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jAe Sfone SAip
Ay M/i//iam ﬂope ﬂqzlg;ion

What real need have the imaginative for other worlds or distant epochs when
we possess on our own Earth a vast area of unexplored and, despite all our
boasted discoveries, still pretty much unexplorable territory. In this realm,
which exceeds in mileage all the lands mapped by men, there exists heaven
alone knows what beings, what natural powers and unsuspected possibilities.
We refer, if you're still puzzled, to the world of the occans, about whose bot-
toms we know scarcely more than we do of the craters of the moon—and
which hold for us a far greater influence. William Hope Hodgson gives us in
the strange account of “The Stone Ship” just a glimpse of the unplumbed
world that girdles the lands we know.

UM things!—Of course there are
rum things happen at sea—As rum as ever there were. I remember when
I was in the Alfred Jessop, a small barque, whose owner was her skipper,
we came across a most extraordinary thing.

We were twenty days out from London, and well down into the tropics.
It was before I took my ticket, and T was in the fo’cas’le. The day had
passed without a breath of wind, and the night found us with all the lower
sails up in the buntlines.

Now, I want you to take good note of what I am going to say:—

When it was dark in the second dog watch, there was not a sail in sight;
not even the far off smoke of a steamer, and no land nearer than Africa,
about a thousand miles to the eastward of us.

It was our watch on deck from eight to twelve, midnight, and my look-
out from eight to ten. For the first hour, I walked to and fro across the
break of the fo’cas’le head, smoking my pipe and just listening to the quiet.
.. . Ever heard the kind of silence ydu can get away out at sea? You
need to be in one of the old-time windjammers, with all the lights dowsed,
and the sea as calm and quiet as some queer plain of death. And then you
want a pipe and the lonesomeness of the fo’cas’le head, with the caps’n to
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lean against while you listen and think. And all about you, stretching out
into the miles, only and always the enormous silence of the sea, spreading
out a thousand miles every way into the everlasting, brooding night. And not
a light anywhere, out on all the waste of waters; nor ever a sound, as I
have told, except the faint moaning of the masts and gear, as they chafe and
whine a little to the occasional invisible roll of the ship.

And suddenly, across all this silence, I heard Jensen’s voice from the head
of the starboard steps, say:—

“Did you hear zhatz, Duprey?”

“What?” I asked, cocking my head up. But as I questioned, I heard what he
heard—the constant sound of running water, for all the world like the noise
of a brook running down a hill-side. And the queer sound was surely not
a hundred fathoms off our port bow!

“By gum!” said Jensen’s voice, out of the darkness. “That’s damned sort
of funny!”

“Shut up!” I whispered, and went across, in my bare feet, to the port
rail, where I leaned out into the darkness, and stared towards the curious
sound.

The noise of a brook running down a hill-side continued, where there
was no brook for a thousand sea-miles in any direction.

“What is it?” said Jensen’s voice again, scarcely above a whisper now.
From below him on the main-deck, there came several voices questioning:
—“Hark!” “Stow the talk!” “. . . there!” “Listen!” “Lord love us, what is
it?” . . . And then Jensen muttering to them to be quiet.

There followed a full minute, during which we all heard the brook,
where no brook could ever run; and then, out of the night there came a
sudden hoarse incredible sound:—oocaaze, oooaze, arrrr, arrrr, oooaze—a
stupendous sort of croak, deep and somehow abominable, out of the black-
ness. In the same instant, I found myself sniffing ‘the air. There was a
queer rank smell, stealing through the night.

“Forrard there on the look-out!” I heard the mate singing out, away
aft. “Forrard there! What the blazes are you doing!”

I heard him come clattering down the port ladder from the poop, and
then the sound of his feet at a run along the main-deck. Simultaneously,
there was a thudding of bare feet, as the watch below came racing out of
the fo’cas’le beneath me.

“Now then! Now then! Now then!” shouted the Mate, as he charged up
on to the fo'cas’le head.

