. No pain. Not now. Perfectly
right—but he couldn’t enjoy his healthful repose unless
some one was by to see it. This man would do as
well as anybody. Donkin watched him stealthily.—
“Soon home now,” observed Wait.—“Why d'yer
whisper?” asked Donkin with interest, “can’'t yer speak
hup?” Jimmy looked annoyed and said nothing for a
while; then in a lifeless unringing voice:— “Why should
| shout? You ain’t deaf that | know.”—*“Oh! | can
‘ear right enough,” answered Donkin in a low tone,
and looked down. He was thinking sadly of going out
when Jimmy spoke again.—“Time we did get home
. . .to get something decent to eat .. .| am always
hungry.” Donkin felt angry all of a sudden.—* What
habout me,” he hissed, “I am ‘'ungry too an’ got ter
work. You, 'ungry!”—“Your work won't Icill you,”

commented Wait, feebly; “there’s a couple of biscuits
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in the lower bunk there—you may have one. | can't
eat them.” Donkin dived in, groped in the corner, and
when he came up again his mouth was fuli. He
munched wilh ardour. Jimmy seemed to doze with
open eyes. Donkin finished his hard bread and got
up.— “You're not going?” asked Jimmy, staring at the
ceiling.— “No,” said Donkin impulsively, and instead
°f going out leaned his back against the closed door.
He looked at James Wait, and saw him long, lean,
dried up, as though all his flesh had shrivelled on his
bones in the heat of a white furnace; the meagre
fingers of one hand moved lightly upon the edge of
the bunk playing an endless tune. To look at him
was irritating and fatiguing; he could last like this for
days; he was outrageous—belonging wholly neither to
death nor life, and perfectly invulnerable in his ap-
Parent ignorance of both. Donkin felt tempted to en-
hghten him.—*“What hare yer thinkin’ of?” he asked
surlily. James Wait had a grimacing smile that passed
°ver the deathlike impassiveness of his bony face, in-
credible and frightful as would, in a dream, have been
the sudden smile of a corpse.

“There is a girl,” whispered Wait . . . “Canton
The Nigger of the " Narcissus” 15
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Street girl She chucked a third engineer of a
Rennie boat for me. Cooks oysters just as | like
. .. She says she would chuck any toff for
a coloured gentleman ... That's me. | am kind to

wimmen,” he added a shade louder.

Donkin could hardly believe his ears. He was
scandalised.— “Would she? Yer wouldn’'t be hany good
to ’'er,” he said with unrestrained disgust. Wait was
not there to hear him. He was swaggering up the East
India Dock Road; saying kindly, “Come along for a
treat,” pushing glass swing-doors, posing with superb
assurance in the gaslight above a mahogany counter.—
“D'yer think yer will hever get ashore?” asked Donkin
angrily. Wait came back with a start.— “Ten days,” he
said promptly, and returned at once to the regions of
memory that know nothing of time. He felt untired,
calm, and as if safely withdrawn within himself beyond
the reach of every grave incertitude. There was some-
thing of the immutable guality of eternity in the slow
moments of his complete restfulness. He was very
guiet and easy amongst his vivid reminiscences which
he mistook joyfully for images of an undoubted future.

He cared for no one. Donkin felt this vaguely like a
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blind man may feel in his darkness the fatal antagonism
°f all the surrounding existences, that to him shall for
ever remain irrealisable, unseen and enviable. He had
a desire to assert his importance, to break, to crush; to
be even with everybody for everything; to tear the vell,
unmask, expose, leave no refuge— a perfidious desire of
truthfulhess! He laughed in a mocking splutter and said:

“Ten days. Strike me blind if | hever! .. .You
will be dead by this time to-morrow p’r'aps. Ten days!”
He waited for a while. “D’ye 'ear me? Blamme if yer
don’t look dead halready.”

Jimmy must have been collecting his strength for
he said almost aloud— “You'’re a stinking, cadging liar.
Every one knows you.” And sitting up, against all
probability, startled his visitor horribly. But very soon
Donkin recovered himself. He blustered,

“What? What? Who's a liar? You hare—the
crowd hare—the skipper— heverybody. | haint! Put-
ting on hairs! Who's yer?” He nearly choked himself
with indignation. “Who’'s yer to put on hairs,” he re-
peated trembling. “’Ave one—’'ave one, says 'ee—an’
cawn’'t heat ’em 'isself. Now Pil 'ave both. By Gawd

— I willl  Yer nobody!”
i5*
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He plunged into the lower bunk, rooted in there
and brought to light another dusty biscuit. He held it
up before Jimmy—then took a bite defiantly.

“What now?” he asked with feverish impudence.
“Yer may take one— says yer. Why not giv’ me both?
No. I'm a mangy dorg. One fur a mangy dorg. Fil
tyke both. Can yer stop me? Try. Come on. Try.”

Jimmy was clasping his legs and hiding his face
on the knees. His shirt clung to him. Every rib was
visible. His emaciated back was shaken in repeated
jerks by the panting catches of his breath.

“Yer won't? Yer can’t! What did | say?” went on
Donkin fiercely. He swallowed another dry mouthful
with a hasty effort. The other’s silent helplessness, his
weakness, his shrinking attitude exasperated him. “YeYe
done!” he cried. “Who’'s yer to be lied to; to be waited
on 'and an’ foot like a bloomin’ hymperor. Yer nobody.
Yer no one at all!” he spluttered with such a strength
of unerring conviction that it shook him from head to
foot in coming out, and left him vibrating like a re-
leased string.

Jimmy rallied again. He lifted his head and turned

bravely at Donkin, who saw a strange face, an unknown
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face, a fantastic and grimacing mask of despair and
fury. Its lips moved rapidly; and hollow, moaning,
whistling sounds filled the cabin with a vague mutter
fuli of menace, complaint and desolation, like the far-off
murmur of a rising wind. Wait shook his head; rolled
his eyes; he denied, cursed, menaced— and not a word
had the strength to pass beyond the sorrowful pout of
those black lips. It was incomprehensible and disturb-
IngJ a gibberish of emotions, a frantic dumb show of
speech pleading for impossible things, threatening a
shadowy vengeance. It sobered Donkin into a scrutinis-
ing watchfulness.

“Yer can't holler. See? What did | tell yer?” he
said slowly after a moment of attentive examination.
The other kept on headlong and unheard, nodding pas-
sionately, grinning with grotesgue and appalling flashes
°f big white teeth. Donkin, as if fascinated by the
dumb eloguence and anger of that black phantom, ap-
proached, stretching his neck out with distrustful
curiosity; and it seemed to him suddenly that he was
looking only at the shadow of a man crouching high
inthe bunk on the level with his eyes.— “What? What?”

he said. He seemed to catch the shape of some words
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in the continuous panting hiss. “Yer will tell Belfast!
Will yer? Hare yer a bloomin’ kid?” He trembled
with alarm and rage, “ Tell yer gran’'mother! Yer afeard!
Who's yer ter be afeard more’n hanyone?” His pas-
sionate sense of his own importance ran away with a
last remnant of caution. “Tell an’ be damned! Tell,
if yer can!” he cried. “l've been treated worsern a
dorg by your blooming back-lickers. They ’'as set me
on, honly to tum aginst me. | ham the honly man
‘ere. They clouted me, kicked me— an’ yer laffed— yer
black, rotten hincumbrance, you! You will pay fur it.
They giv’ yer their grub, their water—yer will pay fur
hit to me, by Gawd! Who haxed me ter 'ave a drink
of water? They put their bloomin’ rags on yer that
night, an’ what did they giv’ ter me—a clout on the
bloomin’ mouth—blast their . . . S'elp me! . .. Yer will
pay fur hit with yer money. Hi'm goin’ ter 'ave it in a
minyte; has soon has ye're dead, yer bloomin’ useless
fraud. That's the man | ham. An’ ye're a thing—a
bloody thing. Yah—you corpse!”

He flung at Jimmy’s head the biscuit he had been
all the time clutching hard, but it only grazed, and

striking with a loud crack the bulkhead beyond burst
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like a hand-grenade into flying pieces. James Wait, as
though wounded mortally, fell back on the pillow. His
lips ceased to move and the rolling eyes became guiet
and stared upwards with an intense and steady per-
sistence. Donkin was surprised; he sat suddenly on the
chest, and looked down, exhausted and gloomy. After

a moment he began to mutter to himself, “Die, you

beggar—die. Somebody’ll come in . . . | wish | was
drunk . .. Ten days . . . Hoysters . . He looked up
and spoke louder. “No ... No more for yer ... no
more bloomin’ gals that cook hoysters . .. Who's yer?
Hit's my turn now ... | wish | was drunk; | would

soon giv’ you a leg up haloft. That's where yer will go.
Feet fust, through a port ... Splash! Never see yer
hany more. Hoverboard! Good 'nuff fur yer.”

Jimmy’s head moved slightly and he turned his
eyes to Donkin’s face; a gaze unbelieving, desolated
and appealing, of a child frightened by the menace of
being shut up alone in the dark. Donkin observed him
from the chest with hopeful eyes; then without rising
he tried the lid. Locked. “l wish | was drunk,” he
muttered and getting up listened anxiously to the dis-

tant sound of footsteps on the deck. They approached
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—ceased. Some one yawned interminably just outside
the door, and the footsteps went away shuffling lazily.
Donkin’s fluttering heart eased'its pace, and when he
looked towards the bunk again Jimmy was staring as
before at the white beam.—“’0Ow d’'yer feel now?” he
asked.— “Bad,” breathed out Jimmy.

Donkin sat down patient and purposeful. Every
half-hour the bells spoke to one another ringing along
the whole length of the ship. Jimmy’s respiration was
so rapid that it couldn’t be counted, so faint that it
couldn’t be heard. His eyes were terrified as though
he had been looking at unspeakable horrors; and by his
face one could see that he was thinking of abominable
things. Suddenly with an incredibly strong and heart-
breaking voice he sobbed out:

“Overboard! . . . Il ... My God!

Donkin writhed a little on the box. He looked un-
willingly. Jimmy was mute. His two long bony hands
smoothed the blanket upwards, as though he had wished
to gather it all up under his chin. A tear, a big soli-
tary tear, escaped from the corner of his eye and,
without touching the hollow cheek, fell on the pillow.

His throat rattled faintly.
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And Donkin, watching the end of that hateful
nigger, felt the anguishing grasp of a great sorrow on
his heart at the thought that he himself, some day,
would have to go through it all—just like this— per-
haps! His eyes became moist. “Poor beggar,” he mur-
tnured. The night seemed to go by in a flash; it
seemed to him he could hear the irremediable rush of
precious minutes. How long would this blooming affair
last? Too long surely. No luck. He could not restrain
himself. He got up and approached the bunk. Wait
did not stir. Only his eyes appeared alive and his
hands continued their smoothing movement with a hor-
tible and tireless industry. Donkin bent over.

“Jimmy,” he called low. There was no answer, but
the rattle stopped. “D'’yer see me?” he asked trem-
hling. Jimmy’s chest heaved. Donkin, looking away,
hent his ear to Jimmy’s lips, and heard a sound like
the rustle of a single dry leaf driven along the smooth
sand of a beach. It shaped itself.

“Light ... the lamp ... and ... go,” breathed
out Wait.

Donkin, instinctively, glanced over his shoulder at

the blazing flame; then, still looking away, felt under
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the pillow for a key. He got it at once and for the
next few minutes was shakily but swiftly busy about the
box. When he got up, his face—for the first time in
his life—had a pink flush—perhaps of triumph.

He slipped the key under the pillow again, avoiding
to glance at Jimmy, who had not moved. He turned
his back saguarely from the bunk, and started to the
door as though he were going to walk a mile. At his
second stride he had his nose against it. He clutched
the handle cautiously, but at that moment he received
the irresistible impression of something happening be-
hind his back. He spun round as though he had been
tapped on the shoulder. He was just in time to see
Jimmy’s eyes blaze up and go out at once, like two
lamps overturned together by a sweeping blow. Some-
thing resembling a scarlet thread hung down his chin
out of the corner of his lips—and he had ceased to
breathe.

Donkin closed the door behind him gently but
firmly. Sleeping men, huddled under jackets, made on
the lighted deck shapeless dark mounds that had the
appearance of neglected graves. Nothing had been

done all through the night and he hadn’t been missed.
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He stood motionless and perfectly astounded to find the
World outside as he had left it; there was the sea, tHe
ship—sleeping men; and he wondered absurdly at it,
as though he had expected to find the men dead,
familiar things gone for ever: as though, like a wanderer
returning after many years, he had expected to see be-
wildering changes. He shuddered a little in the pene-
trating freshness of the air, and hugged himself forlornly.
The declining moon drooped sadly in the western board
as if withered by the cold touch of a pale dawn. The
ship slept. And the immortal sea stretched away, im-
mense and hazy, like the image of life, with a glittering
surface and lightless depths; promising, empty, inspiring
—terrible. Donkin gave it a defiant glance and slunk
off noiselessly as if judged and cast out by the august

silence of its might.

Jimmy’s death, after all, came as a tremendous sur-
prise. We did not know till then how much faith we had
put in his delusions. We had taken his chances of life so
much at his own valuation that his death, like the death
of an old belief, shook the foundations of our society.

A common bond was gone; the strong, effective and
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respectable bond of a sentimental lie. AU that day we
mooned at our work, with suspicious looks and a dis-
abused air. In our hearts we thought that in the matter
of his departure Jimmy had acted in a perverse and
unfriendly manner. He didn’t back us up, as a ship-
mate should. In going he took away with himself the
gloomy and solemn shadow in which our folly had
posed, with humane “atisfaction, as a tender arbiter of
fate. And now we saw it was no such thing. It was
just common foolishness; a silly and ineffectual meddling
with issues of majestic import—that is, if Podmore was
right. Perhaps he was? Doubt survived Jimmy; and,
like a community of banded criminals disintegrated by
a touch of grace, we were profoundly scandalised with
each other. Men spoke unkindly to their best chums.
Others refused to speak at all. Singleton only was not
surprised. “Dead—is he? Of course,” he said, point-
ing at the island right abeam: for the calm still held
the ship spell-bound within sight of Flores. Dead—of
course. He wasn't surprised. Here was the land, and
there, on the forehatch and waiting for the sailmaker—
there was that corpse. Cause and effect. And for the

first time that voyage, the old seaman became aguite
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cheery and garrulous, explaining and illustrating from
the stores of experience how, in sickness, the sight of
an island (even a very smali one) is generally more
fatal than the view of a continent. But he couldnt
explain why.

Jimmy was to be buried at five, and it was a long
day till then—a day of mental disguiet and even of
Physical disturbance. We took no interest in our work
and, very properly, were rebuked for it. This, in our
constant State of hungry irritation, was exasperating.
Donkin worked with his brow bound in a dirty rag,
and looked so ghastly that Mr. Baker was touched with
compassion at the sight of this plucky suffering.—
“Ough! You, Donkin! Put down your work and go
lay-up this watch. You look ill.L”—*“Hi ham, sir—in
my ead,” he said in a subdued voice, and vanished
speedily. This annoyed many, and they thought the
mate “bloomin’ soft to-day.” Captain Allistoun could
be seen on the poop watching the sky cloud over from
the south-west, and it soon got to be known about the
decks that the barometer had begun to fali in the
night, and thata breeze might be expected before

long. This, by a subtle association of ideas, led to
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violent guarrelling as to the exact moment of Jimmy’s
death. Was it before or after “that ’ere glass started
down”? It was impossible to know, and it caused
much contemptuous growling at one another. All of a
sudden there was a great tumult forward. Pacific
Knowles and good-tempered Davies had come to
blows over it. The watch below interfered with spirit,
and for ten minutes there was a noisy scrimmage
round the hatch, where, in the balancing shade of the
sails, Jimmy’s body, wrapped up in a white blanket,
was watched over by the sorrowful Belfast, who, in his
desolation, disdained the fray. When the noise had
ceased, and the passions had calmed into surly silence,
he stood up at the head of the swathed body, and
lifting both arms on high, cried with pained indigna-
tion:— “You ought to be ashamed of yourselves! . . .
We were.

Belfast took his bereavement very hard. He gave
proofs of unextinguishable devotion. It was he, and no
other man, who would help the sailmaker to prepare
what was left of Jimmy for a solemn surrender to the
insatiable sea. He arranged the weights carefully at

the feet: two holystones, an old anchor-shackle without
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Its pin, some broken links of a worn-out stream cable.
He arranged them this way, then that. “Bless my soul!
you aren’t afraid he will chafe his heel?” said the sail-
maker, who hated the job. He pushed the needle,
puffing furiously, with his head in a cloud of tobacco
smoke; he turned the flaps over, pulled at the stitches,
stretched at the canvas.—“Lift his shoulders . . . Puli
to you a bit ... So—o—o0. Steady.” Belfast obeyed,
Pulled, lifted, overcome with sorrow, dropping tears on
the tarred twine.— “Don’'t you drag the canvas too taut
over his poor face, Sails,” he entreated tearfully.—
“What are you fashing yourself for? He will be com-
fortable enough,” assured the sailmaker, cutting the
thread after thedast stitch, that came about the middle
°f Jimmy’'s forehead. He rolled up the remaining
canvas, put away the needles. “What makes you take
on so?” he asked. Belfast looked down at the long
package of grey sailcloth.—*“1 pulled him out,” he
whispered, “and he did not want to go. If | had sat
up with him last night he would have kept alive for
me . . . but something made me tired.” The sailmaker
took"vigorous draws at his pipe and mumbled:— “When

| ...West India Station ... In the Blanche frigate ...
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Yellow Jack . . . sewed in twenty men a day ... Ports-
mouth— Devonport men—townies— knew their fathers,
mothers— sisters—the whole boiling of 'em. Thought
nothing of it. And these niggers like this one—you
don’'t know where it comes from. Got nobody. No
use to nobody. Who will miss him?”—*“1 do—1 pulled
him out,” mourned Belfast dismally.

