As he lifted his foot the
mould went plop, plop,
plop!

THE DERELICT

By William Hope Hodgson

Doomed men they were, caught in a dread phenomenon of
Nature run amok. . . . What was the hideous secret of the
Bheotpte—the derelict ship that no man could board and live?

ship’s doetor. . . . “The Material,

plus the conditions: and, maybe,”

he added slowly, “a third factor—ryes, a

third factor; but there, there. . . .” He

broke off his half-meditative sentence,
and began to charge his pipe.

“Go on, Doctor,” we sald encouraging-

ly, and with more than a little expec-

tancy. We were in the smoke-room of

“IT’E the Material,” said the old

the Sand-a-leq, running across the North
Atlantie, and the doctor was a character.
He concluded the charging of his pipe,
and lit it; then settled himself, and be-
gan to express himself more fully.
“The Material,” he said, with convie-
tion, “is inevitably the medium of ex-
pression of the Life-Force—the fulcrum,
as it were; lacking which, it is unable
to exert itself, or, indeed, to express it-
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self in any form .or fashion that would
be intelligible or evident to us.

“So potent is the share of the Material
in the production of that thing which
we name Life, and so eager the Life-
Force to express itself, that I am con-
vinced it would, if given the right con-
ditions, make itself manifest even
through so hopeless-seeming a medium
as a simple block of sawn wood; for I
tell you, gentlemen, the Life-Force is
both as fiercely urgent and as indis-
criminate as Fire—the Destructor; yet
which some are now growing to consider
the very essence of Life rampant. . . .
There is a quaint™ seeming paradox
there,” he concluded, nodding his old
gray head.

“¥es, Doctor,” I zaid. “In brief, your
argument is that Life is a thing, state,
fact, or element, call-it-what-you-like,
which requires the Material through
which to manifest-itself, and that given
the Material, plus the conditions, the
result is Life. In other words, that Life
is an evolved product, manifested
through Matter and bred of conditions—
eh?"” '

“As we understand the word,” said the
old doctor. “Though, mind you, there
may be a third factor. But, in my heart,
I believe that it is a matter of chemistry,
conditions and a suitable medium; but
given the conditions, the Brute is so
almighty that it will seize upon anything
through which to manifest itself.’ It is a
force generated by conditions; but never-
theless this does not bring us one iota
nearer to its explanation, any more than
to the explanation of electricity or fire.
They are, all three, of the Outer Forces—
Monsters of the Void. Nothing we can
do will ereate any one of them; our
power is merely to be able, by providing
the conditions, to make each one of
them manifest to our physical senses.
Am I clear?” .

“Yes, Doctor, in a way you are,” I said.
“But I don’t agree with you; though I
think I understand you. Electricity and
fire are both what I might call natural
things; but life iz an abstract something
—a kind of all-permeating wakefulness.
Oh, I can't explain it; who could? But
it’s spiritual; not just a thing bred out
of a condition, like fire, as you say, or
electricity. It's a horrible thought of
yours. Life’s a kind of spiritual mys-
tery. . . "

“Easy, my boy!” said the old doctor,
laughing gently to himself; "or else I

may be asking you to demonstrate the
spiritual mystery of life of the limpet,
or the erab, shall we say?”

E GRINNED at me, with ineffable

perverseness. “Anyway,” he- con-
tinued, “as I suppose you've glessed, I've
a yarn to tell you in support of my im-
pression that life is no more a mystery
or a miracle than fire or elcctricity. But,
please to remember, gentlemen, that be-
cause you've succeeded in naming and
making good use of these two forces,
they're just as much mysteries, funda-
mentally, as ever.

“And, anyway, the thing I'm going to

tell you, won't explain the mystery of
life; but only give you one of my pegs
on which I hang my feeling that life is,
as I have said, a force made manifest
through conditions (that is to say, nat-
ural chemistry}, and that it can take for
its purpose and need, the most incredible
and unlikely matter; for without matter,
it cannot come into existence—it cannot
become manifest. . . .”
* “T don’t agree with you, Doctor,” I
interrupted. “Your theory would destroy
all belief in life after death. It
would. . . .

“Hush, sonny,” said-the old man, with
a quiet little smile of comprehension.
“Hark to what I have to say first; and,
anyway, what objection have you to
material life, after death? And if vou
object to a material framework, I would
still have you remember that I am speak-
ing of life, as we understand the word
in this our life. Now do be a quiet lad,
or I'll never be done.

“It was when I was a young man, and
that is a good many years ago, gentle-
men. I had passed my examination; but
was s0 run down with overwork, that it
was decided that I had. better take a

- trip to sea. I was by no means well off,

and very glad, in the end, to secure a

‘nominal post as a doctor in a sailing

passenger-clipper, running out to China,
“The name of the ship was the
Bheotpte, and soon after I had got all
my gear aboard, she cast off, and we
dropped down the Thames, and next day
were well away out in the Channel.
“The eaptain’s name was Gannington,
a very decent man; though gquite illiter-
ate. The first mate, Mr. Berlies, was a
quiet, sternish, reserved man, very well
read. The second mate, Mr. Selvern; was,
perhaps, by birth and upbringing, the
most socially cultured of the three; but
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he lacked the stamina and indomitable
pluck of the other two. He was more of
a sensitive; and emotionally and even
mentally, the most alert man of the
three.

“On our way out, we called at Mada-
gascar, where we landed some of our
passengers; then we ran eastward, mean-
ing to call at North-West Cape; but
about a hundred degrees east, we en-
countered a very dreadful weather,
which carried away all our sails and
sprung the jibboom and fore t'gallant
mast.

¢&MNHE storm carried us northward for

several hundred milec, and when
it dropped us finally, we found ourselves
in a very bad state. The ship had been
strained, and had taken some three feet
of water through her seams; the main
topmast had been sprung, in addition to
the jibboom and fore t'gallant mast;
two of our boats had gone, as also one of
the pigsties (with three fine pigs), this
latter having been washed overboard but
some half hour before the wind began
to ease, which it did quickly;, though a
very ugly sea ran for some hours after.

“The wind left us just before dark,
and when morning came, it brought
splendid weather; a calm, mildly un-
dulating sea, and a brilliant sun, with
no wind. It showed us also that we were
not alone; for about two miles away to
the westward was another vessel, which
Mr, Selvern, the second mate, pointed
out to me.

“*That’s a pretty rum-looking packet,
Doctor,’ he said, and handed me his
glass. I looked through it, at the other
vessel, and saw what he meant; at least,
I thought I did.

“iYes, Mr. Selvern,” I said, ‘she’s got
a pretty old-fashioned look about her.

He laughed at me, in his pleasant way.