“What's up?”
“It’s something off the port bow, Sir,” I said. “Running water! And then
that sort of howl. . Your night-glasses,” I suggested.

“Can’t see a thmg he growled, as he stared away through the dark.
“There’s a sort of mist. Phoo! what'a devil of a stink!

“Look!” said someone down on the main-deck. “What’s that?”

I saw it in the same instant, and caught the Mate’s elbow.
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“Look, Sir,” I said. “There’s a light there, about three points off the bow.
It’s moving.”

The Mate was staring through his night-glasses, and suddenly he thrust
them into my hands:— )

“See if you can make it out,” he said, and forthwith put his hands round
his mouth, and bellowed into the night:—“Ahoy there! Ahoy there! Ahoy
there!” his voice going out lost into the silence and darkness all around.
But there came never a comprehensible answer, only all the time the in-
ternal noise of a brook running out there on the sea, a thousand miles
from any brook of earth; and away om the port bow, a vague shapeless
shining.

I put the glasses to my eyes, and stared. The light was bigger and brighter,
seen through the binoculars; but I could make nothing of it, only a dull,
elongated shining, that moved vaguely in the darkness, apparently a hun-
dred fathoms or so, away on the sea.

“Ahoy there! Ahoy there!” sung out the Mate again. Then, to the men
below:—“Quiet there on the main-deck!”

There followed about a minute of intense stillness, during which we
all listened; but there was no sound, except the constant noise of water
running steadily. ’

I was watching the curious shining, and I saw it flick out suddenly at the
Mate’s shout. Then in a moment I saw three dull lights, one under the
other, that flicked in and out intermittently.

“Here, give me the glasses!” said the Mate, and grabbed them from me.

He stared intensely for a moment; then swore, and turned to me:—

“What do you make of them?” he asked, abruptly.

“I don’t know, Sir,” I said. “I'm just puzzled. Perhaps it’s electricity, or
-something of that sort.”

“Oh hell!” he replied, and leant far out over the rail, staring. “Lord!”
he said, for the second time, “what a stink!” .

As he spoke, there came a most extraordinary thing; for there sounded a
series of heavy reports out of the darkness, seeming in the silence, almost
as loud as the sound of small cannon.

“They’re shooting!” shouted a man on the main-deck, suddenly.

The Mate said nothing; only he sniffed violently at the night air. “By
Gum!” he muttered, “what is it?”

I put my hand over my nose; for there was a terrible, charnel-like stench
filling all the night about us.

“Take my glasses, Duprey,” said the Mate, after a few minutes further
watching. “Keep an eye over yonder. I'm going to call the Captain.”

He pushed his way down the ladder, and hurried aft. About five minutes
later, he returned forrard with the Captain and the Second and Third
Mates, all in their shirts and trousers.

“Anything fresh, Duprey?” asked the Mate.

“No, Sir,” I said, and handed him back his glasses. “The lights have
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gone again, and I think the mist is thicker. There’s still the sound of
running water out there.”

The Captain and the three Mates stood some time along the port rail
of the fo’cas'le head, watching through their night-glasses, and listening.
Twice the Mate hailed; but there came no reply.

There was some talk, among the officers; and I gathered that the Cap-
tain was thinking of investigating.

“Clear one of the life-boats, Mr. Gelt,” he said, at last. “The glass is steady,
there’ll be no wind for hours yet. Pick out half a dozen men. Take 'em
out of either watch, if they want %o come. I'll be back when I've got my
coat.’

“Away aft with you, Duprey, and some of you others,” said the Mate.
“Get the cover off the port life-boat, and bail her out’

“’1,’1, Sir,” T answered, and went away aft with the others.

We had the boat into the water within twenty minutes, which is good
time for a wind-jammer, where boats are generally used as storage recep-
tacles for odd gear.

I was one of the men told off to the boat, with two others from our watch,
and one from the starboard.