On two planks nailed together, and apparently re-
signed and still under the folds of the Union Jack with
a white border, James Wait, carried aft by four men,
was deposited slowly, with his feet pointing at an open
port. A swell had set in from the westward, and fol-
lowing on the roli of the ship, the red ensign, at half-
mast, darted out and collapsed again on the grey sky,
like a tongue of flickering fire; Charley tolled the beli;
and at every swing to starboard the whole vast semi-
circle of steely waters visible on that side seemed to
come up with a rush to the edge of the port, as if im-
patient to get at our Jimmy. Every one was there but
Donkin, who was too ill to come; the Captain and Mr.
Creighton stood bareheaded on the break of the poop;
Mr. Baker, directed by the master, who had said to

him grayely:— “You know more about the prayer book
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than | do,” came out of the cabin door guickly and a
little embarrassed. All the caps went off. He began
to read in a low tone, and with his usual harmlessly
menacing utterance, as though he had been for the last
time reproving confidentially that dead seaman at his
feet.. The men listened in scattered groups; they
leaned on the fife rait, gazing on the deck; they held
their chins in their hands thoughtfully, or, with crossed
arms and one knee slightly bent, hung their heads in
an attitude of upright meditation. Wamibo dreamed.
Mr. Baker read on, grunting reverently at the turn of
every page. The words, missing the unsteady hearts of
men, rolled out to wander without a home upon the
heartless sea; and James Wait, silenced for ever, lay
uncritical and passive under the hoarse murmur of
despair and hopes.

Two men made ready and waited for those words
that send so many of our brothers to their last plunge.
Mr. Baker began the passage. *“ Stand by,” muttered
the boatswain. Mr. Baker read out: “To the deep,”
and paused. The men lifted the inboard end of the
planks, the boatswain snatched off the Union Jack, and

James Wait did not move.— “ Higher,” muttered the
The Nieger of the "Narcissus” 16
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boatswain angrily. All the heads were raised; every
man stirred uneasily, but James Wait gave no sign of
going. In death and swathed up for all eternity, he
yet seemed to hang on to the ship with the grip of an
undying fear. “Higher! Lift!” whispered the boat-
swain fiercely.— “He won’'t go,” stammered one of the
men shakily, and both appeared ready to drop every-
thing. Mr. Baker waited, burying his face in the book,
and shuffling his feet nervously. All the men looked
profoundly disturbed; from their midst a faint humming
noise spread out—growing louder. . . . “Jimmy!” cried
Belfast in a wailing tone, and there was a second of
shuddering dismay.

“Jimmy, be a man!” he shrieked passionately.
Every mouth was wide open, not an eyelid winked.
He stared wildly, twitching all over; he bent his body
forward like a man peering at a horror. “Go!” he
shouted, and leaped off with his arm thrown out. *“ Go,
Jimmy!—Jimmy, go! Go!” His fingers touched the
head of the body, and the grey package started re-
luctantly to, all at once, whizz off the lifted planks
with the suddenness of a flash of lightning. The crowd

stepped forward like one man; a deep Ah—h—h!
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came out yibrating from the broad chests. The ship
rolled as if relieved of an unfair burden; the sails
flapped. Belfast, supported by Archie, gasped hys-
terically; and Charley, who anxious to see Jimmy’s last
dive, leaped headlong on the rait, was too late to see
anything but the faint circle of a vanishing ripple.

Mr. Baker, perspiring abundantly, read out the last
prayer in a deep rumour of excited men and fluttering
sails. “Amen!” he said in an unsteady growl, and
closed the book.

“Saguare the yards!” thundered a voice above his
head. All hands gave a jump; one or two dropped
their caps; Mr. Baker looked up surprised. The master,
standing on the break of the poop, pointed to the
westward. “Breeze coming,” he said, “sguare the
yards. Look alive, men!” Mr. Baker crammed the
book hurriedly into his pocket.—“ Forward, there—let
go the foretack!” he hailed joyfully, bareheaded and
brisk; “sguare the foreyard, you port-watch!”—*“ Fair
wind—fair wind,” muttered the men going to the
braces.— “What did | tell you?” mumbled old Single-
ton, flinging down coil after coil with hasty energy; “I

knowed it—he’s gone, and here it comes.”
16*
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It came with the sound of a lofty and powerful
sigh. The sails filled, the ship gathered way, and the
waking sea began to murmur sleepily of home to the
ears of men.

That night, while the ship rushed foaming to the
northward before a freshening gale, the boatswain un-
bosomed himself to the petty officers’ berth:—*“The
chap was nothing but trouble,” he said, “from the
moment he came aboard—d’'ye remember—that night
in Bombay? Been bullying all that softy crowd—
cheeked the old man—we had to go fooling all over
a half-drowned ship to save him. Dam’ nigh a mutiny
all for him—and now the mate abused me like a
pickpocket for forgetting to dab a lump of grease on
them planks. So | did, but you ought to have known
better, too, than to leave a nail sticking up— hey,
Chips?” “And you ought to have known better than
to chuck all my tools overboard for 'im, like a skeary
greenhorn,” retorted the morose carpenter. “Well—
he’'s gone after 'em now,” he added in an unfor-
giving tone. “On the China Station, | remember
once, the Admirat he says to me .. .” began the sail-

maker.
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A week afterwards the Narcissus entered the chops
of the Channel.

Under white wings she skimmed low over the blue
sea like a great tired bird speeding to its nest. The
clouds raced with her mast-heads; they rose astern
enormous and white, soared to the zenith, flew past,
and falling down the wide curve of the sky seemed to
dasli headlong into the sea—the clouds swifter than the
ship, more free, but without a home. The coast to
welcome her stepped out of space into the sunshine.
The lofty headlands trod masterfully into the sea; the
wide bays smiled in the light; the shadows of homeless
clouds ran along the sunny plains, leaped over valleys,
without a check darted up the hills, rolled down the
slopes; and the sunshine pursued them with patches of
running brightness. On the brows of dark cliffs white
lighthouses shone in pillars of light. The Channel
glittered like a blue mantle shot with gold and starred
by the silver of the capping seas. The Narcissus rushed
past the headlands and the bays. Outward-bound
vessels crossed her track, lying over, and with their
masts stripped for a slogging fight with the hard sou’-

wester. And, inshore, a string of smoking steamboats
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waddled, hugging the codast, like migrating and .am-
phibious monsters, distrustful of the restless waves.

At night the headlands retreated, the bays advanced
into one unbroken line of gloom. The lights of the
earth mingled with the lights of heaven; and above the
tossing lanterns of a trawling fleet a great lighthouse
shone steadily, such as an enormous riding light burning
above a vessel of fabulous dimensions. Below its steady
glow, the coast, stretching away straight and black, re-
sembled the high side of an indestructible craft riding
motionless upon the immortal and unresting sea. The
dark land lay alone in the midst of waters, like a mighty
ship bestarred with vigilant lights—a ship carrying the
burden of millions of lives— a ship freighted with dross
and with jewels, with gold and with steel. She towered
up immense and strong, guarding priceless traditions
and untold suffering, sheltering glorious memories and
base forgetfulness, ignoble virtues and splendid trans-
gressions. A great ship! For ages had the ocean
battered in vain her enduring sides; she was there when
the world was vaster and darker, when the sea was
great and mysterious, and ready to surrender the prize

of fanie to audacious men. A ship mother of fleets and
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nations! The great flagship of the race; stronger than
the storms! and anchored in the open sea

The Narcissus, heeling over to off-shore gusts,
rounded the South Foreland, passed through the Downs,
and, in tow, entered the river. Shorn of the glory of
her white wings, she wound obediently after the tug
through the maze of invisible channels. As she passed
them the red-painted light-vessels, swung at their moor-
ings, seemed for an instant to sail with great speed in
the rush of tide, and the next moment were left hope-
lessly behind. The big buoys on the tails of banks
slipped past her sides very low, and, dropping in her
wake, tugged at their chains like fierce watch-dogs.
The reach narrowed; from both sides the land ap-
proached the ship. She went steadily up the river. On
the riverside slopes the houses appeared in groups—
seemed to stream down the declivities at a run to see
her pass, and, checked by the mud of the foreshore,
crowded on the banks. Further on, the tali factory
chimneys appeared in insolent bands and watched her
go by, like a straggling crowd of slim giants, swaggering
and upright under the black plummets of smoke,

cavalierly aslant. She swept round the bends; an im-
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pure breeze shrieked a welcome between her stripped
spars; and the land, closing in, stepped between the
ship and the sea.

A low cloud hung before her—a great opalescent
and tremulous cloud, that seemed to rise from the
steaming brows of millions of men. Long drifts of
smoky vapours soiled it with livid trails; it throbbed to
the beat of millions of hearts, and from it came an im-
mense and lamentable murmur— the murmur of millions
of lips praying, cursing, sighing, jeering—the undying
murmur of folly, regret, and hope exhaled by the crowds
of the anxious earth. The Narcissus entered the cloud;
the shadows deepened; on all sides there was the clang
of iron, the sound of mighty blows, shrieks, yells. Black
barges drifted stealthily on the murky stream. A mad
jumble of begrimed walls loomed up vaguely in the
smoke, bewildering and mournful, like a vision of dis-
aster. The tugs, panting furiously, backed and filled in
the stream, to hotd the ship steady at the dock-gates;
from her bows two lines went through the air whistling,
and struck at the land viciously, like a pair of snakes.
A bridge broke in two before her, asif by enchantment;

big hydraulic capstans began to turn all by themselves.
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as though animated by a mysterious and unholy spell.
She moved through a narrow lane of water between two
low walls of granite, and men with check-ropes in their
hands kept pace with her, walking on the broad flag-
stones. A group waited impatiently on each side of the
vanished bridge: rough heavy men in caps; sallow-faced
men in high hats; two bareheaded women; ragged
children, fascinated, and with wide eyes. A cart coming
at a jerky trot pulled up sharply. One of the women
screamed at the silent ship— “Hallo, Jack!” without
looking at any one in particular, and all hands looked
at her from the forecastle head.—“ Stand elear! Stand
elear of that rope!” cried the dockmen, bending over
stone posts. The crowd murmured, stamped where they
stood.— “Let go your guarter-checks! Let go!” sang
out a ruddy-faced old man on the quay. The ropes
splashed heavily falling in the water, and the Narcissus
entered the dock.

The stony shores ran away right and left in straight
lines, enclosing a sombre and rectangular pool. Brick
walls rose high above the water— soulless walls, staring
through hundreds of windows as troubled and duli as

the eyes of over-fed brutes. At their base monstrous
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iron cranes crouched, with chains hanging from their
long necks, balancing cruel-looking hooks over the
decks of lifeless ships. A noise of wheels rolling over
stones, the thump of heavy things falling, the racket of
feverish winches, the grinding of strained chains, floated
on the air. Between high buildings the dust of all the
continents soared in short flights; and a penetrating
smell of perfumes and dirt, of spices and hides, of
things costly and of things filthy, pervaded the space,
made for it an atmosphere precious and disgusting.
The Narcissus came gently into her berth; the shadows
of soulless walls fell upon her, the dust of all the con-
tinents leaped upon her deck, and a swarm of strange
men, clambering up her sides, took possession of her
in the name of the sordid earth. She had ceased to
live.

A toff in a black coat and high hat scrambled with
agility, came up to the second mate, shook hands, and
said:— “Hallo, Herbert.” It was his brother. A lady
appeared suddenly. A real lady, in a black dress and
with a parasol. She looked extremely elegant in the
midst of us, and as strange as if she had fallen there

from the sky. Mr. Baker touched his cap to her. It
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was the master's wife. And very soon the Captain,
dressed very smartly and in a white shirt, went with
her over the side. We didn’'t recognise him at all till,
turning on the quay, he called to Mr. Baker.— “Re-
fflember to wind up the chronometers to-morrow mor-
ning.” An underhand lot of seedy-looking chaps with
shifty eyes wandered in and out of the forecastle look-
Ing for a job—they said.— “More likely for something
to steal,” commented Knowles cheerfully. Poor beggars.
Who cared? Weren't we home! But Mr. Baker went
foi one of them who had given him some cheek, and
we were delighted. Everything was delightful.—“1've
finished aft, sir, called out Mr. Creighton.— “No water
in the well, sir,” reported for the last time the car-
penter, sounding-rod in hand. Mr. Baker glanced along
the decks at the expectant groups of men, glanced aloft
at the yards.— “ Ough! That will do, men,” he grunted.
The groups broke up. The voyage was ended.
Rolled-up beds went flying over the rait; lashed
chests went sliding down the gangway— rnighty few of
both at that. “The rest is having a cruise off the
Cape,” explained Knowles enigmatically to a dock-
loafer with  whom he had struck a sudden friendship.
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Men ran, calling to one another, hailing utter strangers
to “lend a hand with the dunnage,” then with sudden
decorum approached the mate to shake hands before
going ashore.— “ Good-bye, sir,” they repeated in various
tones. Mr. Baker grasped hard palms, grunted in a
friendly manner at every one, his eyes twinkled.— “ Take
care of your money, Knowles. Ough! Sooi1 get a nice
wife if you do.” The lame man was delighted.— “ Good-
bye, sir,” said Belfast with emotion, wringing the mate’s
hand, and looked up with swimming eyes. “I thought
I would take 'im ashore with me,” he went on plain-
tively. Mr. Baker did not understand, but said kindly:
—“Take care of yourself, Craik,” and the bereaved
Belfast went over the rait mourning and alone.

Mr. Baker in the sudden peace of the ship moved
about solitary and grunting, trying door handles, peer-
ing into dark places, never done— a model chief mate! No
one waited for him ashore. Mother dead; father and
two brothers, Yarmouth fishermen, drowned together on
the Dogger Bank; sister married and unfriendly. Quite
a lady. Married to the leading tailor of a little town,
and its leading politician, who did not think his sailor

brother-in-law guite respectable enough for him. Quite
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a lady, auite a lady, he thought, sitting down for a mo-
ment’'s rest on the guarter-hatch. Time enough to go
ashore and get a bite, and sup, and a bed somewhere.
He didn’'t like to part with a ship. No one to think
about- then. The darkness of a misty evening fell, cold
and damp, upon the deserted deck; and Mr. Baker sat
smoking, thinking of all the successive ships to whom
through many long years he had given the best of a
seaman’s care. And never a command in sight. Not
once!— “| haven’'t somehow' the cut of a skipper about
me,” he meditated placidly, while the shipkeeper (who
had taken possession of the galley), a wizened old
man with bleared eyes, cursed him in whispers for
“hanging about so.”— “Now, Creighton,” he pursued
the unenvious train of thought, “ guite a gentleman . . .
swell friends . . . will get on. Fine young fellow ... a
little more experience.” He got up and shook himself.
“I'll be back first thing to-morrow morning for the
hatches. Don’t you let them touch anything before |
come, shipkeeper,” he called out. Then, at last, he also
went ashore— a model chief mate!

The men scattered by the dissolving contact of

the land came together once more in the shipping
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Office.—“The Narcissus pays off,” shouted outside a
glazed door a brass-bound old fellow with a crown,
and the capitals B. T. on his cap. A lot trooped in at
once but many were late. The room was large, white-
washed, and bare; a counter surmounted by a brass-
wire grating fenced off a third of the dusty space, and
behind the grating a pasty-faced clerk, with his hair
parted in the middle, had the auick, glittering eyes
and the vivacious, jerky movements of a caged bird.
Poor Captain Allistoun also in there, and sitting before
a little table with piles of gold and notes on it, ap-
peared subdued by his captivity. Another Board of
Trade bird was perching on a high stool near the
door: an old bird that did not mind the chaff of
elated sailors. The crew of the Narcissus, brolcen up
into knots, pushed in the corners. They had new shore
togs, smart jackets that looked as if they had been
shaped with an axe, glossy trousers that seemed made
of crumpled sheet-iron, collarless flannel shirts, shiny
new boots. They tapped on shoulders, button-holed one
another, asked:— “Where did you sleep last night?”
whispered gaity, slapped their thighs, stamped, with
bursts of subdued laughter. Most had clean radiant
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faces; only one or two were dishevelled and sad; the
two young Norwegians looked tidy, meek, and alto-
gether of a promising materiat for the kind ladies that
patronise the Scandinavian Home. Wamibo, still in his
working clothes, dreamed, upright and burly in the
middle of the room, and when Archie came in, woke
up for a smile. But the wide-awake clerk called out a
name, and the paying-off business began.

One by one they came up to the pay-table to get
the wages of their glorious and obscure toil. They
swept the money with care into broad palms, rammed
it trustfully into trousers$’ pockets, or, turning their backs
on the table, reckoned with difficulty in the hollow of
their stiff hands.— “Money right? Sign the release.
There—there,” repeated the clerk, impatiently. “How
stupid those sailors are!” he thought. Singleton came
up, venerable—and uncertain as to daylight; brown
drops of tobacco juice maculated his white beard;
his hands, that never hesitated in the great light of
the open sea, could hardly find the smali pile of
gold in the profound darkness of the shore. *“ Can't
write?” said the clerk, shocked. “Make a mark,

then.” Singleton painfully sketched in a heavy cross,
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blotted the page. “What a disgusting old brute,”
muttered the clerk. Somebody opened the door
for him, and the patriarchal seaman passed through
unsteadily without as much as a glance at any
of us.