“It's easy to see you're not a sailor,
Doctor,” he remarked. ‘There’'s a dozen
rum things about her. She’s a derelict,
and has been floating round, by the look
of her, for many a score of years. Look
at the shape of her counter, and the bows
and cut-water. She's as old as the hills,
as you might say, and ought to have
gone down to Davy Jones a long time
ago.

“Look at the growths on her, and the
thickness of her standing rigging; that's
all salt encrustations, I fancy, if you
notice the white color. She’s been a small
barque; but don’'t you see she's not a

yard left aloft? They've all dropped out
of the slings; everything rotted away;
wonder the standing rigging hasn't gone
too. I wish the Old Man would let us
take the boat, and have a look at her;
she’s well worth it

“There seemed very little chance of
this, however; for all hands were turned-
to and kept hard at it all day long, re-
pairing the damage to the masts and
gear, and this took a long while, as you
may think. Part of the time I gave a
hand, heaving on one of the deck-cap-
stans; for the exercise was good for my
liver, Old Captain Gannington approved,
and I persuaded him to come along and
try some of the medicine, which he did;
and we grew very chummy over the job.

“We got talking about the derelict, and
he remarked how lucky we were not to
have run full tilt on to her, in the dark-
ness; for she lay right away to leeward
of us, according to the way that we had
been drifting in the storm. He also was
of the opinion that she had a strange
look about her, and that she was pretty
old but on this latter point he plainly
had far less knowledge than the second
mate; for he was, as I have said, an
illiterate man, and he knew nothing of
seacraft beyond what experience had
taught him. He lacked the book knowl-
edge, which the second mate had, of
vessels previcus to his day, which it ap-
peared the derelict was.

“‘She’'s an old *un, Doctor,” was the
extent of his observations in this direc-
tion.

“Yet, when I mentioned to him that it
would be interesting to go aboard, and
give her a bit of an overhaul, he nodded
his head, as if the idea had elready been
in his mind.

“‘When the work’s over, Doctor,’ he
said. ‘Can’t spare the men now, ye know.
Got to get all shipshape an’ ready as
smart as we can. But we'll take my gig,
an’ go off in the Second Dog Watch. The
glass is steady, an’ it'll be a bit of jam
for us.’

G T evening, after tea, the cap-

tain gave orders to clear the gig
and get u?Frhuard. The second mate was
to come with us, and the skipper gave
him word to see that two or three lamps
were put into the boat, as it would soon
fall dark. A little later, we were pulling
across the calmness of the sea with a
crew of six at the oars, and making very
good speed of it.
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“Now, gentlemen, I have detailed to
you, with great exactness, all the facts,
both big and little,-so that you can fol-
low step by step each incident ins this
extraordinary affair; and I want you
now to pay the closest attention.

“I was sitting in the stern-sheets, with
the second mate and the captain, who
was steering; and as we drew nearer and
nearer to the stranger, I studied her with
an ever-growing attention, as, indeed,
did the captain and the second mate.
She was, as yvou know, the westward of
us, and the sunset was making a great
flame of red light to the back of her, so
that she showed a little blurred and in-
distinct by reason of the halation of the
light, which almost defeated the eye in
any attempt to see her rotting spars and
standing rigging, submerged as they were
in the fiery glory of the sunset,

“It was because of the effect of the
sunset that we had come quite close,
comparatively, to the derelict before we
saw that she was surrounded by a sort
of curious scum, the color of which was
difficult to decide upon, by reason of the
red light that was in the atmosphere;
but which afterwards we discovered to
be brown. This scum spread all about the
old vessel for many hundreds ¢ yards, in
a huge, irregular patch, a great stretch
of which reached out to the eastward,
upon our starboard side, some score, or
so, fathoms away.

“Queer stuff,’ said Captain Ganning-
ton, leaning to the side, and looking over.
‘Something in the cargo as 'as gone rot-
ten an’ worked out through 'er seams.’

“‘Look at her bows and stern,” said the
second mate; ‘just look at the growth of
her.’

“There were, as he said, great clump-
ings of strange-looking sea-fungi under
the bows and the short counter asterm.
From the stump of her jibboom and her
cutwater, great beards of rime and
marine growths hung downward into the
scum that held her in. Her blank star-
board side was presented to us, all a
dead, dirtyish white, streaked and
mottled wvapuely with dull masses of
heavier color.

“*There's a steam of haze rising off
her,! said the second mate, speaking
again; ‘you can see it against the light.
It keeps coming and going., Look!

“I saw then what he meant—a faint
haze or steam, either suspended above
the old vessel, or rising from her; and
Captain Gannington saw it also.

-entered into

“‘Spontaneous combustion!’ he ex-
claimed. ‘We'll 'ave to watch wen we
lift the 'atches; 'nless it’s some poor devil
that’s got aboard her: but that ain't
likely."

“We were now within a couple of hun-
dred yards of the old derelict, and had
the brown secum. As it
poured off the lifted oars, I heard one of

" the men mutter to himself: ‘Damn trea-

cle!” and indeed, it was something like
it.

“As the boat continued to forge nearer
and nearer to the old ship, the scum
grew thicker and thicker; so that, at
last, it perceptibly slowed us.

“‘Give way, lads! Put some beef to
it!” sung out the captain; and thereafter
there was no sound, except the panting
of the men, and the faint, reiterated
suck, suck, of the sullen brown scum up-
on the oars, as the boat was forced
ahead. As we went, I was conscious of a
peculiar smell in the evening air, and
whilst I had no doubt that the puddling
of the scum, by the oars, made it rise, I
felt that in some way, it was vaguely
familiar; yet I could give it no name.

“We were now very close to the old
vessel, and presently she was high above
us, against the dying light. The captain
called out then to ‘in with the bow oars,
and stand-by with the boat-hook,” which
was done.

“‘Aboard there! Ahoy! Aboard there!
Ahoy!” shouted Captain Gannington, but
there came no answer, only the flat
sound of his voice going lost into the
open sea, each time he sang out.

“‘Ahoy! Aboard there! Ahoy!" he
shouted, time after time; but there was
only the weary silence of the old hulk
that answered us; s=nd, somehow as he
shouted, the while that I stared up half
expectantly at her, a queer little sense
of oppression, that amounted almost te
nervousness came upon ‘me. It passed,
but I remember how I was suddenly
aware that it was growing dark. Darkness
comes fairly rapidly in the tropics, though
not so quickly as many fiction-writers
seem fo think; but it was not that the
coming dusk had perceptibly deepened
in that brief time, of only a few moments,
but rather that my nerves had made me
suddenly a little hypersensitive. I men-
tion my state particularly: for I am not
a nervy man, normally; and my abrupt
touch of nerves is significant, in the
light of what happened.