The Captain came down the end of the main tops’l halyards into the
boar, and the Third after him. The Third took the tiller, and gave orders
to cast off.

We pulled out clear of our vessel, and the Skipper told us to lie on our
oars for a moment while he. took hIS bearings. He leant forward to listen,
and we all did the same. The sound of the running water was quite distinct
across the quietness; but it struck me as seeming not so loud as earlier.

I remember now, that I noticed how plain the mist had become—a
sort of warm, wet mist; not a bit thick; but just enough to make the night
very dark, and to be visible, eddying slowly in a thin vapour round the
port side-light,” looking like a red cloudiness swirling lazily through the
red glow of the big lamp.

There was no other sound at this time, beyond the sound of the running
water; and the Captain, after handing something to the Third Mate, gave
the order to give-way.

I was rowing stroke, and close to the officers, and so was able to see
dimly that the Captain had passed a heavy revolver over to the Third Mate.

“Ho!” I thought to myself, “so the Old Man’s a notion there’s really
something dangerous over there.”

T slipped a hand quickly behind me, and felt that my sheath knife was
clear.

We pulled easily for about three.or four minutes, with the sound of the
water growing plainer somewhere ahead in the darkness; and astern of
us, a vague red glowing through the night and vapour, showed where our
vessel was lying.

We were rowing easily, when suddenly the bow-oar muttered “G’lord!”
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Immediately afterwards, there was a loud splashing in the water on his
side of the boat.

“What’s wrong in the bows, there?” asked the Skipper, sharply.

“There’s somethin’ in the water, Sir, messing round my oar,” said the
man.

I stopped rowing, and looked round. All the men did the same. There
was a further sound of splashing, and the water was driven right over the
boat in showers. Then the bow-oar called out:—“There’s somethin’ got a
holt of my oar, Sir!”

I could tell the man was frightened; and I knew suddenly that a curious
nervousness had come to me—a vague, uncomfortable dread, such as the
memory of an ugly tale will bring, in a lonesome place. I believe every
man in the boat had a similar feeling. It seemed to me in that moment,
that a definite, muggy sort of silence was all round us, and this in spite
of the sound of the splashing, and the strange noise of the running water
somewhere ahead of us on the dark sea.

“It’s let go the oar, Sir!” said the man.

Abruptly, as he spoke, there came the Captain’s voice in a roar:—“Back
water all!” he shouted. “Put some beef into it now! Back all! Back all!
. . . Why the devil was no lantern put in the boat! Back now! Back! Back!”

We backed fiercely, with a will; for it was plain that the Old Man had
some good reason to get the boat away pretty quickly. He was right, too;
though, whether it was guess-work, or some kind of instinct that made him
shout out at that moement, I don’t know; only I am sure he could not have
seen anything in that absolute darkness.

As T was saying, he was right in shouting to us to back; for we had not
backed more than half a dozen fathoms, when there was a tremendous
splash right ahead of us, as if a house had fallen into the sea; and a regular
wave of sea-water came at us out of the darkness, throwing our bows up, and
soaking us fore and aft. ’

“Good Lord!” I heard the Third Mate gasp out. “What the devil’s that?”

“Back alll Back! Back!” the Captain sung out again.

After some moments, he had the tiller put over, and told us to pull. We
gave way with a will, as you may think, and in a few minutes were along-
side our own ship again.

“Now then, men,” the Captain said, when we were safe aboard, “I'll
not order any of you to come; but after the steward’s served out a tot of
grog each, those who are willing, can come with me, and we’ll have an-
other go at finding out what devil’s work is going on over yonder.”

He turned to the Mate, who had been asking questions:—

“Say, Mister,” he said, “it’s no sort of thing to let the boat go without
a lamp aboard. Send a couple of the lads into the lamp locker, and pass
out a couple of the anchor-lights, and that deck bull’s-eye, you use at nights
for clearing up the ropes.”