Archie had a pocket-book. He was chaffed. Bel-
fast, who looked wild, as though he had already
luffed up through a public-house or two, gave signs
of emotion and wanted to speak to the Captain pri-
vately. The master was surprised. They spoke
through the wires, and we could hear the Captain
saying:— “ I've given it up to the Board of Trade.” “I
should 've liked to get something of his,” mumbled
Belfast. “But you can't, my man. It's given up,
locked and sealed, to the Marine Office,” expostulated
the master; and Belfast stood back, with drooping
mouth and troubled eyes. In a pause of the business
we heard the master and the clerk talking. We caught
“James Wait— deceased— found no papers of any
kind— 110 relations—no trace—the Office must hotd
his wages then.” Donkin entered. He seemed out
of breath, was grave, fuli of business. He went

straight to the desk, talked with animation to the
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clerk, who thought him an intelligent man. They
discussed the account, dropping. h’s against one
another as if for a wager—very friendly. Captain
Allistoun paid. “l give you a bad discharge,” he
said, Qguietly. Donkin raised his voice:—#! don't
want your bloomin’ discharge—keep it. |I'm goin’
ter 'ave a job hashore.” He turned to us. “No
more bloomin® sea fur me,” he said, aloud. All
looked at him. He had better clothes, had an easy
air, appeared more at home than any of us; he stared
with assurance, enjoying the effect of his declaration.
“Yuss. | ’ave friends well hoff. That's more'n yer
got. But | ham a man. Yer shipmates for all that.
Who's comin fur a drink?”

No one moved. There was a silence; a silence of
blank faces and stony looks. He waited a moment,
smiled bitterly, and went to the door. There he faced
round once more. “Yer won't? Yer bloomin’ lot of
yrpocrits. No? What 'ave | done to yer? Did | bully
yer? Did | hurt yer? Did 1? ... Yer won't drink? . ..
No! . .. Then may yer die of thirst, hevery mother’s
son of yer! Not one of yer 'as the sperrit of g bug.

Ye'rr the scum of the world. Work and starve!”

The Nigger ofthe uNarcissus M 17
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He went out, and slammed the door with such
violence that the old Board of Trade bird nearly fell
off his perch.

“He’s mad,” said Archie. “No! No! He’s drunk,”
insisted Belfast, lurching about, and in a maudlin tone.
Captain Allistoun sat smiling thoughtfully at the cleared

pay-table.

Outside on Tower Hill, they blinked, hesitated
clumsily, as if blinded by the strange auality of the
hazy light, as if discomposed by the view of so many
men; and they who could hear one another in the
h°wl of gales seemed deafened and distracted by the
duli roar of the busy earth.—“To the Black Horse!
To the Black Horse!” cried some. “Let us have a
drink together before we part.” They crossed the
road, clinging to one another. Only Charley and
Belfast wandered off alone. As | came up | saw a
red-faced, blowsy woman, in a grey shawl, and with
dusty, fluffy hair, fali on Charley*s neck. It was his
mother.  She slobbered over him:—“O, my boy!
My boy!"—*“Leggo of me,” said Charley, *“Leggo,

mother!” | was passing him at the time, and over
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the untidy head of the blubbering woman he gave
me a humorous smile and a glance ironie, coura-
geous, and profound, that seemed to put all my
knowledge of life to shame. | nodded and passed
on, but heard him say again, good-naturedly:—“If
you leggo of me this minyt—ye shall 'ave a bob
for a drink out of my pay.” In the nexl few steps
| came upon Belfast. He caught my arm with
tremulous enthusiasm.— “| couldn’t go wi’ 'em,” he

stainmered, indicating by a nod our noisy crowd, that

drifted slowly along the other sidewalk. “When |
think of Jimmy. . . . Poor Jim! When 1 think of him
| have no heart for drink. You were his chum,
too . .. but | pulled him out ... didn't I? Short
wool he had. . .. Yes. And | stole the blooming
pie. ... He wouldn't go. ... He wouldn't go for
nobody.” He burst into tears. “I1 never touched him
—never—never!” he sobbed. “He went for me
like , ., like ... a lamb.”

| disengaged myself gently. Belfastfs erying fits
generally ended in a fight with some one, and |
wasn't anxious to stand the brunt of his inconsolable

sorrébw.  Moreover, two bulky policemen stood near
7
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by, looking at us with a disapproving and incorruptible
gaze.— “ So long!” | said, and went off.

But at the corner | stopped to take my last look at
the crew of the Narcissus. They were swaying irresolute
and noisy on the broad flagstones before the Mint.
They were bound for the Black Horse, where men, in
fur caps with brutal faces and in shirt sleeves, dispense
out of varnished barrels the illusions of strength, mirth,
happiness; the illusion of splendour and péetry of life,
to the paid-off crews of southern-going ships. From
afar | saw them discoursing, with jovial eyes and
clumsy gestures, while the sea of life thundered into
their ears ceaseless and unheeded. And swaying about
there on the white stones, surrounded by the hurry
and clamour of men, they appeared to be creatures Of
another kind—Ilost, alone, forgetful, and doomed; they
were like castaways, like reckless and joyous castaways,
Kke mad castaways making merry in the storm and
upon an insecure ledge of a treacherous rock. The
roar of the town resembled the roar of topping breakers,
merciless and strong, with a loud voice and cruel pur-
pose; but overhead the clouds broke; a flood of sun-

shine streamed down the walls of grimy houses. The
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dark knot of seamen drifted in sunshine. To the left
of them the trees in Tower Gardens sighed, the
Stones of the Tower gleaming, seemed to stir in
the play of light, as if remembering suddenly all the
great joys and sorrows of the past, the fightihg proto-
types of these men; press-gangs;, mutinous cries; the
wailing of women by the riverside, and the shouts of
men welcoming victories. The sunshine of heaven fell
like a gift of grace on the mud of the earth, ori the
remembering and mute stones, on greed, selfishness;
on the anxious faces of forgetful men. And to the
right of the dark group the stained front of the Mint,
cleansed by the flood of light, stood out for a mo-
ment, dazzling and white, like a marble patace in
a fairy tale. The crew of the Narcissus drifted out
of sight.

| never saw them again.. : The sea took some, the
steamers took others, the graveyards of the earth will
account for the rest. Singleton has no doubt taken
with him the long record of his faithful work into the
peaceful depths of an hospitable sea. And Donkin,
who never did a decent day’s work in his Iif

doubt earns his living by discoursing with fi
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guence upon the right of labour to live. So be it!
Let the earth and the sea each have itsown.

A gone shipmate, like any other man, isgone for
ever; and | never saw one of them again. But at
times the spring-floodof memory sets with force up
the dark River of the Nine Bends.Then on the
waters of the forlorn stream drifts a ship— a shadowy
ship manned by a crew of Shades. They pass and
make a sign, in a shadowy hail. Haven't we, together
and upon the immortal sea, wrung out a meaning
from our sinful lives? Good-bye, brothers! You were
a good crowd. As good a crowd as ever fisted with
wild cries the beating canvas of a heavy foresail; or
tossing aloft, invisible in the night, gave back yell for

yell t6 a westerly gale.

THE END
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“ Narcissus” iv. —TheShadow Line 1v.
— Typhoon, and Other Stories 1v.
Conway, Hugh (F.J. Fargus), f 1885.
Called Back 1v. — Bound logether
2v. — A Family Affair 2v. — Living or
Dead 2v.
Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), t 1851.
The Spy 1v. — The Last of the Molii-
tans 2 v.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine Saunders.

Complcte List.

Corelli, Marie.

Vendetta! 2 v. — Thelma 2v. — A
Romance of Two Worlds 2v. —* Ardath "
. vw>—Wormwood. A Drania of Paris
2v. The Hired Baby, with other Stdfies
and Social Sketches 1v. — Barabbas; A
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. —
The Sorrows ofSatan 2v. —The Miglity
Atom 1v. —The Murder of Deliria 1v. —
Ziska 1v. — Boy. A Sketcli. 2v.—The
Master-Cliristian 2v.—" TemporalPower”
2 v. — God's Good Man 2 v. — Free
Opinions 1v. — Treasure of Heaven 2 v.
— Holy Orders 2v. —The Life Everla8t-
ing 2 v. — Love—and the Philosoplier
1v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.

Those Delightiul Americans 1 v. — Set in
Authority 1v. — Cousin Cinderella 1v.

“ County, the,” Author of.
The County 1v.

Craik, George Lillie, 1 1866.

A Manuat of English Literaturo and of
the History of the English Language 2 v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. Mulockl,
t 1887.

John Halifax, Gentleman 2V. — A Life
for a Life 2v. — Rpmantic Tales 1v. —
Domestic Stories 1 V. — The Ogilvies 1v.

Lord Erlistouniv. —Cliristian’sMistake
!'v.— A Noble Life 1v. — Olive 2v. —
Studies (roni l.ife 1v. —Poems 1v.—The
Unkind Word, and other Stories 2v.—
A Brave Lady 2v. — Hannah 2v.—
Sermons out of Cliurch 1 v. — The
Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 1V. —
A legacy 2 v. — Young Mrs. Jardine
iv. —His Little Mother, and other Tales
and Sketches 1V. —Plain Speaking 1v. —
Miss Torniny 1V. — J$ing Arthur 1v.
(vide p. 29.)

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May).

Lost and Won 1v. — Faith UnwiiPs
Ordeal 1v.—Leslie Tyrrell 1v. —Wini-
fred’sWooing, etc. 1v. — Mildred 1v. —
Hero Trevelyan 1v. — Without Kitli or
Kin 2v.—Only aBmterfly iv, —Sylvia's
Clioice; Theresa 2v. — Anne Warwick
iv. — Dorcas 2v.

Craik, Georgiana M., S M. C. Stirling.
Two Tales of wmarriea Life (Hard to
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A 1rue Man, by M.
C. Stirling) 2 v.
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Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide Lady Ful-
lerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 1 1909.

Mr. Isaacs 1v. — Doctor Claudius iv. —
To Leeward 1 v. — A Roman Singer
1v.—An American Politician 1v.—
Zoroaster 1v. —A Tale of aLonely Parish
2v.— Saracinesca 2v. —M arzio’s Crucifix
1v.—PaulPatoff 2v.—With thelmmortals
iv. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant’ llario
2 v. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance
iv. —Khaled 1v. —The Witcli of Pragne
2v.—The Three Fates 2v. —Don Orsino
2v. — The Children of the King 1v. —
Pietro Ghisleri 2v. —Marion Darche 1v.
—Katharine Lauderdale 2v.—The Ral-
stons 2v. — Casa Braccio 2v. — Adam
Johnstone’s Son 1v. — Taquisara 2v. —
A Rose of Yesterday 1v. — Corleone
2v. —Via Crucis 2v. — In the Patace of
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of
Venice 2v. — Cecilia 2v. — The Heart
of Rome 2v. —Whosoever Shall Offend...
2v. — Soprano 2v. —A Lady of Rome 2v.
— Arethusa 2v. —The Primndonna 2v.—
The Diva's Ruby 2 v. —The White Sister
iv. — Stradella 1v. — The Undesirable
Governess 1v. — Uncanny Tales 1v.

Crockett, S. R.,
The Raiders 2v.
Moon 2v.

Croker 11920
Peggy of the Bartons 2v. — The Happy
Valley 1v. — The Old Car.tonment, with
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere 1v.
— A Nine Days’ Wonder 1v. — The
Youngest Aliss Mowbray 1v. —TheCat's-
Paw 1v. —Katherine the Arrogant 1v. —
Fanie 1v. — Babes in the Wood 1v. —A
Rolling Stone 1v. — The Serpent's Tooth
1v. —In Old Madras 1v. — Lismoyle 1v.

* 1860, 11914.
— The Dark o’ the

— The Chaperon 1 v. — The Pagoda
Tree 1v.
Cross, J. W.: vide George Eliot’s Life.

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. Thomas.

Cummins, Miss (Am.), t 1866.

The Lamplighter 1v. — Haunted Hearts
1v.

Cushing, Pau
The Blac smlth of Voe 2.

“ Daily News.”
War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi-
hatd Forhes and otliers 3v.

Danby, Frank
The Heart of a Child 2v. — An Incom
pleat Etonian 2v. —Let the Rooffaliin 2v.

Complete List.

Dane, Clemence.
A Bill of Divorcement; Legend 1v.

“ Dark,” Author of.

Dark 1v.

Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
Van Bihher and Others 1v. — Ranson’s
Folly 1wv.

De Foe, Daniel, t 1731.
Robinson Crusoe 2v.

Telafield, E. M.
Mrs. Harter 1 v. — The Chip and the
Block iv. —Jill 1v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher 1 v.

Dell, Floyd (Am.).
This Mad Ideat 1v. — Runaway 1v. —
Love in Grecnwich Village 1v.

“ Democracy,” Author of (Am.).
Democracy 1v.

De Morgan, William.
Joseph Vance 2 v.

“ Demos,” Author of: v. George Gissfng.

De Quincey, Thomas.
Confessionsof an English Opium-Eater 1v.

“ Diary and Notes” : vide Author of

“ Horace Templeton.”

Dickens, Charles, t 1870.

The Pickwick Club 2 v. — American
Notes iv. — OHver Twist 2 v.
Nicholas Nicklehy 2v. — Sketélies 2v.—
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas
Carol; The Cliimes; The Cricket on the
Hearth 1v.—Master Huinphrey’s Clock
(OldCuriosityShop; Barnaby Rudge, etc.)
3v. —Pictures from Italy 1v.— Domhey
and Son 3v.—David Copperfield 3v. —
Bleak House 4v. — Hard Times 1lv. —
Little Dorrit (with lllustrations) 4 v.
— The Battle of Life; The Haunted Man
iv. —A Tale of two Cities 2v. —Hunted
Down; The Uncommercial Traveller 1v.
— Great Expectations 2v. — Christmas
Stories, etc. 1v. — Our Mutual Friend
(with lllustrations) 4 v. — Somebody's
Luggage; Mrs.Lirriper'sLodgings; Mrs.
Lirriper’'s Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari-
gold’s Prescriptions; Mughy Junction 1v.
—The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with
lllustrations) 2v. — The Mudfog Papers,
iv. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed.
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaugliter
4v. —J'ide also Household Words, Novels-
and Tales. and John Forster.



E xira volumes at specialprices:

A Christmas Carol . Jb—70
The Chinies . Jb —70
The Cricket on the Hearth Jb —70
The Battle of Life .. .db —
The Haunted Man .. .3 1—
A Child's History of Eng-

land. 2vols......ccoceerenene Jb 3.60

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie Collins.
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol-
lingford 1v.

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Beaconsfield,
t 1881
Venetia 2v. — Vivian Grey 2v. —Hen-

rietta Tempie 1v. — Lothair 2v.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.
The Story ofaModern W oman 1v. — One
Doubtful Hour 1v.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, 11879.
The HolyLand 2v. —New America2v.—
Spiritual Wives 2 v. — Her Majesty’'s
Tower 4v.— Free Russia 2 v.— History
of two Oueens 6 v. — White Compicst
2v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2v.

Dixon, Jr., Thomas (Am.).
The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v.

Dowie, M$énie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians 1v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.

The Sign of Four 1v. — Micah Ciarke
2 v.—The Captain of the Pole-Star, and
other Tales 1v. —The White Company
2 v.—A Study in Scarlet 1 v. — The
GreatShadow, and Beyond the City 1v.—
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v.
—The Refugees 2 v. —The Firm of
Girdlestone 2v. — The Memoirs of Sher-
lock Holmes 2v. — Round the Red Lamp
1lv. —The Stark Munro Letters 1v. —
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard 1v. —
Rodney Stone 2v.— Uncle Bernac 1v. —
The Tragedy of the Korosko 1v. — A
Duet iv. — The Green Flag 1v. — The
Great Boer War 2v. — The War in South
Africa 1v. — The Hound of the Basker-
villes iv. — Adventures of Gerard 1v.—
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. —Sir
Nigel 2v. —Through the Magie Door 1v.
— Round the Fire Stories 1v.—The Mys-
tery of Clooinber 1v. — The Last Galley
1v. — The Lost World 1vi— The Poison
Belt iv. — The Land of Mist 1v. —The
Case- Book pf Sherlock Holmes i v,

Drummond, Professor Henry, t 1897-
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax
Vobiscum; The Changed Life 1v.

Dufferin, the Earl of.
Letters from High Latitudes 1v.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vtde Mrs.

Cotes.
Dunton : vide Th. Watts-Dunton.

Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles 1 v.

Eastwick, Edward B., t 1883.
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1v.

Eccles: vide 0'Conor Eccltsj page 21.
Edgeworth, Maria: vide p. 29.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie.

Steven Lawrence, Yeoman 2 v. — A
Vagabond Heroine 1 v. — Leah: A
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Bluc-

Stocking 1 v. — Jet: Her Face or Her
Fortune? 1v. — Vivian the Beauty 1v.
—A Ballroom Repentance 2v. —AGirton
Girl 2 v. — A Playwright's Daughter, and
Bertie Griffiths 1v. — Pearl-Powder 1v.

Edwards, Amelia B., t 1892.

Barbara’'s Histofy 2 v. — Hand and
Glove iv. — Half a Alillion of Money
2 v. — Debenham’s Vow 2 v. — In the
Days of my Youth 2 v. — Monsieur
Maurice 1v. — A Night on the Borders
of the Black Forest 1v. — A Thousand
Miles up the Nile 2v. — Lord Bracken-
bury 2v.

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide Betham.

Eggleston, Edward (Am.), t 1902.
The Faith Doctor 2 v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 v.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—Mrs. Cross),
t 1880.

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam
Bede 2v. —The Mili on the Floss 2 v. —
Silas Marner 1v. — Roniola 2v. —Felix
Holt 2 v. — Daniel Deronda 4 v. —
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1v.—
George Eliot's Life, edited by her Uus-
band J. W. Cross 4 v.



“ Elizabeth  vide Elinor Glyn and “ Let-
ters of her Mother to Elizabbth.”

“ Elizabeth and her German Garden,”
Author of.

Elizabeth and her German Garden i v.—
The Solitary Sumnier i v. — The Bene-
factress 2v. — Princess Priscilla’s Fort-
night 1v. — The Adventures of Elizabeth
i.i"Rugen 1v. — Frauleih Schmidtand Mr.
Anstruther 1v. — Vera 1v. — The En-
chanted April 1v. — Love 1v. — Intro-
duction to Sally 1v.