“‘There's no one aboard there!" said
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Captain Gannington. ‘Give way, men!’
For the boat’s crew had instinctively
rested on their oars, as the captain hailed
the old craft. The men gave way again;
and then the second mate called out ex-
citedly: ‘Why, look there, there’s our
pigsty! BSee, it’s got Bheoipie painted
on the end. It's drifted down here, and
the scum's caught it. What a blessed
wonder!’

“It was as he had said, our pigsty that
had been washed overboard in the storm,
and it was most extraordinary to come
across it there.

“iwWe'll tow it off with us, when we go,’
remarked the captain, and shouted to the
crew to get down to their oars; for they
were hardly moving the boat, because the
scum was so thick, close in around the
old ship, that it literally clogged the boat
from going ahead. I remember that it
struck me in a half-conscious sort of way,
as curious that the pigsty, containing
our three dead pigs, had managed to drift
so far, unaided, whilst we could scarcely
manage to force the boat in now that we
had come right into the scum. But the
thought passed from my mind; for so
many things happened within the next
few minutes.

4 HE men managed to bring the boat

alongside, within a couple of feet
of the derelict, and the man with the
boathook hooked on.

“‘'Ave you got ‘old there, forrard?’
asked the captain. “Yessir!’ said the bow
man; and as he spoke there came a queer
noise of tearing.

“‘What's that?’ asked the captain.

“+It’s tore, sir. Tore clean away!’ said
the man; and his tone showed that he
had received something of o shock.

“‘Get a hold again, then!’ said Captain
Gannington, irritably, ‘You don't s'pose
this packet was built yesterday! Shove
‘the hook info the main chains.” The man
did so gingerly, as you might say; for
it seemed to me, in the growing dusk,
that he put no strain on the hook,
though, of course, there was 20 need; you
see, the boat could not go very far, of
herself, in the stuff in which she was
embedded. I remember thinking this,
also, as I looked up at the bulging side
of the old vessel. Then I heard Captain
Gannington’s voice:

“‘Lord, but she’s old! An’ what a color,

Doctor! She don't half want paint, do
she! . , . Now then, somehody—one of
them oars.’

“An oar was passed to him, and he
leaned it up against the ancient, bulging
side, then he paused, and called to the
second mate to light a couple of lamps,
and stand by to pass them up; for the
darkness had settled down now upon
the sea.

“The second mate lit two of the lamps,
and told one of the men to light a third,
and keep it handy in the boat; then he
stepped across, with a lamp in each hand,
to where Captain Gannington stood by
the oar against the side of the ship.

“‘Now, my lad,’ said the captain, to the
man who had pulled stroke, ‘up with vou,
an’ we’ll pass ye the lamps.’

“The man jumped to obey; caught the

oar,'and put his weight upon it, and as

he did so, something seemed to give a
little.

“‘Look!" cried the second mate, and
pointed, lamp in hand. . .. ‘It's sunk in!’

“This was true. The oar had made
quite an indentation into the bulging,
somewhat slimy side of the old vessel.

“‘Mould, I reckon,’ said Captain Gan-
nington, bending towards the derelict, to
look, Then to the man: '

“‘Up you go, my lad, and be smart, ...
Don't stand there waitin'!’

“At that, the man, who had paused a
moment as he felt the oar give beneath
his weight, began to shin up, and in a
few seconds he was aboard, and leaned
over the rail for the lamps. These were
passed up to him, and the captzin called
to him to steady the oar. Then Captain
Gannington went, calling me to follow,
and after me the second mate.

“As the captain put his face over the
rail, he gave a cry of astonishment:

“*‘Mould, by gum! Mould. . .. Tons of
it! . .. Good Lord!’

“As I heard him shout that, I scram-
bled the more eagerly after him, and in
a moment or two, I was able to see what
he meant—everywhere that the light
from the two lamps struck, there was
nothing but smooth, great masses and
surfaces of a dirty-white mould.

“I climbed over the rail, with the sec-
ond mate close behind, and stood upon
the mould-covered decks. There might
have been no planking beneath the
mould, for all that our feet could feel. It
gave under our tread, with a spongy,
prddingy feel., It covered the deck-furni-
ture of the old ship, so that the shape of
each article and fitment was.often no
more than suggested through it.

“Captain Gannington snatched a lamp
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from the other man, and the second mate
reached for the other. They held the
lamps "high, and we all stared. It was
most extraordinary, and, somehow, most
abominable. I can think of no other
word, gentlemen, that so much deseribes
the predominant feeling that effected me
at the moment..

“'Good Lord! said Captain Ganning-
ton, several times. ‘Good Lord!” But
neither the second mate nor the man
said anything, and for my part I just
stared, and at the same time began to
smell a little at the air, for there was
again a vague odor of something half
familiar, that somehow brought to me
a sense of half-known fright.

¢¢T TURNED this way and that, staring,

as I have said. Here and there, the
mould was so0 heavy as to entfirely disguise
what lay beneath, converting the deck-
fittings into indistinguishable mounds of
mould, all dirty-white, and blotched and
veined with irregular, dull purplish mark-
ings.

“There was a strange thing about the
mould, which Captain Gannington drew
attention to—it was that our feet did
not crush into it and break the surface,
as might have been expected, but merely
indented it.

“ ‘Never seen nothin’ like it before! . ..
Never!" said the captain, after having
stooped with his lamp to examine the
mould under our feet. He stamped with
his heel, and the stuff gave out a dull,
puddingy sound. He stooped again, with
a guick movement, and stared, holding
the lamp close to the deck. ‘Blest if it
ain’t a reg'lar skin to it!' he said.

“The second mate and the man and I
all stooped, and looked at it. The second
mate prodded it with his forefinger, and
I remember I.rapped it several times
with my knuckles, listening to the dead
sound it gave out, and noticing the close,
firm texture of the mould.

“‘Dough!’ said the second mate, ‘It's
just like blessed dough! . . . Pouf!” He
stood up with a quick movement. ‘I could
faney it stinks a bit,” he said.

“Ag he said this, I knew suddenly what
the familiar thing was in the vague odor
that hung about us—it was that the smell
had something animal-like in it; some-
thing of the zame smell only heavier,
that you smell in any place that is in-
fested with mice. I began to look about
with a sudden, very real uneasiness. . ..
There might be vast numbers of hungry

rats aboard. . .. They might prove ex-

ceedingly dangerous, if in a starving con-

dition, yet, as you will understand, some-

how I hesitated to put forward my idea

?s a reason for caution. It was too fanci-
ul.