He whipped round on the Third:—"“Tell the steward to buck up with
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that grog, Mr. Andrews,” he said, “and while you're there, pass out the
axes from the rack in my cabin.” _ :

The grog came along a minute later; and then the Third Mate with
three big axes from out the cabin rack.

“Now then, men,” said the Skipper, as we took our tots off, “those who
are coming with me, had better take an axe each from the Third Mate.
They’re mighty good weapons in any sort of trouble.”

We all stepped forward, and he burst out laughing, slapping his thigh.

“That’s the kind of thing I like!” he said. “Mr. Andrews, the axes won’t
go round. Pass out that old cutlass from the steward’s pantry. It’s a pretty
hefty piece of iron!”

The old cutlass was brought, and the man who was short of an axe,
collared it. By this time, two of the ’prentices had filled (at least" we sup-
posed they had filled them!) two of the ship’s anchor-lights; also they had
brought ‘out the bull’s-eye lamp we used when clearing up the ropes on a
dark night. With the lights and the axes and the cutlass, we felt ready
to face anything, and down we went again into the boat, with the Captain
and the Third Mate after us.

“Lash one of the lamps to one of the boat-hooks, and rig it out over
the bows,” ordered the Captain.

This was done, and in this way the light lit up the water for a couple
of fathoms ahead of the boat; and made us feel less that something could
come at us without our knowing. Then the painter was cast off, and we gave
way again toward the sound of the running water, out there in the dark-
ness.

I remember now that it struck me that our vessel had drifted a bit; for
the sounds seemed farther away. The second anchor-light had been put in
the stern of the boat, and the Third Mate kept it between his feet, while
he steered. The Captain had the bull’s-eye in his hand, and was pricking
up the wick with his pocket-knife.

As we pulled, I took a glance or two over my shoulder; but could see
nothing, except the lamp making a yellow halo in the mist round the boat’s
bows, as we forged ahead. Astern of us, on our quarter, I could see the dull
red glow of our vessel’s port light. That was all, and not a sound in all
the sea, as you might say, except the roll of our oars in the rowlocks, and
somewhere in the darkness ahead, that curious noise of water running
steadily; now sounding, as I have said, fainter and seeming farther away.

“It’s got my oar again, Sir!” exclaimed the man at the bow oar, suddenly,
and jumped to his feet. He hove his oar up with a great splashing of water,
into the air, and immediately something whirled and beat about in the yel-
low halo of light over the bows of the boat. There was a crash of breaking
wood, and the boat-hook was broken. The lamp soused down into the sea,
and was lost. Then in the darkness, there was a heavy splash, and a shout
from the bow-oar:—“It’s gone, Sir. It’s loosed off the oar!”

“Vast pulling, all!” sung out the Skipper. Not that the order was neces-
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sary; for not a man was pulling. He had jumped up, and whipped a big
revolver out of his coat pocket.

He had this in his right hand, and the bull’s-eye in his left. He stepped
forrard smartly over the oars from thwart to thwart, till he reached the
bows, where he shone his light down into the water,

“My word!” he said. “Lord in Heaven! Saw anyone ever the like!”

And 1 doubt whether any man ever did see what we saw then; for the
water was thick and living for yards round the boat with the hugest eels
I ever saw before or after.

“Give way, men,” said the Skipper, after a minute. “Yon’s no explana-
tion of the almighty queer sounds out yonder we're hearing this night.
Give way, lads!”

He stood right up in the bows of the boat, shining his bull’s-eye from
side to side, and flashing it down on the water.

“Give way, lads!” he said again. “They don’t like the light, that'll keep
them from the oars. Give way steady now. Mr. Andrews, keep her dead
on for the noise out yonder.”

We pulled for some minutes, during which I felt my oar plucked at
twice; but a flash of the Captain’s lamp seemed sufficient to make the brutes
loose hold.