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, t 1898.

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2V .-
Old Court Life in France 2 v. —The
ltalians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle
Woman in Sicily 1v. — Pictures of Old
Rome 1v.—The Diary ofan IdleWoman in
Spain 2 v. —The Story of Sophia 1v. —
Diary of an Idle Woman in Constan-
tinople 1v. — OId Court Life in Spain
2 v> — Roman Gossip 1v.

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.), t 1882.
Representative Men 1v. — Essaysiv .-
Nature and Thought 1v. — English Traits
iv. — Conduct of Life 1v.

“ English Fairy Tales.” 1v.

Erroll, Henry.
An Ugly Duckling 1v.

Esler, E. Rentoul.
The Way they loved a*Grimpat 1v.

. Estelle Russell,” Author of.
Estelle Russell 2v.

Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D'.
Three Sisters 1v.—A Laughing Pbilo-
supher 1v. —The Pro/essor'sWooing 1v.
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland
! v.— Orchardscroft 1v, — Appassionata
1v. — Old Maids and Young 2v. — The
Queen’s Serf 1v.

“ Euthanasia,” Author of.
Euthanasia 1v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, t 1885.
Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life;
Daddy Darwin’s Dovecot 1v. — A Fint
Iron for a Farthing 1v. — The Brownies,
and other Tales 1v.

“ Expiated,” Author of.
Expiated 2v.
Fargus, F.J.: vide Hugh Conway.

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), t 1903.
Darkncss and Dawn 3v.

“ Fate of Fenella, the,” Authors of.
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors 1v.

Felkin, Alfred Laurence:
Fowler.

E T

vide

Felkin, Mrs.: vtde E. T. Fowler.
Fendall, Percy: vtde F. C. Philips.

Fenn, George Manville.

The Parson o Dumford 2 v.

— The
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Ferber, Edna (Am.).
Show Boat 1v. — So Big 1v.

Fielding, Henry, t 1754-
Tom Jones 2v.

Findlater, Mary & Jane (Am.):
Kate Douglas Wiggin.

vide

Fitzgerald, Edward.
Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam 1 v.

Five Centuries
of the English Language and Literature.
John Woycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. —
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. —
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson.—John
Locke.—Thomas Gray (vol.soo, pubhsin-d
1860) 1v.

Fleming, George (Am.).
Andromeda 2v.

Forbes, Archibald, 1 1900-
My Experiences of the War between
France and Germany 2 v. — Memor.es
and Studies of War and Peace 2v. — Yidet
also “ Daily News,” War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E
Eight Days 2 v.

Forrester, Mrs.

Viva 2v. — Rhona 2v. — My Lord and
My Lady 2v. — | have Lived and Loved
2v. —Junc 2v. —Although hewasa Lord,
and otherTalesi v. — Corisande.and other
Talesiv.—Once Again 2v.—Ofthe World,
Worldly 1v. — Dearest 2v. — The Light
of other Days 1v. —Too Late Repented
1v.

Forster, John, t 1876.
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus-
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.
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Fothergill, Jessie.
The First Violin 2w — Probation 2v. —
Made or Marred, and “ One of Three”
iv. — Peril 2v. — Borderland 2 v.

“ Found Dead,” Authorof: vide James
Payn.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. Alfred
Laurence Felkin).
A Double Thread 2 v. — Place and
Power 2v. — In Subjection 2v. — Miss
Fallowfield’s Fortune 1v.

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. A. L.
Felkin), & Alfred Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2v.

Fox, Caroline, t 1871.
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour-
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.
Pym 2 v.

“ Frank Fairlegh,”
Smedley), t 1864.

Frank Fairlegh 2v.

Author of (F. E.

Francis, M. E.
The Duenna of a Genius 1v.

Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898.
lllumination 2v.

Freeman, Edward A., t 1892.

The Growth of the English Constitution
iv. — Sketches from French Travel 1v.

Froude, James Anthony, t 1894.

Oceanalv. —The Spanish Story of the
Armada, and other Essays 1v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, t 1885.

Ellen Middleton 1v. — Grantley Manor
2v. —Lady Bird 2v. — Too Strange not
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood
2 v. — Mrs. Geralds’ Niece 2y. — The
Notary’s Daughter 1v. —*1he Lilies ofthe
Valley, and The House of Pcnarvan 1v. —
The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1v. — A
Wi ill and a Way, and The Handkerchief
at the Wimlow 2v. — Eliane 2v. (by Mrs.
Augustus Craven, translated by Lady Ful-
lerton). — Laurentia 1v.

Galsworthy, John.
The Country House 1v.— Fraternity 1v.—
Villa Rubein 1v. — A Man of Devon,
tec. 1v. — A Motley 1v.—The Patrician
1v. —Justice, and Other Plays 1v. —The

Complete List.

Silver Box, and Other Plays 1v. — The
Inn of Tranauillity 1v. —The Island Pha-
risees 1v. — The Dark Flower 1v. — A
Bit o' Love, and Other Plays 1v. — A
Family Man, and Other t lays 1v. —Cap-
tures 1v. —The White Monkey 1v. — The
Forsyte Saga 3v. — The Silver Spoon 1v.
— Beyond 1v.

Gardiner: vtde Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., t 1865-
Mary Barton 1v. — Ruth 2v. — Lizzie
Leigh, and other Tales 1v. —The Life of
Charlotte Bronte 2v. — Lois the Witch,
etc. 1v. — Sylvia’'s Lovers 2 v. — Wives
and Daughters 3 v. — Cranford 1v.

“ Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author of:
vide Author of “ Miss Molly.”

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Longard de
Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2v. — Recha 1v. — Ortho-
dox 1v. —TheWrong Man 1v. —A Spot-
lessReputation 1v. —One Year 1y. —1he
Supreme Crime 1v. — The Blood-Tax 1v.
— The Eternal Woman 1v. — Made of
[Money 1v. — The Bridge of Life 1v. —
The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Improb-
able Idyl 1v. — The Compromise 2v. —
Itinerant Daughters 1v. — Restitution 1v.
— Pomp andCircumstance 1v. —TheGrass
Wid6éw 1v.- A Glorious Lie 1v. —Tho
City of Enticement 1v.—Exotic Martha 1v.
—The Unworthy Pact 1v. —The Waters
of Lethe 1v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de taszowska).
A Secret Mission 1v. —A Foreigner 2v.
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.

Gibbon, Perceval.
The Adventures of Miss Gregory 1v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home 1v.

Gissing, Goorge, t i9°3-
Demos 2v. — New Grub Street 2 v.

Gladstone, W. E., t 1898.
Ronie and the Newest Fashions in Re-
ligiall 1 v. — Bulgarian Horrors, and
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts
1v. —The Hellenie Factor in the Eastern
Problem, with other Tracts 1v.

Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth 1 v. — The Re-
flections of Ambrosine 1v. — The Vicissi-
tmles of Evangeline 1v. — Beyond the
Rocks 1v. — Three Weeks 1v. — Eliza-
beth Visits America 1v. — His Hour 1v.
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—The ReasonWhy i v.—Halcyone i v.—
The Contrast i v.— Guinevere'sLoveri v.
— Man and Maid i v.— Six Days rv. —
The Great Moment i v. — Love’s Blind-
nessiv. — “ It,” and Other Stories i v.

Tauchnitz Edition.

Godfrey, Hal:
Eccles.

vide Charlotte 0'Conor

Goldring, Douglas.
Nobody Knows i v. — Cuckoo i v. —The
Merchant of Souls i v. — The Faeade i v.

Goldsmith, Oliver, t 1774.
Select Works (with Portrait) 1v.

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious 1v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary 1v.

Gore, Mrs., t 1861
Castles in the Air 1v. — The Dean’s
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice
2v.—Mammon 2v. —A Life’s Lessons
2v. —The Two A ristocracies 2v. — Heck-
ington 2v.

Grand, Sarah.
Our Manifold Nature 1v. — Babs the
Impossible 2v. —Emotional Moments 1v.

Grant, Miss.
Yictor Lescar 2v. — The Sun-Maid 2v.
— My Heart's in the llighlands 2v. —
Artiste 2v. — Prince Hugo 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Reproach of Annesley 2v.

Grenville: Murray, E.C. (Trois-Etoiles),
t 1881

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3v. —
French Pictures in English Chalk (First
Seriesd 2v. — Erench Pictures in English
Chalk (second Seriesd 2 v. — Strange
Tales iv. — That Artful Vicar 2V. — Six
Months in the Ranks 1v.

Grey, Zane (Am.).
Tappan's Burro, and Other Stories 1v. —
The Cali of the Canyon 1v.—The Thun-
dering Herd 1v.

Grimwood, Ethel St. Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur 1v.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyroleso 1v.

Co7)iplcte List.

Gunter, A. C. (Am.), t 1907.
Mr. Barnes of New York 1v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey: vide Anstey.

“ Guy Livingstone,” Author of (George
Alfred Laurence), f 1876.
Guy Livingstone 1 v. — Sword and
Gown iv. — Border and Bastillei v. —
Maurice Dering 1 v. — Sans Merci 2v.
— Breaking a Butterfly 2v. — Anteros
2 v. — Haarene 2

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen's Babies & Other People’s Chil-
dren 1v.

Haggard, Sir H. Rider t 1925.

King Solomon’s Mines 1v. — She 2v.—
Jess 2v. —Allan Quatermain 2v. — The
\Vitch's llead 2v. — Maiwa’'s Revenge
iv. —Mr. Meeson's Will 1v. — Colonel
Quaritch, V. C. 2v. — Cleopatra 2v. —
Allan’sWife 1v.—Beatrice 2v.—Dawn
2v.— Montezuma’s Daughter 2v. —The
Peopleof the Mist 2v. —Joan Haste 2v.—
Heart of the World 2v.—The Wizard
iv. — Doctor Therne 1 v. — Swallow
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart,
and Elissa 1v. —Lysbeth 2v. — A Winter
Pilgrimage 2v. — Pearl-Maiden 2v. —
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v.
— Ayesha. The Return of ‘She’ 2v. —
The Wajr of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita 1v.
— Far Margaret 2 v. — The Lady of
Blossholme 1v. — Morning Star 1v. —
Qucen Sheba's Ring 1v. —Red Eve 1v.
—Marie 1v. —Child of Storin 1v. —The
Wanderer's Nccklace 1v. — Wisdom's
Daughter 1v. — Heu-Heu, or The Mon-
ster iv. — Queen of the Dawn 1v. —The
Treasure of the Lake 1v. — Allan and the
Ice-pods 1v.

Haggard, Sir H. Rider, & Andrew Lang.
The World’s Desire 2v.

A E Halce: vide Gen. Gordon.
Hall, Mrs. S. C., t 1881.
Can Wrong be Right? 1v.—Marian 2v.

Hamerton, P. G., t 1894.
Marmorne 1v. — French and English 2v.

Hardy, Rev. E J.
How to be Happy though Married 1v.—
Still Happy though Married 1v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of “ Not
Easily Jealous.”
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Hardy, Thomas.
The Hand of Ethclberta 2 v. — Far
eroni the Madding Crowd 2v. —The Re-
turn of the Native 2v. — The Trumpet-
JjVor 2v*— A- Laodicean 2v. —Two on
ower 2v. —A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v.
A Group of Noble Dames 1v. — 'l ess
® tlie 1)’ Urbervilles 2v. — Life’s l.ittle
trou.es 1v. —Jude the Obscure 2v. —A
“hangcd Man 1v. — The Romantic Ad-
ventures of a Milkmaid 1v.

Harraden, Beatrico.
Sliips that pass in the Night i v. —In
Varying Moolls : v. — llilda Stratford,
and |he Remittance Man 1v. — The
Towler 2 v. —TheScholar's Daughter 1v.
— Interplay 2v. — Out of the Wrcck | Rise
1W  PatufFaiv. — Youth Calling 1v.

Rachel 1v.

Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard 1v.

Harrison, Mrs.: vidc Lucas Malct.

Harto, Bret (Am.), f 1902.

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo-
nauts: — The Luck of Roaring Camp;
lhe Outcasts of Poker Fiat, etc.—
Spanish and American Legends; Con-
densed Novels; Civic and Character
Sketches; Poems) 2 v. — Drift from Two
lores 1v- — Jeff Briggs's l.ove Story,
and other Tales 1v. — Flip, and othei
etories 1v. — By Shore and Sedge 1v. —
Snow-bound at Eagle’s, and Devil's Ford
1v*y T he Crusade of the “ Excelsior” 1v.
jThe Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, and
otherTales 1v. —A First Family of Tasa-
jara 1v. — Sally Dows, etc. 1v. — The
Bell-Ringer of AngePs, etc. 1 v.
The Ancestors ofPeter Atherly, etc. 1v.—
Tales of Trail and Town 1v. — Mr. Jack
Hainli.Ps Mediation, and other Stories 1v.
— From Sand-liill to Pine 1v. — Under
the Redwoods 1v. — Trent's Trust 1 v.

Sir Henri Ha/elo:kwide Rev.W. ELock.

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), t 1864.
The Scarlet Letter 1 v. — Transforma-
tion (The Marbie Faun) 2 v. — Passages
from his English Note-Books 2 v.

Hay, John (Am.), t 1905: vide * The
Bread-Winners,” Author of.

Hay, Marie.
Mas anicllo 1v. —The Evil Yineyard 1v.

Complete List.
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Hearn, Lafcadio, t 1906.
Kokoro 1v.— Kwaidan 1v. — Glimpses
of Unfamiliar Japnn (First Series) 1v.
— Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan (second
Series) 1v. —Gleanings inBuddha-Fields
iv.  Out of the East 1v. —T he Romance

of the Milky Way, etc. 1v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alexandcr.

“ Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author ot

vide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, t 1875.
Friendsin Council 2v.—Ivan de Biron 2v.

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, } 1835.
Select Poetical Works 1v.

Henry, O (Am.).
Cabbages and Kings 1v.

Hergosheimer, Joseph (Am.).
Java Head 1v.— Cytherea 1v. —Moun-
tain Blood 1v. — The Three Black Pennys
1v. — Linda Condon 1v. — The Bright
Shawl iv. —Balisand 1v. —Tampico 1v.

Hewlett, Maurice.

The Forest Lovers 1v. — Little Novels
ofItaly iv. — New Canterbury Tales 1v.
— The Queen’s Quair; or, The Six Years’
Tragedy 2 v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. —
The Stooping Lady 1lv. — The Spanish
Jade 1v. — Halfway House 2v — Opcn
Country 1v. — Rest Harrow 1 v. —
Brazenhead the Great 1v.— The Song of
Renny 1v. —Lore of Proserpine 1v. —
Bendish 1v.

Hichens, Robert.

FJdames 2v. — The Slave 2v. — Felix 2v.
— The Woman with the Fan 2v. —The
Garden of Allah 2v. —The Black Spaniel
and Other Stories 1y. — The Cali of the
Blood 2v. — A Spirit in Prison 2v.__
Barbary Sheep 1v. — Bella Donna 2v. —
The Spe|l of Egypt 1v.—The Dweller on
the Threshold 1v. —The Fruitful Vine 2v.
— The Londoners 1v.—An Imaginative

n 1lv* W ay of Ambition 2v.—
The Holy Land 1v. —TheLast Time, and
Other Stories 1v. — After the Verdict 2v.
— The God Within Him 2wv.

Hobart Pasha, Admirat, f 1886.
Sketches from my Life 1v.
(Mrs. Craigie)

Hobbes, John Oliver
(Am.), f X
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord

Wickenhnm 1v. — Tlie Serious Wooing
1v. — The Dream and the Business 2y.



H

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2v. — Out of Court 2v.

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust liath Eaten
iv. —The Gods Arrive 1v. — The Val-
ley of the GreatShadow 1lv. —GieatLow-
lands 1v. —A Garden of Spinsters 1v.

Holme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), t 1894.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
iv. —The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table iv. —The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table 1v.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).

Half a Hero 1v. — Comcdies of Court-
ship iv. — The Heart of Princess Osra
iv. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert of
llentzau 1v. — The King's Mirror 2v.
— Quisante 1v. —The Intrusions of Peggy
2v. — Double Harness 2v. — A Servant
of the Public 2v. —Sophy of Kravonia 2v.
— Tales of Two People 2v. —The Great
Miss Driver 2v. — Little Tiger 1v.

Hopkins, Tighe, 11919.
All Idler in Old France 1v. — The Man
in the Iron Mask 1v. — The Dungeons
of Old Paris 1v.—The Silent Gate 1v. —
The Women Napoleon Loved 1v. —The
Romance of Fraud 1v.

“ Horace Templeton,” Author of.
Diary and Notes 1v.

Hornung, Ernest William.

A Bride from the Bush 1v. — Under
Two Skies 1v. — Some Persons Unknown
1v. — The Amateur Cracksman 1v. —
The Rogue’s March 1v. — Peccavi 1v.
— The Black Mask 1v.—The Shadowof
the Rope 1v. — No Hero 1v. — Denis
Dent iv. — A Thiefin the Night 1v. —
Dead Men Tell No Tales 1v. —Mr. J ustice
Raffles iv. — The Camera Fiend 1v. —
Fathers of Men 2 v. — The Thousandth
Woman 1v. — The Crime Doctor 1v.

“ Household Words.”
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56.
36 v.—Novhis and Talks reprinted from
Household Words by Charles Dickens.
1850-59. 11 V.

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide “ Recommended to
Mercy.”

“ How to be Happy though Married” :
vtde Rev. E. J. Hardy.

Tinichnitz Edition.

Complete List.

| Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), t 1898.
Aunt Serena 1v. — Guenn 2v. —Tony,
1the Maid, etc. 1v.