“Captain Gannington had begun to go
aft, along the mould-covered main-deck,
with the second mate; each of them hold-
ing his lamp high up, so as to cast a good
light about the vessel. I turned quickly
and followed them, the man with me
keeping close to my heels, and plainly
uneasy. As we went, I became aware that
there was a feeling of moisture in the
air, and I remembered the slight mist, or
smoke, above the hulk, which had made
Captain Gannington suggest spontaneous
combustion in explanation.

“And always, as we went, there was
that vague animal smell; and suddenly
I found myself wishing we were well away
from the old vessel.

“Abruptly, after o few paces, the cap-
tain stopped and pointed at a row of
mould-hidden shapes on either side of
the main-deck. . .. ‘Guns,’ he said. ‘Been
a privateer in the old days, I guess; may-
be worse! We'll 'ave a look below, doctor;
there may be something worth touchin’
She’s older than I thought. Mr. Selvern
thinks she's about three hundred years
old; but I scarce think it.’

“We continued our way-aft, and I re-
member that I found myself walking as
lightly and gingerly as possible; as if I
were subconsciously afraid of treading
through the rotten, mould-hid decks. I
think the others had a touch of the same
feeling, from the way that they walked.
Ocecasionally the soft mould would grip
our heels, releasing them with a little,
sullen suck.

“The captain forged somewhat ahead
of the second mate, and I know that the
suggestion he had made himself, that
perhaps there might be something below,
worth the carrying away, had stimulated
his imagination. The second mate was,
however, beginning to feel somewhat the
same way that I did; at least, I have that
impression. I think if it had not been for
what I might truly describe as Captain
Gannington’s sturdy courage, we should
all of us have just gone back over the side
very soon; for there was most certainly
an unwholesome feeling aboard that
made one feel queerly lacking in pluck,
and you will soon perceive that this feel-
ing was justified.

“Just as the captain reached the few,
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mould-covered steps, leading up on to the
gshort half-poop, I was suddenly aware
that the feeling of moisture in the air
had grown very much more definite. It
was perceptible now, intermittently, as a
sort of thin, moist, foglike vapor, that
came and went oddly, and seemed- to
make the decks a little indistinet to the
view, this time and that. Once, an odd
puff of it beat up suddenly from some-
where, and caught me in the face, carry-
ing a queer, sickly, heavy odor with it,
that somehow frightened me strangely,
with a suggestion of a waiting and half-
comprehended danger.

[AA E HAD followed Captain Gan-

nington up the three mould-cov-
ered steps, and now went slowly aft along
the raised after-deck.

“By the mizen-mast, Captain Ganning-
ton paused, and held his lantern near
it. . ..

“ My word, mister,” he said to the sec-
ond mate, ‘it’s fair thickened up with the
mould; why, I'll g'antee it's close on four
foot thick.” He shone the light down to
where it met the deck., ‘Good Lord!’ he
said. ‘Look at the sea-lice on it!' I stepped
up; and it was as he had said; the sea-
lice were thick upon it, some of them
huge, not less than the size of large
beetles, and all a clear, colorless shade,
like water except where there were little
spots of gray in them—evidently their in-
ternal organisms.

“I've never seen the like of them, 'cept
on a live cod!’ said Captain Gannington,
in an extremely puzzled voice. ‘My word,
but thev're whoppers!” Then he passed
on, but a few paces farther alt, he
stopped again, and held his lamp near
to the mould-hidden deck.

“Lord bless me, Doctor!” he called out,
in a low voice. ‘Did you ever see the like
of that? Why, it's a foot long, if it's a
hineh?!

“] stooped over his shoulder, and saw
what he menat; it was a clear, colorless
creature, about a foot long, and about
eight inches high, with a curved back
that was extraordinary narrow. As we
stared, all in a group, it gave a queer
little flick, and was gone.

“itTumped!” said the captain. “Well, if
that ain't 2 giant of all the sea-lice that
I've ever seen! I guess it jumped twenty
foot clear.! He straightened his back, and
scratched his head a moment, swinging
the lantern this way and that with the
other hand, and staring about us. ‘Wot
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are they doin' aboard ‘ere!" he said.
‘You’ll see 'em (little things) on fat cod,
an' such like. . . . I'm blowed, Doctor,
if I understand.’

“He held his lamp towards a big mound
of the mould, that occapied part of the
after portion of the low poop-deck, a little
foreside of whire there came a two-foot
high ‘break’ to a kind of second and
loftier poop, that ran away aft to the
taffrail. The mound was pretty big, sev-
eral feet across, and more than a yard
high. Captain Gannington walked up to
it. :

“‘I reckon this's the scuttle,’ he re-
marked, and gave it a heavy kick. The
only result was a deep indentation into
the huge, whitish hump of mould, as if
he had driven his foot into a mass of
some doughy substance. Yet, I am not
altogether correct in saying that this was
the only result; for a certain other thing
happened—from a place made by the
captain’s foot, there came 3 little push
of purplish fluid, accompanied by a pecu-
liar smell, that was, and was not, half
familiar. Some of the mouldlike sub-
stance had stuck to the toe of the cap-
tain's boot, and from this, likewise, there
issued a sweat, as it were, of the same
color,

“‘Well!” said Captain Gannington, in
surprise, and drew back his foot to make
another kick at the hump of mould; but
he paused, at an exclamation from the
second mate:

“‘Don’t, sir!” said the second mate.

“T glanced at him, and the light from
Captain Gannington’s lamp showed me
that his face had a bewildered, half-
frightened look, as if it were suddenly
and unexpectedly half afraid of some-
thing, and as if his tongue had given
way to his sudden fright, without any
intention on his part to speak.

“The captain also turned and stared
at him.

““Why, mister?’ he asked, in a some-
what puzzled voice, through which there
sounded just the vaguest hint of annoy-
ance. “We've pgot to shift this mueck, if
we're to get below.’

“I looked at the second mate, and it
seemed to me that, curiously enough, he
was listening less to the captain, than
to some other sound.

“Suddenly, he said in a queer voice:
‘Listen, everybody!”

“Yet we heard nothing, beyond the
faint murmur of the men talking to-
gether in the boat alongside.



THE DERELICT

“‘I don’t hear nothin’’ said Captain
Gannington, after a short pause. ‘Do you,
Doctor?

& ‘NG,' T aaid.

““What was it you thought you heard?’
asked the captain, turning again to the
second mate. But the second mate shook
hisz head, in a curious, almost irritable
way; as if the captain's question infer-
rupted his listening, Captain Gannington
stared a moment at him, then held his
lantern up, and glanced about him, al-
most uneasily. I know I felt a queer sense
of strain. But the light showed nothing,
beyond the grayish, dirty white of the
mould in all directions.

“ ‘Mister Selvern,’ said the captain at
last, looking at him, ‘don't get faneying
things. Get hold of your bloomin’ self.
Ye know ye heard nothin'?’

“I'm quite sure I heard something, sir!’
said the second mate. ‘T seemed to hear—'
He broke off sharply, and appeared to
listen, with an almost painful intensity.

““What did it sound like?’ I asked.

“It's all right, Doctor,’ said Captain
Gannington, laughing gently. ‘Ye can
give him a tonic when we get back. I'm
goin’ to shift this stuff.’

“He drew back, and kicked for the sec-
ond time at the ugly mass, which he took
to hide the companion-way. The result
of his kick was startling; for the whole
thing wobbled sloppily, like a mound of
unhealthy-looking jelly.

“He drew his foot out of it quickly, and
took a step backwards, staring, and hold-
ing his lamp towards it.

“By gum!’ he sald, and it was plain
that he was genuinely startled. ‘The
blessed thing’s gone soft!’

(A HE man had run back several steps

from the suddenly flaccid mound,
and looked horribly frightened. Though,
of what, I am sure he had not the least
idea. The second mate stood where he
was, and stared. For my part, I know
I had a most hideous uneasiness upon
me. The captain continued to hold his
light towards the wobbling mound, and
stare.

“‘It's gone squashy all through!®' he
said. ‘There’s no scuttle there. There’s
no bally woodwork inside that lot! Phoo!
What a rum smell!’

“He walked round to the after-side of
the strange mound, to see whether there
might be some signs of an opening into
the hull at the back of the great heap of
mould-stuff. And then:
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“‘Listen) said the second mate, again,
and in the strangest sort of voice.

“Captain Gannington straightened
himsgelf upright, and there succeeded a
pause of the rost intense quietness, in
which there was not even the hum of talk
from the men alongside in the boat, We
all heard it—a kind of dull, soft, Thud/
Thud! Thud! Thud! somewhere in the
hull under us, yet so vague that I might
have been half doubtiul I heard it, only
that the others did so, too.

“Captain Gannington turned suddenly
to where the man stood:

“‘Tell them—' he began. But the fel-
low cried out something, and pointed.
There had come a strange intensity into
hiz somewhat unemotional face; so that
the captain’s glance followed his action
instantly. I stared, also, as you may
think, It was the great mound, at which
the man was pointing. I saw what he
meant.

“From the two gaps made in the mould-
like stuff by Captain Gannington's boot,
the purple fluid was jetting out in a
queerly regular fashion, almost as if it
were being forced out by a pump. My
word, but I stared! And even as I stared,
a larger jet squirted out, and splashed
as far as the man, spattering his boots
and trouser-legs.

“The fellow had been pretty nervous
before, in a stolid, ignorant way, and
his funk had been growing steadily; but,
at this, he simply let out a yell, and
turned about to run. He paused an in-
stant, as if a sudden fear of the darkness
that held the decks between him and the
boat had taken him. He snatched at
the second mate’s lantern, tore it out of
his hand, and plunged heavily away over
the vile stretch of mould.

“Mr. Selvern, the second mate, said not
a word; he was just standing, staring at
the strange-smelling twin streams of dull
purple that were jetting out from the
wobbling mound. Captain Gannington,
however, roared an order to the man to
come back; but the man plunged on and
on across the mould, his feet seeming to
be clogged by the stuff, as if it had growm
suddenly soft. He zigzagged as he ran,
the lantern swaying in wild circles as he
wrenched his feet free, with a constang
plop, plop; and I could hear his fright-
ened gasps, even from where I stood.

“‘Come back with that lamp!" roared
the captain again; but still the man took
no notice, and Captain Gannington was
silent an instant, his lips working in a
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queer, inarticulate fashion; as if he were
stunned momentarily by the very violence
of his anger at the man’s insubordina-
tion. And, in the silence, I heard the
sound again: Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud!
Quite distinctly now, beating, it seemed
suddenly to me, right down under my
feet, but deep.

“I stared down at the_mould on which
I was standing, with a quick, disgusting
sense of the terrible all about me; then
I looked at the c: ptain, and tried to say
something, without eppearing frightened.
I saw that he had turned again to the
mound, and all the anger had gone out
of his face. He had his lamp out toward
the mound, and was listening. There
was a further moment of absolute si-
lence; at least, I know th:t I was not
conscious of any sound at all, in all the
world, except that extraordinary Thud/
Thud! Thud! Thud down somewhere in
the huge bulk under us.

“The captain shifted his feet, with a
sudden, nervous movement; and as he
lifted them, the mould went plop, plop.
He looked quickly at me, frying to smile,
as if he were not thinking anything very
much about it. ‘"hat do you make of it,

-Doctor?’ he said,

“‘1 think—' I began. But the second
mate interrupted with a single word; his
voice pitched a little high, in a tone that
made us both stare instantly at him.

“‘Look!” he said, and pointed at the
mound. The thing was all of a slow
guiver. A strange ripple ran outward
from it, along the deck, as you will see
‘s ripple run inshore out of a calm sea.
It reached a mound a little fore-side of
us, which I supposed to be the cabin-sky-
light; and in 8 moment the second mound
sank nearly level with the surrounding
decks, quivering floppily in a most ex-
traordinary fashion. A sudden quick
tremor took the mould right under the
second mate, and he gave out a hoarse
cry, and held his arms out on each side
of him, to keep his balance. The tremor
in the mould spread, and Captain Gan-
nington swayed, and spread his feet with
a sudden curse of fright. The second
mate jumped across to him, and caught
him by the wrist.

“‘The boat, sir!” he said, saying the
very thing that I had lacked the pluck
to say. ‘For God’s sake—’

“But he never finished; for a tremend-
ous hoarse seream cut off his words. They
hove themselves round, and looked. I
could see without turning. The man who
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had run from us, was standing in- the
waist of the ship, about a fathom from
the starboard bulwarks.

“He was swaying from side to side and
screaming in a dreadful fashion. He ap-
peared to be trying to lift his feet, and
the light from his swaying lantern
showed an almost incredible sight. All
about him the mould was in active move-
ment. His feet had sunk out of sight.
The stuff appeared to be lepping at his
legs; and abruptly his bare flesh showed.

“The hideous stuff had rent his trouser-
legs away, as if they were paper, He
gave out a simply sickening scream, and,
with a wvast effort, wrenched one leg
free. It was partly destroyed. The next
instant he pitched face downward, and
the stuff heaped itself upon him, as if
it were actually alive, with a dreadful
savage life. It was simply infernal. The
man had gone from sight. Where he had
fallen was now a writhing mound, in
constant and horrible increase, as the
mould appeared to move toward it in
strange ripples from all sides.