Howard, Blanche Willis, t 1898, & Wil-

liam Sharp (Am.), f 1905.

A Fellowe and His Wife 1v.

Howells, William Dean (Am.).
A Foregone Conclusion 1 v. — The
Lady of the Aroostook 1v. — A Modern
Instance 2v. —The Undiscovered Country
iv. — Venetian Life 1v. — ltalian
Journeys 1v. — A Chance Acguaintance
iv. — Their Wedding Journey 1v. — A
Fearfid Responsibility, and Tonelli's
Marriage 1v. — A Woman'’s Reason 2v.
— Dr. Breen's Practice 1 v. — Miss
Bellard’s Inspiration 1v.

Hughes, Thomas, t 1898.
Tom Brown’s School-Days 1v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Arglcs), f 1897.
Molly Bawn 2 v. — Mrs. Geolfrey 2 v.
— Faith and Unfaith 2v. — Loys, Lord
Berresford, and other Tales 1v. — Ross-

moyne 2 v. — A Maiden all Forlorn,
etc. iv. — A Passive Crime, and other
Stories iv. — Green Pleasure and Grey

Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle 2v. —
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly
Barrington 1v. — Lady Branksmere 2v.
—Lady Valworth’s Diamonds 1v.—A
Modern Circe 2v. — Marvel 2v. —The
Hon. Mrs. Vereker 1v. — Under-Cur-
rents 2v. —In Durance Vile, etc. 1v.—A
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories 1v. —
A Life’sRemorse 2v. — A Born Cocjuette
2v. —The Ducliess 1v. —LadyVerner's
Fiight iv. — Nora Creina 2v. — A Mad
Prank, and other Stories 1 v. — The
lloyden 2v. — Peter's Wife 2v. —A Tug
of War 1v. —The Professor’s Kxperiment
2 v. — A Point of Conscience 2v. — A
Lonely.Girl 1v. — Lovice 1v. — The
Corning of Chloe 1v.
Hunt, Mrs.: vide Beaumont.
Hunt, Violet.

The Human Interest 1v. — White Rose
of Weary Leaf 2 v. — The Wife of Alta-
mont 1v.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
Kingsmead 1v.—The Lordship of Love 2v.
— The Green Patch 1v. — Julia tv. —
Candy, and Other Stories 1v.— Flies 1v.

Huxley, Aldous
Two or Three Graces, etc. 1v. — Those
Barren Leaves 1v.

Ingelow, Jean, t 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2v. —
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de
Bcrenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v.



Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow i v.

Ingram, John H.: vide Poe.
lota: vide Mrs. CafFyn.

Irving, Washington (Am.), t 1859.
The Sketch Book 2 v. — The Life of
Mahomet 1v. — Lives of the Successors
of Mahomet 1v. — Oliver Goldsmith 1v.
— Life of George Washington 5 v.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen [H. H.) (Am.), 11885.
Ramona 2v.

Jacobs, W. W.

Many Cargoes i v. - The _Skippers
Wooing, and The Brown Man » Serrant
, V.- Sea Urchins , v - A Master ol
Craft 1v. —tight Freights i v. —At Sun
wich Port rv. —1 he Lady ofthe Barge i v
— Odd Craft | v. — Dialstone Lane .
Captains All | v, - Short Crmses | V.
— Salthayen i v. — Sailors Knots ¢ i.
Ship’s Company i v. - Sea\Vh.spers i v.
_ The Castaways 1v.

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock 1v.

James, 6. P. R, t 1860.
Forest Days 1v. —The False Heir 1v. —
Arabella Stuart 1 v. — Rose d Albret
1v.—Arrah Neil 1v.—Agincourt 1v. —
The Smuggler 1v. - The Step-Mother
2 v. — Beauchamp x V. Heidelberg
1v. —The Gipsy 1v. — Darnley 1v. —
Russell 2v. —SirTheodore Broughton 2v.

James, Henry (Am.).

Daisy Miller; An International Episode;
Eour Mectings i v. — Roderick lludson
2 v. — The Madonna of the Future, ote.
| V. — Confidence iv . — Washington
Square, etc. 2v. — The Portrait of a
Lady 3 v. — Foreign Parts 1v. —
Portraits of Places 1v. —A Little Tour in
France 1v. — The Finer Grain 1v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy.
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. —The
Real Lord Byron 3v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, t 1885.
“Who Breaks—Pays” 1 v. — Skir
mishing 1v .- Once and Agam 2v.-
Two French Marnages 2 v. — Jupiter s
Daughter* | v.

Jenkins, Edward.
Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis-
fortunes; Lord Bantam 2v.

“ Jennio of ‘ The Prince’s,” ' Author of:
vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jerome K., t i027*

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle heliéw
. v _ Diary of a Pilgnmage, and Six
Essays 1v. —Novel Notes 1v. — Sketches
in Layender, Blui and Green | v. -

The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
tv — Three Men on the Bummel 1v. —
Paul Kelver 2v. — Tea-Table laik 1v.
Tommy and Co. 1v. - Idle Ideas.n 1.90s
Tv  The Passingofthe flurd I'loot Back
, v —The Angel and the Author—and
Others 1v.—They and |, 1v— AU Roads
Leadto Calvary | v.—Anthonyjohn 1v.

Jerrold, Douglas, t 1857.
Historv of St. Giles and St
4v._ iien of Character 2V.

“ John Halifax, Gentleman,” Author of:
vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vidc Mrs. Henry Wood,

James

Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre 2v.

“ Joshua Davidson,”
Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, 1 1877.

Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. —
Rachel Gray | v. — Adele 3v. — A
Summer and Winter in the Two Sicilics
2V. Seven Years, and other Tales 2 v.
— French Women of letters 1 v. —
English Women of Letters | v. — Queen
Mab 2v. — Beatri¢e 2v.— Dora 2v.—
Silnia 2 v. — Bessie 2v. —John Dorrien
3v. — Two lilies 2v. — Forget-me-
nots 2v. (Fiffep. 29)

Kaye-Smith, Sheila.
The End of the House of Alard 1v.

Author of: nide

Keary, Annie, 1 1879-
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daty 2v.

Keary, C. F.
The Mount 1 v.

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Esterre.

Kempis, Thomas A.
i lie Imitation of Christ.  Translated
from the Latin by W. Benham, n.a. 1v.

Kennedy, Margaret,
The Co(?%{ant N?/inph 1lv.



Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 1892.
Saint Leger 1v. — Romance of Student
Life Abroad 1v. — Was he Successful?
1v.

Kinglake, A. W., t 1891.
The Invasion of the Crimea 14 v.

Kingsley, Charles, 1 1875.
Westward lio! 2v. —Two Years ago 2v.
— Hypatia 2 v. — Hereward the Wake
2v. — At lLast 2v.
Kingsley, Henry, t 1876.
Austin Elliot 1v. —Geoffry Hamlyn 2v.
— The Hillyars and the Burtons 2v. —
Leighton Court 1v. — Reginald Hethe-
rege 2v. — The Grange Garden 2 v.
Kinross, Albert.
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1v.

Kipling, Rudyard.

Plain Tales from the Hills 1v. — The
Second Jungle Book 1lv. —The Seven
Seas iv. — “ Captains Courageous”
iv. —The Day’'sWork 1v. — A Fleet
in Being 1v. —Stalky & Co. 1lv. —From
Sea to Sea 2v.—The City of Dreadful
Night iv. —Kim 1v. —JustSo Stories 1v.
—The Five Nations 1v. — Traffics and
Discoveries 1v. —Puck of Pook’sHiill 1v.
— Actions and Reactions 1v. — Rewards
andFairies iv. —Land and SeaTales iv.
— Debits and Credits 1v.

LafFan, May.
Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor 1v.
Lamb, Charles, t 1834.
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1v. (vide
p. 29)
Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider Haggard.
Langdon, Mary (Am.).
Ida May 1v.
“ Last of tho Cavaliers, the,”
(Miss Piddington).
The Last of the Cavaliers 2v. — The
£>ain of a Loss 2 v.

Author of

Kaszowska, Mme de: vide E. Gerard.
eLaurence, George Alfred: vide
Livingstone.”

Lawless, the Hon. Emily, 1 1913.
Hurrish 1v.

Lawren.e, D H
JCngland, my England 1v.

Mrs. Lean: vide Florence Marryat.

“ Guy

li L(aves from the Journal of our Life In
tha Highlands " : vide Victorla R. I.

Lee, Holme; vide Harriet P/irr.

Lee, Vernon.

Popejacynth, etc. iv .— Genius Loci, and
The Enchanted Woods 1 v. — Hortus
Vitae, and Limbo 1v. — The Spirit of
Ronie, and Laurus Nobilis 1v. — Vanitas.
1v. — Louis Norbert 1v. — The Senti-
mental Traveller 1v. — The Tower of the
Mirrors 1v. — The Golden Keys 1v.

Le Fanu, J. S., t 1873.
Uncle Silas 2v. — Guy Deverell 2v.

Lemon, Mark, t 1870.
Wait for the End 2v. — Loved at Last
2v. —Falkner Lyle 2v. — Leyton Hall,,
and other Tales 2v. — Golden Fetters 2v..

Author of “ Letters from a Self-Mado
Merchant to his Son”: vide Georga.
Horace Lorimer.

Author of #The Letters of Her Mother ta
Elizabeth” ; vide Trowbridge.

Lever, Charles, t 1872.
The 0’'Donoghue 1v. — The Knight ofi
Gwynne 3v. — Arthur 0’Leary 2v. —
Harry Lorreguer 2 v. — Charles 0 'Mal-
ley 3v. — Tom Burke of “ Ours” 3v. —
Jack Hinton 2v. — The Daltons 4v. —
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The-
Martins of Cro’ Martin 3v. —The For-

tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Davenport
Dunn 3v. — Confessions of Con Cregan.
2v. — One of Them 2 v. — Maurice-

Tiernay 2v. — Barrington 2v.—A Day's>
Ride 2v. — Luttrell of Arran 2v. —Tony
Butler 2v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v-

— The Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2v-

— A Rent in aCloud 1v. — That Boy

ofNorcotfs iv. — St. Patrick’'sEve; Paul

Gosslett’s Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil-

gobbin 2v.

Levett-Yeats, S.
The Honour of Savelli 1 v. — The-
Chevalier d'Auriac 1v. — The Traitor's
Way iv. — The Lord Protector 1 v. —
Orrain 1v.

Lewes, G. H., t 1878.
Ranthorpe 1 v. — The Physiology of
Common Life 2v. — On Actors and tlie
Art of Acting 1v.

Lewis, Sine air (Am.)
Babbitt 1v. — Our Mr. Wrenn 1v.
Arrowsmith 1 v.

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, t 1898.
The true History of Joshua Davidson
iv. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 y. —The



World well Lost 2 v. — Under whi¢h
Lord? 2v. —TodhunterstatLoanin’Head,
and other Stories i v. — lone 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M.,
Mine is Thine 2v.

t 1882.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837-1862 2v.

London, Jack (Am.).
Burning Daylight 1v. — The Cali of the
Wild iv. —When God Laughs 1v.—1he
Sea-Wolf 2v. — South Sea Tales 1v. —
Martin Eden 2v. —A Son of the Sun 1v.
—The Son of the Wolf 1v.—The Valley
« the Moon 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: vide D. Gerard.

LongfeHow, Henry Wadsworth (Am.),
t 1882

Poetical Works 3 v. - The Dmne
Comedy of Dante Alighien 3v. — lhe
New-England Tragedes 1v. — 1he
pivine Tragedy 1v. - lelower-de-Luce,
and Three Books of Song 1v. — The

Masaue of Pandora, and other Poems 1v.

'Lonsda\e, Margaret.
Sister Dora 1v.

Loos, Anita (Am.

)
“ Gentlemen Prefer Blondes” 1v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am. .
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his
Son iv. — OIld Gorgon Graham 1v. —
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal 1v.

2v.

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc.

The Uttermost Parthing 1v.— Studies in
Wives iv. —When No Man Pursueth 1v.
— Jane Oglander 1v. — The Chink in the
Armour 1v. —Mary Pechell 1v. — Studies
in Loveandin Terror 1v.—The Lodger 1v.
—The End of her Honeymoon 1v. —Why
They Married 1v. — The Terriiord Mys-
tery 1v. — Some Men and Women 1v.
— Bread of Deceit 1 v. — What Really
Happened 1v. —“ Thou Shalt Not Kill ”
iv. — The Story of lvy 1v.

(Lord Avebury),

“ Lost Battle, a.”

Lubbock,

* 1834,

The Pleasures of Life 1v.—The Beau-

ties of Nature (with lllustrations) 1 v.—

The Use of Life 1v. — Scenery of Switzer-

land (with IIIustrauons) 2 v. —Essays and
Addresses 1900-1903 1

Lutfullah ™ :

S ir John
913.

vide Eastwick.

Lyall, Edna, f 1903.
We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. — In
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant
2v. — Wayfaring Men 2v. — Hope the
Hermit 2v. — In Spite of All 2v. —The
Hinderers 1v.

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer.

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen Meredith),
© 1891.
Poems 2v. — Fables in Song 2v.

Maartons, Maarton.
The Sin of Joost Avelingh 1v. — An
Old Maid's Love 2v. — God's Fool 2 v.
— The Greater Glory 2v. — My Lady
Nobody 2v. —Her Memory 1v.— Some
Women | have known 1v.— My Poor
Relations 2v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The
liealers 2v.—The Woman'sVictory, and
Other Stories 2v. —The New Religion 2v.
—Brothers All 1v.—ThePriceofLisDoris
2v.—Harmen Pols: Peasant 1v.—Eve 2v.

McAulay, Allan (Am.):
Douglas Wiggin.

vide Kato

Macaulay, Lord, t 1859.
History of England 10v. — Critical and
Historical Essays 5 v. — Lays of Ancient
Ronie 1 v. —#Speeches 2 v. Bio-
graphical Essays 1v. — (See also Trevel-
yan).

Macaulay, Rose.
Told by an Idiot 1v. — Orphan Island 1v.
— A Casual Commentary i v. — Crewe
Train 1v. —Keeping up Appearances 1v.

McCarthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v.
Dcar Lady Disdain 2v. — Miss Misan-
thrope 2v. —A History of our Own Times
5v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A Short
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A
History of the Four Georges. Vols. 1&
2. — A History of our Own Times. Vols.
6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3,
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History
of our Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental).

MacDonald, George, f 1905.

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — David
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter
2 v. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marauis of
l.ossie 2 v. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child
Christ, and other Tales 1v. — TI>P

cess and Curdie 1yr



Mackarness, Mrs., t 1881.
Sunbeam Stories 1 v. — A Peerless
Wife 2v. — A Mingled Yarn 2v.

Mackay, Erie, t 1898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and other
Poems 1v.

Mackenzie, Compton.
The Old Men of the Sea 1v.

McKnight, Charles (Am.), f 1881.
Old Fort Duguesne 2 v.

Maclaren, lan, t i9°7-
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1v. —
The Days of Auld Langsyne 1 v.

Macleod, Fiona, t 1905-
Wind and Wave 1v.—The Sunset of Old
Tales 1v.

Macleod, Norman, 1 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1v.

Macpherson, James, 1U 96: vide Ossian.

Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty 2v. — Miriam’s Marriage 2v. — Pic-
tures across the Channel 2v. — My Story
2v. Diane 2v. —Beside the River 2v.—
A Faithful Lover 2v.

“ Mademoiselle Mori,” Author of (Miss
Roberts).
Mademoiselle Mori 2v. — Denise 1v.
Madame Fontenoy 1 v. — On the
Fdge of the Storm 1v. —The Atelier du
Lys 2v. — In the Olden Time 2v.

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope.

Maine, E. S.
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.

Her Majasty tho Cueen, vide Victoria R. I

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St. Leger
Harrison).
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2v. — The

llistoryofSir Richard Calmady 3v. —The
Far Horizon 2v. — The Score 1v. —
Adrian Savage 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E
A Winter's Tale 1 wv.
Star 1v.

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily 1v.

— The Cedar

Mark Twaln: vide Twain.

Marlowe, Christopher.
Doctor Faustus; Edward the Second ; The
Jew of Malta 1v.

“ Marmorne,” Author of:

Hamerton.

Marriage,” the Authors of (Am.).
Marriage. Short Stories of Married Life
by American Writers 1v.

Marryat, Capt., t 1848.
Peter Siniple 1v. — The Settlers in
Canada 1v. — The Privateer’'s-Man 1v.
— The Children oi the New-Forest 1v.
— Valerie 1v. — Air. Midshipman Easy
2v. — (vide p. 29)

Marryat, Florence, t 1899.

vide P. G

l.ove's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and
Ever 2v.— The Confessions of Gerald
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. —

Veronique 2 v.— Petronel 2 v. — Her
Lord and Master 2v. — The Prey of the
Gods 1v. — Life and Letters of Captain
Marryat 1v. —Mad Dumaresq 2 v. —
No Intentions 2 v. — Eighting the Air
2v.—The Poison ofAsps, and otherStories
iv. —“ My own Child” 2v. — A Harvest
of Wild Oats 2v. —A Little Stepson 1v.
—\Yritten in Fire 2v.—Her World against
a lie 2v. — The Root of all Evil 2v. —
The Fair-haired Aida 2v. —With Cupid’s
E%es 2v. — My Sister the Actress 2v. —
Phyllida 2v. — Facing the Footlights (with
Portrait) 2v. — A Moment of Madness,
and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost of
Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 1v. —
Peeress and Player 2v. — Under the 1-ilies
and Roses2 v.—TheHeart ofJancWarner
2v. — The Heir Presumptive 2v. — The
Master Passion 2v. — Spiders of Society
2v. — Driven to Bay 2v. — A Daughter
of the Tropics 2 v. -- Mount Eden. A
Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A
Bankrupt Heart 2v. —The Spirit World
iv. — The Beautiful Soul 1v. — At
Heart a Rake 2 v. — The Strange
Transfiguration of Hannah Stubbs 1v.
— The Dreain that Stayed 2 v. — A
Passing Madness 1v. — The Blood of
the Vampire 1v. — A Soul on Fire 1v.
— Iris the Avenger 1v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anno, t 1874.
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia  Wyndham
2v. — Aubrey 2v. — The Heiress of
Haughton 2v. —TheRose of Ashurst 2v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, t 1899.
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal 1 v. —
Benvenuta 1 v. — Lady Alice 1 v.—
Dayspring 1v. — Life’s Aftermath 1v. —



7'anchnitz Edition.