(e TAPTAIN GANNINGTON and the
second mate were stone silent, in
amazed and ineredulous horror; but I
had begun to reach towards a grotesque
and terrific conclusion, both helped and
hindered by my professional training.
“From the men in the boat alongside,
there was a loud shouting, and I saw two
of their faces appear suddenly above the
rail. They showed clearly, a moment, in
the light from the lamp which the man
had snatched from Mr. Selvern; for
strangely enough, this lamp was standing
upright and unharmed on the deck, a
little way fore-side of that dreadful,
elongated, growing mound, that still
swayed and writhed with an incredible
horror.
The lamp rose and fell on the passing

ripples of the mould just—for all the

world—as you will see a boat rise and
fall on little swells. It is of some interest
to me now, »sychologically, to remember
how that rising and falling lantern
brought home to me, more than any-
thing, the incomprehensible, dreadful
strangeness of it all.

“The men’s faces disappeared, with
sudden yells, as if they had slipped or
been suddenly hurt; and there was a
fresh uproar of shouting from the boat.
The men were calling to us to come away;
to come away. In the same instant, I
Telt my left boot drawn suddenly and
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forcibly downward, with a horrible pain-
ful grip. I wrenched it {free, with a yell
of angry fear. Forrard of us, I saw that
the vile surface was all a-move, and
abruptly I found myself shouting in a
gueer frightened wvoice:

“‘The boat, Captain! The boat, Cap-
tain!’

“Captain Gannington stared round at
me, over his right shoulder, in a peculiar,
dull way, that told me he was utterly
dazed with bewilderment and the incom-
prehensibleness of it all. I took a quick,
clogged, nervous step towards him, and
gripped his arm and shook it fiercely.

““The boat!’ I shouted at him. ‘The
boat! For God's sake, tell the men to
bring the boat aft!’

“Then the mould must have drawn his
feet down; for, abruptly, he bellowed
fiercely with terror, hizs momentary
apathy giving place to furious energy.
His thick-set, vastly muscular body dou-
bled and whirled with his enormous
effort, afid he struck out madly, drop-
ping the lantern. He tore his feel free,
something ripped as he did so. The
reality and necessity of the situation had
come upon him, brutishly.real, and he
was roaring to the men in the boat:

“‘Bring the boat aft! Bring ‘er aft!
Bring ‘er aft!’

“The second mate and I were shouting
the same thing, madly.

“iFor God’s sake be smart, lads!’
roared the captain, and he stooped quick-
ly for his lamp, which still burned. His
feet were gripped again, and he hove
them out, blaspheming breathlessly, and
leaping a yard high with his effort. Then
he made a run for the side, wrenching
his feet free at each step. In the same
instant, the second mate cried out some-
thing, and grabbed at the captain.

“Tt's got hold of my feet! It's got hold
of my feet!” the second mate screamed.
His feet had disappeared up to his boot-
tops, and Captain Gannington caught
him round the waist with his powerful
left arm, gave a mighty heave, and the
next instant had him free; but both his
boot-soles had almost gone.

“For my part, I jumped madly from
foot to foot, to avoid the plucking of the
mould; and suddenly I made a run for
the ship's side. But before I got there,
a queer gap came in the mould, between
us and the side, at least a couple of feet
wide, and how deep I don't know. It
closed up in an instant, and all the mould,
where the gap had been, went into a
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sort of flurry of horrible ripplings, so that
I ran back from it; for I did not dare
to put my foot upon it. Then the cap-
tain was shouting at me:

“rAft, Doctor! Aft, Doctor! This way,
Doctor! Run!” I saw then that he had
passed me, and was up on the after raised
portion of the poop. He had the second
mate thrown like a sack, all loose and
guiet, over his left shoulder; for Mr.
Selvern had fainted, and his long legs
flopped, limp and helpless, against the
captain’s massive knees as the captain
ran. I saw, with a gueer, unconscious
noting of minor details, how the torn
soles of the second mate’s boots flapped
and jigged, as the captain staggered aft.

*'Boat ahoy! Boat ahoy! Boat ahoy!’
shouted the captain; and then I was
beside him, shouting also. The men were
answering with loud yells of encourage-
ment, and it was plain they were work-
ing desperately to force the boat aft,
through the thick scum about the ship.

“We reached the ancient, mould-hid
taffrail, and slewed about, breathlessly,
in the half darkness, to see what was
happening. Captain Gannington had left
his lantern by the big mound, when he
picked up the second mate; and as we
stood gasping, we discoverad suddenly
that all the mould between us and the
light was full of movement. Yes, the part
on which we stood, for about six or eight
feet forrard of us was still firm.

“Every couple of seconds, we shouted
to the men to hasten, and they kept call-
ing to us that they would be with us in
an instant. And all the time, we watched
the deck of that dreadful hulk, I. felt,
for my part, literally sick with mad sus-
pense, and ready to jump overboard into
that filthy scum all about us.

e ZwOWN somewhere in the huge bulk

of the ship, there was all the time
the extraordinary, dull, ponderous Thud!
Thud! Thud! Thud! growing ever louder.
I seemed to feel the whole hull of the
derelict beginning to gquiver and thrill
with each dull beat. And to me, with the
grotesque and monstrous suspicion of
what made that noise, it was, at once,
the most dreadful and ineredible sound
I have ever heard.

“As we waited desperately for the boat,
I scanned incessantly so much of the
gray-white bulk as the lamp showed. The
whole of the decks seemed fto be in
strange movement. Forrard of the lamp
I could see, indistinetly, the moundings
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of the mould swaying and nodding hide-
ously, beyond the circle of the brightest
rays. Nearer, and full in the glow of the
lamp, the mound which should have in-
dicated the skylight, was swelling stead-
ily, There were ugly purple veinings on
it, and as it swelled, it seemed to me that
the wveinings and mottling on it were
becoming plainer—rising, as though em-
bossed upon it, as you will see the veins
stand out on the body of a powerful full-
blooded horse. It was most extraordinary.
The mound that we had supprosed to cover
the companion-way had sunk flat with
the surrounding mould, and I could not
see that it jetted out any more of the
purplish fluid.

“A quaking movement of the mould
began, away forward of the lamp, and
came flurrying away aft towards us; and
at the sight of that, I climbed up on to
the spongy-feeling taffrail, and yelled
afresh for the boat. The men answered
with a shout, which told me they were
nearer, but the beastly scum was so thick
that it was evidently a fight to move the
boat at all. Beside me, Captain Ganning-
ton was shaking the second mate furi-
opusly, and the man stirred and began
to moan. The captain shook him awake.

“iWake up! Wake up, Mister!” he
shouted.

“The second mate staggered out of the
captain’s arms, and eollapsed suddenly,
shrieking: ‘My feet! Oh, God! My feet!’
The captain and I lugged him off the
mould, and got him into a sitting position
upon the taffrail, where he kept up a con-
tinual moaning.-

“‘Hold 'em, Doctor, said the Captain,
and whilst I did so, he ran forrard a few
vards, and peered down over the star-
board quarter rzil. ‘For God’'s sake, be
smart, lads! Be smart! Be smart!" he
shouted down to the men; and they
answered him, breathless, from close at
hand; yet still too far away for the boat
to be any use to us on the instant.

“T was holding the moaning, half-un-
conscious officer, and staring forrard
along the poop decks. The flurrying of
the mould was coming aft, slowly and
noiselessly. And then, suddenly, I saw
something closer:

“‘Look out, Captain!’ I shouted; and
even as I shouted, the mould near to him
gave a sudden peculiar slobber. I had
seen a ripple stealing towards him
through the horrible stuff. He gave an
enorimous, clumsy leap, and landed near
to us on the sound part of the mould,
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but the movement followed him. He
turned and faced it, swearing fiercely.
All about his feet there came abruptly
little gapings, which made horrid suck-
ing noises, )

“‘Come back, Captain!’ I yelled. ‘Come
back, guick!” and he stamped insanely
at it, and leaped back, his boot torn half
off his foot. He swore madly with pain
and anger, and jumped swiftly for the
taffrail.

“‘Come on, Doctor! Over we go!’ he
called. Then he remembered the filthy
scum, and hesitated, roaring out desper-
ately to the men to hurry. I started down,
also. :

““The second mate?’ I said.

“‘I'll take charge, Doctor,’ said Cap-
tain Gannington, and eaught hold of
Mr. Selvern. As he spoke, I thought I
saw something beneath us, outlined
against the scum. I leaned out over the
stern, and peered. There was something
under the port guarter.

““There's something down there, Cap-
tain!’ I ealled, and pointed in the dark-
ness.

“He stooped far over, and stared.

“‘A boat, by gum! A boat!’ he yelled,
and began to wriggle swiftly along the
taffrail, dragging the second mate after
him. I followed.

“‘A boat it is, sure!’ he exclaimed, a
few moments later, and, picking up the
second mate clear of the rail, he hove
him down into the boat, where he fell
with a erash into the bottom.

“‘Over ye go, Doctor!’ he yelled at me,
and pulled me bodily off the rail, and
dropped me after the officer. As he did
so0, I felt the whole of the ancient, spongy
rail give a peculiar sickening gquiver, and
begin to wobble. I fell onto the second
mate, and the captain came after, almost
in the same instant; but fortunately he
landed clear of us, on to the fore thwart,
which broke under his weight, with a
loud crack and splintering of wood.

“‘Thank God!" I heard him mutter.
‘Thank God! . . . I guess that was a
mighty near thing to goin’ to hell’

“He struck a match, just as I got to
my feet, and between us we got the sec-
ond mate straightened out on one of the
after thwarts. We shouted .to the men
in the boat, telling them where we were,
and saw the light of their lantern shin-
ing round to tell us they were doing their
best, and then, while we waited, Captain
Gannington struck another match, and

began to overhaul the boat we had
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dropped into. She was a modern, two-
oared boat, and on the stern there was
painted Cyclone Glasgow. She was in
pretty fair condition, and had evidently
drifted into the scum and been held by it.

e MAPTAIN GANNINGTON struck sev-

eral matches, and went forrard
toward the derelict. Suddenly he called
to me, and I jumped over the thwarts
to him.

“‘Look, Doctor,” he said; and I saw
what he meant—a mass of bones, up in
the bow of the boat. I stooped over them
and looked. They were the bones of at
least three people, all mixed together, in
an extraordinary fashion, and quite clean
and dry. I had a sudden thought con-
cerning the bones; but I said nothing;
for my thought was vague, in some ways,
and concerned the grotesque a.ad incred-
ible suggestion that had come to me, as
to the cause of that ponderous, dull
Thud! Thud! Thud! that beat on so in-
fernally within the hull, and was plain
to hear even now that we had a sick,
horrible, mental picture of that frightful
wriggling mound aboard the hulk.,

- “As Captain Gannington struck a final
match I saw something that sickened me,
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and the captain saw it in the same in-
stant, The match went out, and he fum-
bled clumsily for another, and struck it.
We saw the thing again. We had not
been mistaken. ... A great lip of gray-
white was protruding in over the edge of
the boat—a great lappet of the mould
was coming steadily towards us; a live
mess of the very hull itself. And sud-
denly Captain Gannington yelled out, in
50 many words, the grotesque and in-
credible thing I was thinking:

“‘She's alive!

“I never heard such a sound of com-
prehension and terror in a man's voice.
The very horrified assurance of it, made
actual to me the thing that, before, had
lurked in my subconscious mind. I knew
he was right; I knew that the explana-
tion, my reason and my iraining, both
repelled and reached towards, was the
true one. . . . I wonder whether anyone
can possibly understand our feelings in
that moment. ... The unmitigable horror
of it, and the incredibleness.

“As the light of the match burned up
fully, I saw that the mass of living mat-
ter, coming towards us, was streaked and
veined with purple, the veins standing
out, enormously distended. The whole



108

thing quivered continuously to each pon-
derous Thud! Thud! Thud! of that gar-
gantuan organ that pulsed within the
huge gray-white hulk. The flame of the
match reached the captain’s fingers, and
there came to me a little sickly whiff
of burned flesh; but he seemed uncon-
scious of any pain. Then the flame went
out, in a brief sizzle, vet at the last
moment, I had seen an exiraordinary
raw look, become visible upon the end of
that monstrous, protruding lappet. It
had become dewed with a hideous, pur-
plish sweat. And with the darkness, there
came a sudden charnel-like stench.

“I heard the match-box split in Cap-

tain Gannington’s hands, as he wrenched-:

it open. Then he swore, in a queer fright-
ened voice; for he had come to the end
of his matches. He turned clumsily in
the darkness, and tumbled over the near-
est thwart, in his eagerness to get to

the stern of the boat, and I after him:-

for he knew that thing was coming to-
wards us through the darkness, reaching
over that piteous mingled heap of human
bones, all jumbled together in the bows.
We shouted madly to the men; and for
answer saw the bows of the boat emerge
dimly into view, round the starboard
counter of the derelict.

“*Thank God!' I gasped out; but Cap-
taln Gannington yelled to them to show
a light. ¥et this they could not do,
for the lamp had just been stepped
on, in their desperafe efforts to force
the boat around to us.

“‘Quick! Quick!” I shouted.