In tlieEastCountry 1v.—No.XlIl;or,The
Story of the Lost Vestal 1v. — In Four
Reigns 1v. — On the Banks of the Ouse
iv. — Alma 1v. — Under Salisbury Spire
iv. —Winchester Meads 1v. — Eventide
Light 1v. — Winifrede’sJournal 1v. —
Bristol Bells 1v. — A Lily among Thorns
1v. — Penshurst Castlei v. — Kensington
Patace 1v. — The Master of the Music-
jans iv. — A llEscape from the Tower
1v. — A Haunt of Ancient Peace 1v. —
Castle Meadow 1v. — In the Choir of
Westminster Abbey 1v. — The Young
Queen of Hearts 1v. — Under the Donie
of St. Paul*s iv. — (vide p. 29)

Mason, A. E. W.
The Four Feathers 2v. — Miranda of
the Balcony 1v. —The Courtship of Mor-
rice Buckler 2v. — The Watchers 1v. —
Running Water 1v. — The Broken Road
iv. —At theVillaRose 1v. —TheTurnstile
2v. — The Witness for the Defence 1v.
— The House of the Arrow 1v. — The
Wind;ng Stair 1v. — No Other Tiger 1v.

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry Reeves)
“ Cherry Klpe"’ 2v. — and o’ the
Leal” 1v.—My Lady Green Sleeves 2v.
— As he comes up the Stair, etc. 1v. —
Sam’s Sweetheart2 v.— Eyre’s Acquittal
2v. —Found Out 1v.—The Fashion of this
World (80 Pf.)—Blind Justice, and “ Who,
being dead, yet Speaketh” 1v. —What
the Glass Told, and A Study ofa Woman
1v. — Barn Wildfire 2v. —Becky 2 v.—
—*“ lioney " 1v.—The New Lady Teazle,
and Other Stories and Essays 1v. — Tally
Ho! 2v. — Pigskin and Petticoat 2 v. —
Gay Lawless 1v.

Maugham. W. Somerset.
The Trembling of a Leaf 1v. — The
Painted Veil 1v.
Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of
Europe 1v.
Maurier, George du, 11896.
Triby 2v. — The Martian 2v.

Military Power in

Maxwell, Mrs.: vide Miss Braddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
TheRagged Messenger 2v.—TheGuarded
Flaine 2v. — Mrs. Thompson 1v. — The
Rest Cure 1v. — In Cotton Wool 2v. —
General Mallock’s Shadow 1v. — The
Day’s Journey 1v. — Children of the
Night iv. —Fernande 1v. — Spinster of
this Parish 1v. — The Case of Bevan
Yorkeiv. — Gabrielle 1v.

"Mehalah” : vide Baring-Gould.

Complete List. 19

Melville, George J. Whyte, 11878.
Kate Coventry 1v. — Digby Grand 1v.
— Good for Nothing 2v. — The Oueen’s
Maries 2 v. — The Gladialors 2v. — The
Brookes of Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v.
— The Interpreter 2v.—The White Rose
2v. — Al or N. 1v. — Contraband 1v.
— Sarchedon 2 v. — Uncle John 2v. —
Katerfelto 1v. — Sister Louise 1v. —
Rosine 1v. — Roys’ Wife 2v. — Black
but Comely 2v.

Memoriat Volumes: vide Five Centuries

vol. 500); The New Testament
vol. 1000): Henry Morley (VOI 2000);
Theodore Stanton (vol. 4000).

Mencken, H. L. (Am.).
In Defence of Women 1v.

Meredith, George, t 1909.
The Ordeal ot Richard Feverel 2v. —
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic
Comedians 1v. — Lord Ormont and his
Aminta 2v. —The Amnzing Marriage 2v.
— The Egoist 2v. — Rhoda Fleming 2v.

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Hope.
Mary-Girl 1v.

Merrick, Leonard.

The Man who was good 1v. — This
Stage of Fools 1v. — Cynthia 1v. — One
Man’s View 1v. — The Actor-Maiiager
iv. — TheWorldlings 1v.—When Love
flies out 0’ the Window 1v. — Conrad in
Quest of His Youth 1v. — The Quaint
Companions 1v.—Whispers about Women
v. — The House of Lynch 1v. — The
Man who Undeistood Women, etc. 1v. —
All the World Wondered, etc. 1v. — The
Position of Pcggy Harper 1 v.

Merriman, Henry Seton, 1 1903.
Young Mistley 1v. — Prisoners and
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to
Another 1v. —With Edged Tools 2 v. —
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1v. —In
Kedar's Tents 1 v. — Roden’'s Corner
1v.—ThelsleofUnrest 1v. —The Veivet
Glove 1v. —TheVultures 1v. —Barlasch
of the Guard 1v. —Tomaso’'sFortune, and
Other Stories 1v. — The Last Hope 2v.

Mili, John Stuart, * 1806, f 1873.
On Liberty and The Subjection of Women
1v.
Milne, James.
The Epistles of Alkins 1v.
Milton, John, t 1674.
Poctical Works 1v.



20 Taiichnitz Edition.

“ Miss Molly,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne i v.

“ Molly Bawn,” Author of: vide Mrs.
Hungerford.
Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood i v. — Throwu To-

gether 2v. —Thwarted i v. — Wild Mike
iv. — Seaforth 2 v. —Tlie Blue Veil
1v. —Transforined 1v. — Colonel Norton
2v. —Prejudged 1v. —Behind the Scenes
in the Schoolroom 1v. (vtde p. 29.)

Montague, C E.
Rough Justice 1v. — Right off the Map
1v.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.

“ 1 Forbid the Banas" 2v. — A Gray
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter
2v.—The Jessamy Bride 1v. —Neli Gwyn
— Comedian 1v. — A Damsel orTwo iv. —
Castle Omeragh 2v. — Shipmates in Sun-
shine 2v. — The Original Woman 1v. —
The White Causeway 1v. —The Artful Miss
Dill iv. —The Marriage Lease 1v. —An
Amateur Adventuress 1v. —Priscilla and
Charybdis 1v. — The Food ofLove 1lv. —
The Laird of Craig Athol 1v. —The Ulster-
man 1v.

Moore, George.

Celibates 1v. —Evelyn Innes 2v. — Sister
Teresa 2v.—The Untilled Field 1v.—Con-
fessionsofaYoungMan 1v.—ThelLake 1v.
—Memoirs of my Dead Life 1v.—Ave i v.
— Spring Days 1v.— Salve 1v.—Vale 1v.
—The Brook Kerith 2 v.—Muslin 2v. —
The Coming of Gabrielle 1v. — Celibate
Lives 1v.

Moore, Thomas, t 1852.
Poetical Works $v.

Morgan, Lady, t 1859.
Memoirs 3v.

Morley, Henry, 11894.

Of English Literature in the Reign of
Victoria. With Facsimiles of tlie Signa-
tures of Authors in tlie Tauclinitz Edition
(v. 2000, publislied 1881) 1v.

Morris, William.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
Tales of Mean Streets 1v. — A Cliild
of theJago 1v. — To London Town 1v.
—Cunning Murrell 1v.—The Hole intlie
Wall 1v.—The Green Eye ofGoona 1v.
—DiversVanities 1v. —GreenGinger 1v.

Complete List.

Muirhead, James Fullarton.
The Land of Contrasts 1v.

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.

Murray, David Christie.
Rainbow Gold 2 v.

Murray, Grenville: vide Grenville.

“ My Little Lady,” Author of: vide E.

Frances Poynter.

New Testament, the.
The Authorised English Version, with
Jntroduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of
the Original Text, bY Constantine Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, publislied 1869) 1 v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 V.

Nlicholls, Mrs.: vide Currer Bell.

“ Nina Balatka,” Author of: vide An-

thony Trollope.

“ No Church,” Author of (F. Robinson).
No Church 2v. — Owen:—a Waif 2 v.

Noel, Lady Augusta.
Hithersea Mere 2 v.

Norris, W. E

A Bachelor's Blunder 2 v. — The Rogue
2v. — Miss Sliafto 2v. — Mrs. Fenton 1v.
— Misadventure 2 v. — Saint Ann’s 1v.
— A Victim of Good l.uck iv, — Clarissa
Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Marriage 2 v.
— The Figlit for the Crown 1v. — The
Widower 1v. — Giles Ingilby 1v. —The
Flowerofthe Flock 1v. — Plis Own Father
iv. — The Credit of the County 1v. —
Lord Leonard the Luckless 1v. — Nature’s
Comedian 1v. — NigePs Vocation 1v. —
Barhamof Beltanai v. — HarryandUrsula
iv. —The Square Peg 1v. — Pauline 1v.
— The Perjurcr 1v. — Not Guilty 1v. —
Vittoria Victrix 1v. —PauPs Paragon 1v.
— The Triumphs of Sara 1v. — Tony the
Exceptional 1v.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., 11877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2v. —Old Sir Douglas
2v.

“ Not Easily Jealous,” Author of (Mis3

I1za Hardy).
Not Easily Jealous 2v.



Tauchnilz Edition.

“ Novels and Tales” : vide *“ Household
Words.”
“ Nursery Rhymes.” i V.

0’Conor Eccles,
frey). . .
The Matrimonial Lottery i v.
Oldmeadow, Ernest.
Susan i v.

Qllphant, Laurence, 11888.
Altiora Peto 2v. — Masollam 2v.

Oliphant, Mrs., 11897.

The Last of the Mortimers 2v. — Mrs.
Margaret Maitland 1v. — Agnes 2v. —
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister’'s
Wife 2v. — The Rector and the Doctor’s
Family 1v. — Salem Chapel 2v. — The
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori-
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of
Count de Montalembert2v. —May 2v. —
Innocent 2v — For Love and Life 2v. —
The Story of Valentine and his Brothcr
2v. — Whiteladies 2v. — The Curate in
Charge 1v. — Phcebe, Junior 2v. — Mrs.
Arthur 2v. — Carita 2v. — Young Mus-
grave 2v. — The Primrose Path 2v. —
Within the Precincts 3 v. —The Greatest
Heiress in England 2v. —He that will not
when he may 2v. —Harry Joscelyn 2v. —
In Trust 2v. — It was a Lover and his
Lass 3v. — The Ladies Lindores 3v. —
Hester 3v. —The Wizard'sSon 3v. —A
Country Gentleman and his Family 2v. —
Neighbours on the Green 1 v. — The
Duke’s Daughter i v. —The Fugitives 1v.
—Kirsteen2v.—LifeofLaurenceOliphant
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife 2v. —The
Little Pilgrim in theUnseemv.—TheHeir
Presumptiveandthe Heir Apparent2 v. —
The Sorceress 2v. —Sir Robert’s Fortune
2v. — The Ways of Life 1v. — Old Mr

Tredgold 2v.

“One who has kept a Diary”:
George W. E. Russell.

Charlotte (Hal God-

vide

Oppenheim, E Phillips
Prodigals of Monte Carlo 1v.

Orczy, Baroness.
Pefticoat Government 1v. — The Scarlet
Pimpernel 1v. — | will Repay 1v.  The
Elusive Pimpernel 1v.—Fire in Stubble 2v.
—A TrueWoman 1v.—Meadowsweet 1v.
— Eldorado 2v. — Unto Cassar 2v. —
Nicolette 1v.—The Honourable Jim iv.
— Pimpernel and Rosemary 1v. — Un-
ravelled Knots 1v.—TheCelestial City 1v.
— Sir Percy Hits Back 1v.

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am. ?VI
Baby Bullet Tv. — The Motormaniacs 1v.
— Harm’sWay 1v. — The Kingdoms of
the World 1v.

Complete List. 21
Ossian.
The Poems ot Ossian.
James Macpherson 1v.
Ouida, t 1908.
Idalia 2 v. — Puck 2 v. — Under
two Flags 2v. — Folle-Farine 2v. — A
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders;
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose
iv. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other
Novelettes 1v. — Madame la Marquise,
and other Novelettes 1v. — Pascarel 2v.
— Two little Wooden Shoes 1v. — Signa
3v. —In aWinter City 1v. — Ariadne
2v. —Friendship 2v. — Moths 3v. —A
Village Commune 2v. — In Maremma
3v. — Bimbi 1v. —Wanda 3v. — Fres-
coes and other Stories 1v. — Othmar 3 v.
— A Rainy June (60 Pf.). Don Gesualdo
(60Pf.). —A HouseParty 1v. — Guilderoy
2v. — Syrlin 3v. — Ruffino, and other
Stories 1v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 1v. —
Two Offenders 1v. — The Silver Christ,
etc. 1v. —Toxin, and other Papers 1v. —
Le Selve, and Tonig 1v. — An Altruist,
and Four Essays 1v. -- La Strega, and
other Stories 1v. — The Waters of Edera
1v. — Critical Studies 1v.—Helianthus 2v.
“ Qutcasts, the,” Author of: vide “ Roy
Tellet.”
Pain, Barry
The Exiles of Faloo 1v. — Stories in Grey
iv. — Stories without Tears 1v. — The
New Gulliver, and Other Stories 1 v.

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle of the Strong2 v. — Donovan
Pasha, & Some People of Egypt 1v.—The
Seats of the Mighty 2v.—The Weavers 2v.
— The Judgment House 2 v.

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), t 1900.
Basil Godfrey’sCaprice 2v. — For Richer,
for Poorer u . — The Beautiful Miss Bar-
rington 2v. —Her Title of Honour 1v. —
Echoes of a Famous Year 1v. — Kathe-
rine’s Trial 1 v. — The Vicissitudes of
Bessie Fairfax 2v.—Ben Milner’'sWooing
iv. — Straightforward 2v. — Mrs. Denys
of Cote 2v. — A Poor Sauire 1v.

Translated by

Parr, Mrs.

Dorothy Fox 1v. — The Prescotts of
Pamphillon 2v. —TheGosau Smithy, etc.
iv. — Robin 2v. — Loyalty George 2v.

Paston, George.

A Study in Prejudices 1v.
Deceiver 1v.

Pasture,Mrs. Henry de la.
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Sguare 1v.
-The Grey Knighti v.-Catherine’sChild
iv. —Master Christopher 2v. — Erica 1v.

Paul, Mrs.: vide * Still Waters.”

— A Fair
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“ Paul Ferroll,” Author of (Mrs.Caroline
Clive), t 1873.

Paul Ferroll 1v. — Year after Year 1v.

— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1v.

Tauchnitz Edition.

Payn, James, t 1898.

Found Dead 1v. — Gwecndoline's Har-
vest iv. — Like Father, like Son zv. —
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — CeciPs Tryst
1v. —A \Vonian's Vengeance 2 v. —
Murphy’s Master 1v. —In the Heart of
a Hill, and other Stories 1v. — At Her
Mercy 2v. —The Best of Husbnnds 2v. —
Walter’'s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. —
Fallen Fortunes 2v. —What He costHer
2v.— By Proxy 2v. — Less Black than
we're Painted 2v. — Under one Roof
2v. — High Spirits 1 v. — High Spirits
(Secottd Series) 1v. — A Confidential
Agent 2v. — From Exile 2v. — A Grape
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Vielvs
iv. — For Cash Only 2v. — K it: A Me-
mory 2v. —The Canon's Ward (with
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re-
collections 1v. — The Talk of the Town
iv. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. —
The Heir oflhe Ages2 v.—HolidayTasks
iv. — Glow-Worm Tales (First Senes)
iv. — A Prince of the Blood 2v. — The
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt
Million 2v. — The Word and the Will
2v. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady
Ones iv. — A Modern Dick Whitting-
ton 2v. — A Stumble Q11 the Threshold
2v. — A Trying Patient 1v. — Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper 1v. —
Jn MarketOvert 1v. — Another’sBurden
etc. lv.—The BackwaterofLife, orEssays
of a Literary Veteran 1v.

Peard, Frances Mary.

One Year2v.—The Rose-Garden 1v.—
Thorpe Regis 1v. — A Winter Story 1v.
— A Madrigal, and other Stories 1v. —
Cartouche 1v. — Mother Molly 1v. —
Schloss and Town 2 v. — Contradictions
2 v. — Near Neighbours 1v. — Alicia
Tennant 1v. — Madame’'sGranddaughter
iv. —Nuinber One and Number Two 1v.
— The Ring from Jaipur 1v. — The
Flying Months 1v.

Pemberton, Max.
A Woman ofKronstadt 1v. — The Garden
of Swords iv. — The FootsfepsofaThrone
iv. — The Giant'sGate 2v. — | crown
thee King 1v. —The House under the Sea
1lv. — Red Morn 1v. —Beatrice of Venice
2 v. — Mid the Tliick Arrows 2v. — My
Sword for Lafayettc 1 v. — The Lady

Complete List.

Evelyn 1v.—The Lodestar 1v. — Wheels
of Anarchy 1v. — Love the Harvester 1v.
— White Walls 1v. —

Percy, Bishop Thomas, t 18x1.
Religues of Ancient English Poetry 3v.

Perrin, Alice.
The Charm 1v. — The Anglo-Indians 1v.
— The Happy Hunting Ground 1v. —
Government House 1v. — Rough Pa’sa-
ges 1v.

Philips, F. C.
As in a Looking Glass 1v. — The Dean
and his Daughter 1v.—Lucy Smith 1v. —
A Lucky Young Woman 1v. —Jack and
Three Jills 1v. — Young Mr. Ainslie’s
Courtship 1v. — Social Vicissitudes 1v. —
Extenuating Circumstances, and A French
Marriage 1v. — More Social Yicissitudes
1v. — Constance 2 v. — That Wicked

Mad'moiselle, etc. 1 v. — A Doctor in
Difficulties, etc. 1 v. — “ One Never
Knows” 2v. — Of Course 1v. — Miss

Ormerod’s Protege 1v. — My little lius-
band 1v. — Mrs. Bouverie 1v. — A
Question ofColour, and otherStories iv.—
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling 1v. —A Fuli
Confession, and other Stories 1v. — The
Luckiest of Three 1v. —Poor Little Bella
iv. — Eliza Ciarke, Governess, and Other
Stories 1v. — Marriage, etc. 1v. —School-
girls of To-day, etc. 1v.—If Only, etc. 1v.
— An Unfortunate Blend 1v. — A Bar-
rister’s Courtship 1v.

Philips, F. C., & Percy Fendall.
A Daughter’s Sacrifice 1v. — Margaret
Byng iv. — Disciples of Plato 1v. — A
lioneymoon—and After 1v.

Philips, F. C., & C.J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne lv. —The Scudamores
iv. — A Maiden Fair to See iv. — Sybil
Ross's Marriage 1v.

Philips, F. C. & A. R T.
Life 1v. —Judas, the Woman 1v.

Phillpotts, Eden.

Lying Prophets 2 v. —The Human Boy
iv. — Sons of the Morning 2v. — The
Good Red Earth 1v.—The StrikingHours
1v. — The Farm of the Dagger 1v. —
The Golden Fetich 1v. —The Whirlwind
2v.—The Human Boy Again 1v.—From
the Angle of Seventeen 1v. —The Bronze
Venus 1v. —The Grey Room 1v. — The
Red Redmaynes 1v. — A Human Boy*s
Diary 1 v. — Cheat-the-Boys 1v. —
A Voice from the Dark 1v.—TheMary-
lebone Miser 1v. — The Jury 1v.



Phillpotts, E., & Arnold Bennett. ) [
The Sinews of War i v. —The Statug i v. ;
Piddington, Miss: vide Author of “ The

Last of the Cavaliers.”

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), 11849,
Poems and Essays, edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1v. —Tales,
edited byjohn H. Ingram 1V.— Fantastic
Tales 1v.

Pope, Alexander, 11744.
Select Poetical Works 1v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Little Lady 2v.—Ersilia 2v.—Among
the Hills 1v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Affinitics 1v. — The Head Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878.
Stepping Heavenward 1v.

Prince Consort, the, 11861.
Speeches and Addresses 1v.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell's Affections 1v. — The
Quiet Mrs. Fleming 1v. — Time and the
Woman 1v.

Pyni, H. N.:

Quiller-Couch, Sir A. T. (*
1 Saw Three Shlps lv. — Dead Man*s
Rock i v. — la and other Tales 1v. —
The Ship of Stars 1v. — Fort Amity 1v.
— Shakespeare's Christmas, and Other
Stories 1v. — The Mayor ofTroy 1v.—
Merry-Garden, and Other Stories 1v. —
Brothef Copas 1v.

Quincey: vide De Quincey.

Rae, W. Fraser, 11905
Westward by Rait 1v. — Miss Bayle s
Romance 2v. —The Business of Travel 1v.

Raimond, C.E.: vid* Elizabeth Robins

(Am.).

“ Rajah’s Hcir, the.” 2v.

Reade, Charles, t 1884.
Hard Cash 3 v. — Put Yourself in his
Place 2v. — A Terrible Temptation 2 v.
— Christie Johnstone 1v. —A Simpleton
2 v. — The Wandering Heir 1v.
Readiana 1v. — Singlheart and Double-
face 1v.

“ Recommended to Mercy,”

(Mrs. Houstoun). f

“ Recommended to Mercy " 2v. —Zoe s
“ Brand" 2v.

Reeves, Mrs.:

vide Carotine Fox.

Author of

vidr Helen Mathers.

Rhys, Graco.
Mary Dominie 1v. — The Woomg of

Sheila 1v. — About many Tliings 1v.

Rice, James: vide Walter Bos-nt

Richards, Alfred Bate, t 1876.
So very lluman 3v.

Richardson, S., 11761.
Clarissa Harlowc 4 v.

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).
George Geith of Fen Court 2v. — Max-
well Drewitt 2v. — The Race for Wealth
2v. — The EarPs Promise 2v. — Mor-
tomley’s Estate 2v.

Ridge, W.
NameofGarIand 1v. —Thanksto Sander-
son 1v. — Miss Mannenng 1v. —The
Lunch Basket 1v. —Just like Aunt Bertha
1v.

“ Rita.”
Souls iv. — The Jesters 1v. — 1he Mas-
queraders 2v. —Queer Lady Judas 2v. —
Prince Charming 1 v. — The Pointing
Finger 1v. —A Man of no Importance 1v.
— The House called Hurrish 1v.—Calvary
2v. — That isto say— 1 v.

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: rnde
Miss Thackeray.
Roberts, Miss: vide Author of “ Mado-

moiselle Mori.”

Robertson, Rev. F. W., 1 1853,
Sermons 4 v.

Elizabeth Robins (C. E. Raimond) (Am.).
The Open Question 2v. — The Magnetic
North 2v. — A Dark Lantern 2v. —The
Convert 2v. —The Florentine Frame 1v.
—*“ Where are you going to...? " 1v.—
Way Stntions 1v. — The Secret That Was
Kept 1v

Robinson, F.: vide

Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widéw 1 v. — A London
Romance 2v.

Ross, Martin: vide Somenlille.

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, 1 1882.

Poems iv. — Ballads and Sonnets 1v.

“ Roy Tellet.”

The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught of
Letlie iv. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.
Ruck. Berta.
Sir or Madam? 1v. — The Dancing Star
1v.—Lucky in Lrve 1v.—The Clouded
Pearl 1v. — The Immortal Giil 1v.
Kneel to the Pieiiiest 1v. — The Pearl

No Church."

Thief iv. — Her Pirate Partner 1v. —
Money for One 1v.

Ruffini, J., t 1881.
Lavinia 2v. — Doctor Antonio 1v. —

Vincenzo 2v. — A Quiet Nook in the Jura
iv. — The Paragreens Qlla Visit to Paris
1v.



Ruskin, John, * 1819, f 1900.
Sesame and |l.ilies 1v. — The Stones of
Venice (with lllustrations) 2v. —Unto this
l.astand M unera Pulveris 1v.—The Seven
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 lllustra-
tions) iv. — Mornings in Florence 1v.—
St. Mark’s Rest 1v.

Russell, W. Clark.
A Sailor's Sweetheart 2v. —The “ Lady
Maud” 2v. — A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One
who haskeptaDiary 2v.— A Londoner's
Log-Book 1v.

“ Ruth and her Friends” : vide p. 29.

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895.
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2v.

Saunders, John.
Israel Mort, Overman 2v. — The Stiip-
owner's Daughter 2v.— A Noble Wife 2v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. Cooper).
Joan Merryweather, and other Tales
iv. — Gid«on’s Rock, and other Tales
iv. —The High Mills 2v. — Sebastian 1v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), f 1903.
My Official Wife 1v. — The Little Lady
of Lagunitas 2 v. — Prince SchamyPs
Wooing 1 v. — The Masked Venus
2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v.
A Daughter of Judas 1 v. — Miss
Devereux of the M ariguita 2v.—Checked
Through 2v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v.
— In the Swim 2v. —The White Lady
of Khaminavatka 2v. — In the House of
His Friends 2 v. — The Mysteiy of a
Shipyard 2 v. —A Monte Cristo in Khaki
1v.

Schreiner, Olive.
Trooper Peter Halket ol Mashonaland
iv. — Woman and Labour 1v.

Scott, Sir Walter, 11832.

Waverley 2 v. — The Antiguary 1 v.
— lvanhoe 2v. — Kenilworth 2v. —
Quentin Durward 2 v.— Old Mortality
iv. — Guy Mannering 1v. — Rob Roy
1v. —The Pirate 1v. — The Fortunes
of Nigel 1 v. — The Black Dwarf;
A Legend of Montrose 1v. — The Bride
of Lammermoori v. — The Heartof Mid-
Lothian 2v. —The Monastery 1v. —The
Abbot iv. — Peveril of the Peak 2v. —
Poetical Works 2 v. —Woodstock 1v. —
The Fair Maid of Perth 1v. — Anne of
Geierstein 1v.

Seeley, Prof. J. R., f 1895.
Life and Times of Stein 4 v, — The Ex-
pansion oi Jinglajul 1v,

Sewell, Elizabeth, 1 1906.
Amy Herbert 2v. — Ursula 2v. — A
Glimpse of the World 2v. — The Journal
of a Home Life 2v. — After Life 2v. —
The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare, William, t 1616.
Plays and Poems (Second Edition) 7V.
— Doubtful Plays 1v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in
37numbers, each number sold separately.

Sharp, William, t 1905: vide Miss Ho-
ward, Fiona Macleod and Swinburne.

Shaw, Bernard.
Man and Superman 1v. — The Perfect
Wagnerite 1 v. — Cashel Byron's Pro-
fession 1v. — Plays Pleasant and Un-
pleasant (The Three Unpleasant Plays 1v.
— The Four Pleasant Plays 1v.). — Get-
ting Married & The Shewing-up of Blanco
Posnet iv. — The Doctor’s Dilemma &
The Dark Lady of the Sonnets 1v.—Three
Plays for Puritans 1v.—John Bull’sOther
Island etc. 1v. —Androcles and the Lion;
Pygmalion 1v. — Misalliance 1v. — Fan-
ny” First Play, etc. 1 v. — Heartbreak
House, etc. 1v. — Back to Methuselah 1v.
— SaintJoan 1v.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, t 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1888.
Sliut up in Paris 1v.

Sheridan, R. B., t 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry.
John Inglesant 2v. — Blanche Falaise 1v.

Sidgwlck, Mrs. Alfred.
The Lantern Bearers 1v.— Anthea’sGuest
1v.

May Sinclair.
Anne Severn and the Fieldings 1v. —Un-
canny Stories 1v. — A Cure of Souls 1v.

Arnold Wateilow: alLife 1v. —The
Rector of Wyck 1v. — Far End r v. —
The AII|n%hams 1v. —History of*Anthony
Waring 1v.

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C.B.
Fire and Sword in the Sudan 3v.

Smedley, F. E.: vide “ Frank Fairlegh.”
Smollett, Tobias, t 1771.
Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry
Clinker 1v. — Peregrine Piekle 2v.
Snaith, J. C.
Mrs. Fit/. iv. —The Principal Girl 1v.—
ALl Affair of State 1v. — Araminta 1v.

— Time and Tide 1v. — Thus Far 1v.
“ Society in London,” Author of.
Society in London. By a Foreign

Resident t y.



Tauchnitz Edition.

Somerville, E. CE, & M. Ross.
Naboth’s Vineyard i v. — All on the
Irish Shore i v.— Dan Russel the Fox i v.
“ Spanish Brothers, the.” 2v.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), f 1875.
The History of England 7 v. — Reign
of Queen Anne 2v.

Stanton, Theodore (Am.).
A Manuat of American Literature 1v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v.

Sterne, Laurence, t 1768.
Tristram Shandy 2v. — A Sentimental
Journey 1v.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, t 1894.
Treasure Island 1v. — Dr. Jekyll and
Mr.lfyde, and An Inland Voyage 1v. —
Kidnapped 1v. — The Black Arrow 1v. —
The Alaster of Ballantrac 1v.—The Merry
Men, etc. 1v. —Across the Plains, etc. 1v.
— Island Nights’ Entertainments 1v. —
Catriona 1v.—Weir of Hermiston 1v. —
St. Ives 2v. — In the South Seas 2v. —
l'ales and Fantasies 1v.

“ Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs. Paul).
Still Waters 1v. — Dorothy 1v. —De
Cressy 1v.—Uncle Ralph 1v.— Maidcn
Sisters 1v. —M artha Brown 1v.—Vanessa
1v.

Stirling, M. C.: vtde G. N. Craik.

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.), 11902.
The House of Martha 1v.

“ Story of a Penitent Soul, the.” 1V.

“ Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author of:
vide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher (Am.),

t 1896.
UncleTom’sCabin 2v. — A Key to Uncle

Tom’'s Cabin 2v. — Dred 2v. — Old-
town Folks 2v.
“ Sunbeam Stories,” Author of: vide
Mrs. Mackarness.
Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), t 1745*

*Gulliver’s Travels 1v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles, 1 1909.
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems
(edited, with an Introduction, by William
*Sharp) 1v. — Love's Cross-Currents 1 v.
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart 1v.

Swinnerton, Frank.

TheThree Lovers 1v. —The Elder Sister
a v. — Summer Storm 1v. — Tokefield
Papers 1v.

Complete List. 25

Symonds, John Addington, t 1893.
Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New ltalian
Sketches 1v.

Synge, Joh

Plays 1v. —The Aran Islands 1v.

Tagore, Rabindranath.
The Home and the World 1v. — The
Gardener 1 v. — Sadhana 1v. — The
Wreck 1v. — Gitanjali; Fruit-Gatliering
1v.
Tallentyre, S. G.:
Tarkington, Booth (Am.).
Women 1v. —The Plutocrat 1v. — Claire
Ambler 1v.
Tasma. X .
Uncle Piper of Pipcr's ill 2v.
Tautphoeus, Baroness, 11893.
Cyrilla 2v. — Quits 2v.
Taylor, Col. Meadows 11876.
Tara; a Mahratta Tale 3v.

Tellet: vide “ Roy Tellet.”

vide H. S. Merriman.

Templeton: vide Author of “ Horaco
Tcmpleton.”
Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), t 1892.
Poetical Works 8 v. — Queen Mary

1v.— Harold 1v. — Becket; The Cup;
The Faleon 1v. — Locksley H all, sixty
Years after; The Promise of M ay; Tiresias

and other Poems 1v. — A Memoir. By
His Son 4 v.
Testament the New: vide New.
Thackeray, William Makepeaco, t 1863.

Vanity Fair 3 v. — Pendennis 3 v. -
Miscellanies 8v. — Henry Esmond 2v. —
The English Humourists ofthe Eighteenth
Century 1v. — The Newcomes 4v. —The
Virginians 4 v.— The Four Geor’es;
Lovel the Widower 1v. —The Adventurcs
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v.—
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — The Irish
Sketch Book 2v. — The Paris Sketch
Book 2v.

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie).
Old Kensington 2v. — BluebeartTs Keys,
and other Stories 1v. — Five Old Friends
iv. — Miss Angel 1v. — Fulham Lawn,
and other Tales 1v. — From an Island. A
Story and some Essaysiv. — DaCapo, and
other Tales 1v. — Madame de Sevigne;
From a Stage Box; Miss Williamson's
Divagations 1v. — A Book of Sibyls 1v.
— Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — Chapters from
some Memoirs 1v.

Thomas a Kempis: vide Kempis.

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).
Denis Donne 2v. — On Gu.ird 2v. —
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2v. —
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Called to Account 2 v. — Only lierself
2v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v.

Thomson, James, t 1748.

Poetical Works 1v.

“ Thoth,” Author of.
Thoth 1v.

Thurston, E Tempie.
The GreatestW|sh in the World 1v. —
Mirage 1v. — The City of Beautiful NO11-
sense 1v.—The Garden of Resurrection 1v.
— Thirteen 1v. —The Apple of Eden 1v.
— The Antagonists 1v. — The Evolution
of Katherine 1v. —The Open Window 1v.
— Sally Bishop 2v.— Richard Furlong 1v.
— The Eye of the Wift 1v. — Achieve-
ment 1v. —The Miracle 1v.— May Eve
1v. —The Green Bough 1v.—Charmeuse
iv. — Mr. Bottleby Does Something 1v

Tomlinson H. M.
Gallions Reach 1v.

Tlschendorf Constantine: v. New Testa-

ment.

Trafford, F. 6.: vide Mrs. Riddell.

Trevelyan, George Otto.
The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay
4 v. — Selections from the Writings of
Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The American
Revolution (with a Map) 2v.

Trois-Etoiles: vide Grenville.

Trollope, Anthony, t 1882.
Doctor Tliorne 2 v. — The Bertrams
2 v. — The Warden 1 v. — Barchester
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. —
Framley Parsonage 2v. — North America
3 v. — Orley Farm 3v. — The Smali
House at Allington 3v. — Can you forgivc
her? 3v. — The lielton Estate 2 v.
Nina Balatka 1v. — The Last Chronicie
of Barset 3v.— Phineas Finn 3v. —Ralph
the Heir 2v. — Australia and New Zea-
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry
Heathcotc of Gangoil iv. —The Way we
live now 4 v..—The PrimeMinister 4v.—
South Africa 2v. —An Eye for an Eye 1w
— Jolm Caldigate 3 v. — The Duke’s
Cliildren 3v. — Dr.Wortle’'sSchool 1v. —
The Fixed Period 1v. —Marion Fay2v. —
Alice Dugdale, and other Stories 1v. —
La Mere Bauche, and other Stories 1v.
—The Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories
1v. — An Autobiography 1v. —An Old
Man’s Love 1v.

Trollope, T. Adolphus, 41892.
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2v.
— A Siren 2v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth
iv. — A Girl ol the Multitude i v. —That
Little Maiquis of Brandenburg 1v. — A

Tcnichnitz Edition.

Complete List.
Dazzling Reprobate 1v.—TheWhite Hope
1v.