“‘For God's sake be smart, men!’
roared the ecaptain; and both of us faced
the darkness under the port counter, out
of which we knew (but could not see)
the thing was coming toward us.

“‘An oar! Smart now, pass me an
oar!’ shouted the captain; and reached
out his hand through the gloom toward
the oncoming boat. I saw a ficure stand
up in the bows, and hold something out
to us, across the intervening yards of
scum. Captain Gannington swept his
hands through the darkness, and en-
countered it.

“Tve got it. Let go there!l’ he said,
in a gquick, tense voice.

TN THE same instant, the boat we

were in was pressed over suddenly
to starboard by some tremendous weight.
Then I heard the captain shout: ‘Duck
y'r head, Doctor,” and directly afterwards
he swung the heavy, fourteen-foot ash
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oar round his head, and struck into the
darkness. There came a sudden squelch,
and he struck again, with a savage grunt
of flerce energy. At the second blow,
the boat righted, with a slow movement,
and directly afterwards the other boat
bumped gently into ours.

“Captain Gannington dropped the oar,
and springing across to the second mate,
hove him up off the thwart, and pitched
him with knee and arms clear in over the
bows among the men; then he shouted to
me to follow, which I did, 2nd he came
after me, bringing the oar with him. We
carried the second mate aft, and the
captain shouted to the men to back the
boat a little; then they got her bows
clear of the boat we had just left, and so
headed out through the scum for the
Open sea.

“‘Where's Tom ’Arrison?’ gasped one
of the men, in the midst of his exertions.
He happened to be Tom Harrison's par-
ticular chum; and Captain Gannington
answered him briefly enough: *

“‘Dead! Pull! Don’t talk!

“Now, difficult as it had been to force

.the boat through the scum to our rescue,

the difficulty to get clear seemed tenfold.
After some five minutes pulling, the boat
seemed hardly to have moved a fathom,
if g0 much; and a quite dreadful fear
took me afresh; which one of the panting
men put suddenly into words:

“‘It's got us!” he gasped out; ‘same as
poor Tom!' It was the man who had in-
guired where Harrison was.

“:Shut v'r mouth and pull!’ roared the .
ecaptain. And so another few minutes
passed. Abruptly, it seemed to me that
the dull, ponderous Thud! Thud! Thud!
came more plainly through the dark, and
I stared intently over the stern. I sick-
ened a little; for I could almost swear
that the dark mass of the monster was
actually nearer . . . that it was coming
nearer to us through the darkness. Cap-
tain Gannington must have had the same
thought; for after a brief look into the
darkness, he made one jump to the
stroke-oar, and began to double bank it.

#iGet forrid under the thwarts, Doc-
tor!’ he sald to me, rather breathlessly.
‘Get, in the bows, an’ see if you can't free
the stuff a bit round the bows.’

“I did as he told me, and a minute later
I was in the bows of the boat, puddling
the scum from side to side with the boat-
hook, and trying to break up the wviscid,
clinging muck. A heavy, almost animal-
like odor rose off it, and all the air seemed



THE DERELICT

full of the deadening smell. I shall never
find words to tell any one the whole
horror of it—the threat that seemed to
hang in the very air around us; and, but
a little astern, that incredible thing, com-
ing, as I firmly believe, nearer, and the
scum holding us like half-melted glue,

“The minutes passed in a deadly, eter-
nal fashion, and I kept staring back.

“Abruptly, Captain Gannington sang
out:

“"We're gaining, lads. Pull!’ And I felt
the boat forge ahead perceptibly, as they
gave way, with renewed hope and energy.
There was soon no doubt of it; for pres-
ently that hideous Thud! Thud! Thud!
Thud! had grown quite dim and vague
somewhat astern, and I could no longer
see the derelict, for the night had come
down tremendously dark, and all the sky
was thick overset with heavy clouds. As
we drew nearer and nearer to the edge
of the scum, the boat moved more and
more freely, until suddenly we emerged
with a clean, sweet, fresh sound, into the
Open sea.

““Thank God!' I said aloud, and drew
in the boat-hook, and made my way aft
again to where Captain Gannington now
sat once more at the tiller. I saw him
looking anxiously up at the sky, and
across to where the lights of our vessel
burned, and again he would seem to listen
intently; so that I found myself listening
alzo.

" What's that, Captain?’ I caid sharply;
for it seemed to me that I heard a sound
far astern, something between a gueer
whine and a low whistling. “What’s that?’

“Tt's the wind, Doctor," he said, in a low
voice, ‘T wish to God we were aboard.’

*Then, to the men: ‘Pull! Put ¥'r backs

into it, or wye'll never put y¥'r teeth
through good bread again!’
“The men obeyed nobly, and we

reached the vessel safely, and had the
boat safely stowed, before the storm
came, which it did in a furious white
smother out of the west. I could zee it
for some minutes beforehand, tearing the
sea, in the gloom, into a wall of phos-
phorescent foam; and as it came nearer,
that peculiar whining, piping sound grew
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louder and louder, until it was like a
vast steam-whistle, rushing towards us
across the sea,

“And when it did come, we got it very
heavy indeed; so that the morning
showed us nothing but a welter of white
seas; and that grim derelict was many a
score of miles away in the smother, lost
as utterly as our hearts could wish
loze her. :

When I came to examine the second
mate's feet, I found them in a very ex-
fraordinary condition. The soles of them
had the appearance of having been partly
digested. I know of no other word that
s0 exactly deseribes their condition; and
the agony the man suffered, must have
been dreadful.

e TOW,” concluded the doctor, “that

is what I call a case in point. If
we could know exactly what that old
vessel had originally been loaded with,
and the juxtaposition of the various ar-
ticles of her cargo, plus the heat and
time she had endured, plus one or two
other only guessable guantities, we should
have solved the chemistry of the Life-

Force, gentlemen. Not necessarily the

origin, mind you; but, at least, we should
have taken a big step on the way.

“T've often regretted that gale, wyou
know—in a way, that is, in a way! It
was a most amazing discovery; but, at
the time, I had nothing but thankfulness
to be .rid of it. . . . A most amazing
chance. I often think of the way the
monster woke out of its torpor. And that
seum. . . . The dead pigs caught in it.
... I fancy that was a grim kind of net,
gentlemen. . . . It caught many things.
cae IE LT

The old doctor siched and nodded.

“If I could have had her bill of lading,”
he said, his eyes full of regret. “If— It
might have told me something to help.
But, anyway. . . ."” He began to fill his
pipe again. “I suppose,” he ended, look-
ing round at us gravely, “I s'pose we
humans are an ungrateful lot of beggars,
at the best!

“But what a chance! What a chance—
eh?”
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