Twaln, Mark L. Clemens)
(Am.),

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1lv. —
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New
Pilgrims’ Progress 2v. —A Tramp A broad
2 v. — “ Roughing it” 1v. —The In-
nocents at Home 1v. — The Prince and
the Pauper 2v. — The Stolen White
Elephant, etc. 1v. — Life on the Mis-
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches 1v. — Huckle-
berry Finn 2v. — Selections from Ameri-
can Humour 1v. — A Yankee at the
Court of King A'rthur 2v. — The Ame-
rican Claimant 1v. — The £ 1000000
Bank-Note and other ncw Stories 1v. —
Tom Sawyer Abroad 1v. — Pudd’nhead
Wilson iv. — Personal Recollections of
Joan ofArc 2v.—Tom Sawyer, Detective,
and other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps
Abroad 2v.—The Man that corrupted
Hadleyburg, etc. 2v. — A Double-Bar-
relled Detective Story, etc. 1 v. — The
$30,000 Bequest, and Other Stories 1v. —
Christian Science 1v. — Captain Storm-
field’s Visit to Heaven & Is Shakespeare
Dead? 1v.

“ Two Cosmos, the.”

(Samuel

1v.

Vachell, Horace Annesley.
The Face of Clay 1v. — Her Son 1v. —
The Hill 1v. —The Waters ofJordan 1v.
—An Impending Sword 1v.—The Paladin
1v. —John Verney 1v. — Blinds Down
1v. —Bunch Grass 1v. —The Procession
of Life 1v. —Loot 1v. — Quinneys’ 1v.
— Change Partners 1v. — The Yard 1v.
— Quinney’sAdventures 1v. —Watling's
for Worth 1v. — A Woman in Exile 1v.
— Dew of the Sea, and Other Stories 1v.

“Venus and Cupid.” 1v.

“Vera,” Author of.
Vera 1v. — The Hotel du Petit 3t.
Jean 1v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within
Sound of the Sea 2v. — The Maritime
Alps and their Seaboard 2v.—Ninette 1v.
Victoria R. I
Leaves fiom the Journal of our Life in
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1v. —
MoreLeaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1v.
“ Virginia.” 1w.
Vizetclly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England 1v.
Walford, L. B.
Mr. Smith 2v. — Pauline 2v. — Cnusins

2 v.— Troiddesome Daughters 2 v. —
Leddy Margct 1v.



Wallace, Edgar.

The Book of All-Power i v.—The Valley
of Ghosts i v.—Chick i v. — Captains of
Souls iv. — The Missing Million i v. —
The Face in the Nighti v. — The Door
with Seven Locks i v. —The Avenger i v.
—Terror Keep i v. — The Traitor’'s Gate
iv.

Wallace, Lew. (Am.;, t 1905.
Ben-Hur 2v.
Walpolo, Hugh.
Jeremy and Hamlet 1v. —The Old Ladies
1w—Portrait of aMan with Red Hair 1v
Harmerjohn 1v. —JeremyatCrale 1v.
Warburton, Eliot, t 1852. Darien 2 v.
Ward, Mrs. Humphry.
Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve
3V-— MissBretherton 1v. —Marcella 3v.
Bessie Costrell 1v. —Sir George Tressady
* v*— Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. —
Eleanor 2v. — Lady Rose’s Daughter 2v.
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2v. —
*enwick's Career 2v.—Diana Mallory 2v.
Daphne; or, “ Marriage alaMode” 1v.
— Canadian Born 1v. — The Case of
Richard Meynell 2v. — The Mating of
Lydia 2 v. — The Coryston Family 1v.
Warner, Susan: vide Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, t 1877.
Diary of a late Physician 2v. — Ten
Ihousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then
1v. —The Lily and the Bee 1v.
“ Waterdale Neighbours, the,”
of: vide Justin McCarthy.
Watson, H. B. Marriott.
The Excelsior 1v.
Watts-Dunton, Theodore, t 1914.
Aylwin 2v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. 1v.—The War
ofthe Worlds 1v.—The Invisible Man 1v.
— The Time Maching, and The Island of
Doctor Moreau 1v. —When the Sleeper
Wakes 1lv. —TalesofSpace andTime 1v.
— The Plattner Story, and Others 1v. —
Love andMr. Lewisham 1v.—ThcWlieels
of Chance 1v. — Anticipations 1v.—The
FirstMen intheMoon 1v.—The SealLady
1v.—Mankind in the Making 2v.—Twclve
Stories and a Dream 1v. — The Food of
the Gods 1v. — A Modern Utopia 1v. —
Kipps2 v.—In the Days of the Cometi v.—
The Future in America 1v.—New Worlds
for Old iv. — The War in the Air 1v. —
Tono-Bungay 2v. — First and Last Things

v*— The New Machiavelli 2 v.— Mar-
riage 2 v. — The Passionate Friends 2 v.
— Au Englishman looks at the World 1v.
—The World Set Free 1v. —A Short His-
tory of the World (with twehe Maps) 1v.

Author

— Men Like Gods 1v.—The Dream 1v.
— Bealby 1v. — The Seciet Places of
the Heart 1 v. — The Country of the
Blind, and Other Stories 1v. — Christina
Alberta’s Father 1v. — The Undying Fire
rv. — Meanwhile 1v. —The Woild of
William Clissold 2v.

Westbury, Hugh. Acte 2v.

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan Warner)
(Am.), f 1885.

The wide, wide World 1v. — Queechy

2v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2v. —

Say and Seal 2v. — The Old Helmet 2v.

Weyman, Stanley J.
The House of the Wolf 1v. —The Story
of Francis Cludde 2v. — A Gentleman of
France 2v. — The Man in Black 1v. —
Under the Red Robe 1v. — From the
Memoirs of a Minister of France 1v. —
The Red Cockade 2v. — Shrewsbury 2 v.
— Sophia 2 v. — In Kings' Byways 1v. —
The Long Night 2 v. — The Abbess of
Vlaye 2 v. — Chippingc 2 v. — Laid up in
Lavender 1v.

Wharton, Edith (Am.).
The House of Miith 2 v.

“Whim, a.” 1w

Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening of Mary Fenwiek 2v.__
In the Suntime of her Youth 2v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-The WestEnd 2v.
—The New Christians 1v.—Park Lane 2v.
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2v.—
A Millionaire’sDaughter 1v. — A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim 1v. — The System 2v.—
The Patient Man 1v. — Mr. John Strood
1v.—The Eight Guests 2v.—Mr. Strudge
iv. — Love and the Poor Suitor 1v. —
The House of Inti igue 1v. —Love and the
Wise Men 1v. — An Averted Marriage 1v.
— The Lost Halo 1v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island; or, An Adventure of aPer-
son of Quality 1v. — The Life of Paris 1v.
The Yellow Van 1v. — Ring in the New
iv. — All Moonshine 1v. — Little People
1lv.

Whitman, Sidney, f 1925.
Imperial Germany 1v.— The Realni ofthe
Habsburgs 1v. — Teuton Studies 1v. —
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania
1v. —Conversations with Prince Bismarck
1v. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v.
— German Memories 1v.

“ Who Breaks—Pays,” Author of: vide

Mrs. Jenkin.
Whyte Melville, George J.: vidc Melyille.



iggin, Kate Douglas (Am.).
Pen elope’s Irish Erperiences i v.
Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm i v. —Rose
o’ the River iv. — New Chronicles of Re-
becca iv. —The Old Peabody Pew, and
Susanna and Sue j v. —MotherCarey i v.
Wiggin, K. D., M. & J. Findlater, & Allan

McAulay.
The Affair atthe Inn i v. — Robinetta i v.

Wilde, Oscar, t 19°°*
The P|cture of Dorian Gray 1v. — De Pro-
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol
iv. — A House of Pomegranates 1v. —
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and Other
Prose Pieces lv.—LadyWindermere'sFan
1v.—An Ideat Husband 1v.— Salome 1v.
— The Happy Prince, and OtherTales 1v.
— A Woman ofNo Importance 1v.—The
Importance of Being Earnest 1v. —Poems
1v.

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).

Pembroke 1v.— Madelon 1v. —Jerome
2v. — Silence, and other Stories 1v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.
TheL|gI|tn|ngCOnductor iv.—LadyBetty
acrosstheWater 1v.—The Motor Maid 1v.
— Lord Loveland discovers America 1v.
— The Golden Silence 2 v. — The Guests
of Hercules 2v. —The Heather Moon 2v.
— Setin Silver 2v. —The Love Pirate 2v.
— It Happened in Egypt 2v. —The Wed-
ding Day 1v.—The Lion’s Mouse 1v. —
The Lady from the Air 1v.

Williamson, Alice M. CancelledLove 1v.
—Told atMonte Carlo iv.— Sheikh Bill iv.

Wills, C.J.: vide F. C. Philips.

Wodehouse, P. G.

Ukridge 1v. — Bill the Congueror 1v. —
Carry on,Jeeves! 1v. — Sam the Sudden
iv. — Love among the Chickens 1v. —
The Heart of a Goof 1v. — Psmith, Jour-
nalist 1v. — Leave it to Psmith 1v.

Wood, C.: vide “ Buried Alone.”

Wood, H. F.

The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny Ludlow),

t 1887.

East Lynne 3v. —The Channings 2v. —
Mrs. HalliburtoiPs Troubles 2 v. —
Verner'sPride 3v.—The Shadow of Ash-
lydyat3 V. —Trevlyn Hotd 2v. — Oswald
Cray 2v. — Mildred Arkell 2v. — St.
Martin's Eve 2v. — Lady Adelaide’s Oath
2v. —A Life’sSecret 1v. —Roland Yorke
2v. — George Canterbury’'s Will 2v. —
Bessy Rane 2v. — The Foggy Night at
Offord; Martyn Ware'sTemptation ; The
Night-Walk over the Mili Stream 1v. —
Johnny Ludlow 2v. —Told in the Twilight
2v. —Adam Grainger 1v.—Edina 2v. —

Pomeroy Abbey 2v. — Court Netherleigh
2v. — (The follwing by Johnny Ludlow):
Lost in the Post, and Other Tales 1v. —
ATale of Sin, and Other Taies 1v.
Anne, and OtherTales 1v. —The Mystery
of Jessy Page, etc. 1 v. — Helen
Whitney'sWedding, etc. 1v. —The Story
of Dorothy Grape, etc. 1v.
Woodroffe, Daniel.
TangledTrinities iv.—Fhe Beauty-Shop iv.

Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy 1v. — The Vaga-
bonds iv. — Sons of the Sword 2v. — i he
Invaderlv.

Wordsworllh, William, t 1850.
Select Poetical Works 2v.

Wraxall, Lascelles, t 1865.
Wild Oats 1v.

Yates, Edmund, t 1894~
Land at Last2v. —The Forlorn Hope 2v.
— Black Sheep 2v. — The Rock Ahead
2v. — Wreckedin Port 2v. — Dr. Wain-
wrighPs Patient 2v. — A Waiting Race
2 v. — The yellow Flag 2 v. — The
Impending Sword 2v. — Two, by Tricks
iv. —A Silent Witness 2v. — Recollcc-
tions and Experiences 2 v.

Yeats:

Yeats,
A Selecnon from the Poetry of, 1v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., t 1901.

The Heir of Redclyffe 2v. — lleartseaso
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2v. — Hopes
and Fears 2 v. — The Young Step-
Mother 2v. —The Trial 2v.—The Clever
Woman of the Family 2v. — The Dove
in the Eagle’'s Nest 2 v. — The Danvers
Papers; The Prince and the Page 1v. —
The Chaplet of Pearls 2v. — The two
Guardians 1v. —The Caged Lion 2v. —
The Pillars of the House 5v. — Lady
llester 1v. — My Young Alcides 2v. —
Woniankind 2 v. — Love and Life 1v. —
Stray Pearls 2v. — The Armourer's
Prentiees 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 2v. —
Beechcroft at Rockstone 2v. — A Re-
puted Changeling 2v. — Two Penniless
Princesses 1v. — That Stick 1v. — Grisly
Grisell 1v. — The Long Vacation 2v. —
Modern Broods 1v. (vide p. 29.)

“ Young Mistley,” Author of: vide Henry
Seton Merriman.
Zangwill, 1, * 1864, f 1926.
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.

vide Levett-Yeats.

“z.z"
The World and a Man 2 v.



3° Volumes.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 11880: Min-
istering Children 1v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 11887: Our
Year 1v.

Edzgeworth, Maria, 11849: Popular Tales
V.

Kayanagh, Bridget & Julia: The Pearl
Lountain, and other Fairy-Tales 1v.
Lamb, Charles & Mary, t 1834 and 1847:

Tales from Shakspcare 1 v.

Marryat, Captain, t 1848: Masterman
Ready 1v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, t 1899: Rex and
Regina 1v.

Published with Continental Copyright as the Collection of Eng'ish
and American Authors.

Videpage 2.

Montgomery, Florence: The Town-Crier;
to which is added: The Children with
the Indian-Rubber Bali 1v.

“ Ruth and her Friends,” Author of: Ruth
and her Friends. A Story for Girls 1v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., 11901: Kenneth; or,
the Kear-Guard of the Grand Artuy 1v.
— The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester's
Word iv. — The Stokesley Secret v 1.

— Henrietta’s Wish 1v. —The Lances of
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie 1v.—P’sand
Q’s 1v. — Aunt Charlotte'* Stories of
English History 1v. — Bye-Words
1v.

Collection of German Authors.

51 Yolumes.

Translationsfrom the German,published with universalcopyrighte

These volumes may be imported into any country.

Auerbach, Berthold : On the Heights 3v.
— Brigitta 1v.

Ebers,G : AnEgyptianPrincess2v. -Uarda
2v. — Homo Sum 2v. — The Sisters
2v. — Josliua 2 v. — Per Aspera 2 v.

Fouque, De la Motte : Undine, Sintram iv.

Gortach,W.: PrinceBismarck (w.Portr.) iv.

Goethe, W. v., f 1832: Faust.lv.

Gutzkow, K.: Through Night to Light 1v.

Hacklander, F. W., t 1877: Behind the
Counter [Handel und Wandel] 1v.

Heyse, Paul: L'Arrabiata 1v. — Bar-

barossa 1v.
Hillern, W v .: TheVulture Maiden [Geier-
WallyJ iv. — The Hour will come 2v.

Kellner, Dr. Leon, Die englische

Dickens bis Shaw.

»Englischen Literatur im Zeitalter der Kénigin Viktoria”.

Kohn, Salomon: Gabriel 1v.

Lewald, Fanny, t 1889: Stella 2v.

Marlitt, E, t 1887: The Prineess of the
Moor [das Haideprinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathusius, M aria:Joachimv. Kamern, and
Diary of a Poor Young Lady 1v.

Reuter, Fritz. t 1874: In the Year '13 1v.
— A1 old Story of my Farming Days
[Ut mine Stromtid] 3v.

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean Paul), +1825:
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v.

Scheffel, Victor von: Ekkehard 2v.

Taylor, George: Klytia 2v.

Zschokke, Heinrich: The Prineess of Bruns-
wick-Wolfenbuttel, etc. 1v.

Literatur der neuesten Zeit. Von

Zweite, wesentlich yeranderte Auflage der

or. 8.

1921. Gebunden in Leinen Jt 9.—
Schiicking, Levin L., Die Charakterprobleme bei Shakespeare. gr. 8°.

Zweite, yerbesseite Auli ge.

Chaucer-Handbuch fiir Studierende.

1927.

Gebunden in Leinen J i 8.—

Ausgewahlte Texte mit Einlei-

tungen, einem AbriB von Chaucers Versbau und Spraclie und einem
Worterverzeichnis. Herausgegeben von Max Katuza, Professor a d.
Uuiyersitatkonigsberg. 2,Aufl. 248 S. gr. 8°. 1927, Gebund.,,/<(3.50



Herausgegeben von DR. KARL WILDHAGEN
o. Professor der englischen Philologie an der Univcrsitat Kiel

Bisher sind erschienen:

1.john Galsworthy: Justice. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch, bear-
beitet von Studienrat Dr. A. Koch, Magdeburg . . . Ji 1.80
2. H. G. Wells: A Short History of Modern Times. Being tlie Last
Eleven Chapters of “A Short History of the World.” Mit Anmer-
kungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Oberstudienrat Dr. G. Sc had,
Hochst @. M @in ..o Ji 1.80
3.John Galsworthy: Strife. Mit Anmerkungen, bearbeitet von Studien-
rat Dr. Fr. Oeckel, Stettin ... . Ji 150
4. A Thomas Hardy Reader. Eine Auswahl aus Thomas Hardys Prosa
und Dichtung. Zusammengestellt und herausgegeben von Prof. Dr. Ph.
Aronstein, Berlin. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch . Ji 1.80
5.H. G. Wells: The Dream. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch,
bearbeitet von Dr. H. T. Price, Lektor a. d. Univers. Kiel. Ji 1.80
6. H. G. Wells: The Country of the Blind. Mit Anmerkungen uud
Woérterb., bearb. v.Studiendirektor Dr. M uller, Lage (Lippe). J1 1.20
7.John Masefield: Reynard the Fox. Mit Worterbuch, bearbeitet von
Dr. Albert Eichler, o.Professor an der Universitat Graz. Ji 2.—
8. G. K. Chesterton: The Innocence of Father Brown. Mit Anmer-
kungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Dr. H. T. Price, Lektor am
Institut fiirWeltwirtschaft u.Seeverkehr an der UniversitatKiel.J i 1.80

. Arnold Bennett: Elsie and the Child. Mit Anmerkungen und
Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Dr. Helmut KiBling, Leipzig. Ji 1.80
x0. Oscar Wilde: The Happy Prince and Other Tales. Mit Anmer-
kungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von StudienratDr. Alfred Hein-
rich, Berlin-Tempelhof ... Ji \.io
11. Hugh Walpole:Jeremy and Hamlet. Mit Anmerkungen und Wor-
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Die Sammlung wird in regelmabiger Folge fortgesetzt
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