The noise of the water running, appeared now quite near-sounding.
About this time, I had a sense again of an added sort of silence to all the
natural quietness of the sea. And I had a return of the curious nervousness
that had touched me before. I kept listening intensely, as if I expected to
hear some other sound than the noise of the water. It came to me suddenly
that I had the kind of feeling one has in the aisle of a large cathedral. There
was a sort of echo in the night—an incredibly faint reduplicating of the
noise of our oars.

“Hark!” 1 said, audibly; not realizing at first that I was speaking aloud.
“There’s an echo—"

“That’s it!” the Captain cut in, sharply. “I thought I heard something
rummy!”

. “I thought I heard something rummy,” said a thin ghostly echo, out
of the night . . . “thought I heard something rummy” . .. “heard some-
thing rummy.” The words went muttering and whispering to and fro in.
the night about us, in rather a horrible fashion.

“Good Lord!” said the Old Man, in a whisper.

We had all stopped rowing, and were staring about us into the thin mist
that filled the night. The Skipper was standing with the bull’s-eye lamp
heid over his head, circling the beam of light round from port to starboard,
and back again.

Abruptly, as he did so, it came to' me that the mist was thinner. The sound
of the running water was very near; but it gave back no echo.

“The water doesn’t echo, Sir,” I said. “That’s damn funny!”

“That’s damn funny,” came back at me, from the darkness to port and
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starboard, in a multitudinous muttering. . . . “Damn funny! . . . funny

. eeeyl”
“Give way!” said the Old Man, loudly. “T'll bottom this!”
“Pll bottom this. . . . Bottom this . . . this!” The echo came back in

a veritable rolling of unexpected sound. And then we had dipped our
oars again, and the night was full of the reiterated rolling echoes of our
rowlocks.

Suddenly the echoes ceased, and there was, strangely, the sense of a great
space about us, and in the same moment the sound of the water running
appeared to be directly before us, but somehow up in the air.

“Vast rowing!” said the Captain, and we lay on our oars, staring round
into the darkness ahead. The Old Man swung the beam of his lamp upwards,
making circles with it in the night, and abruptly I saw something looming
vaguely through the thinner-seeming mist.

“Look, Sir,” I called to the Captain. “Quick, Sir, your light right above
you! There’s something up there!”

The Old Man flashed his lamp upwards, and found the thing I had seen.
But it was too indistinct to make anything of, and even as he saw it, the
darkness and mist seemed to wrap it about.

“Pull a couple of strokes, all!” said the Captain. “Stow your talk, there
in the boat! . . . Again! . . . . That’ll do! Vast pulling!”

He was sending the beam of his lamp constantly across that part of the
night where we had seen the thing, and suddenly I saw it again.

“There, Sir!” T said. “A little to starboard with the light.”

He flicked the light swiftly to the right, and immediately we all saw
the thing plainly—a strangely-made mast, standing up there out of the mist,
and looking like no spar I had ever seen.

It seemed now that the mist must lie pretty low on the sea in places;
for the mast stood up out of it plainly for several fathoms; but, lower, it was
hidden in the mist, which, I thought, seemed heavier now all round us;
but thinner, as I have said, above.

“Ship ahoy!” sung out the Skipper, suddenly. “Ship ahoy, there!” But
for some moments there came never a sound back to us except the con-
stant noise of the water running, not a score yards away; and then, it seemed
to me that a vague echo beat back at us out of the mist, oddly:—*Ahoy!
Ahoy! Ahoy!”

“There’s something hailing us, Sir,” said the Third Mate.

Now, that “something” was significant. It showed the sort of feeling
that was on us all.

“That’s na ship’s mast as ever I've seen!” I heard the man next to me
mutter. “It’s got a unnatcheral look.” .

“Ahoy there!” shouted the Skipper again, at the top of his voice. “Ahoy
there!”

With the suddenness of a clap of thunder there burst out at us a vast,
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grunting:—oooaze; arrrr; arrrr; oooaze—a volume of sound so great that
it seemed to make the loom of the oar in my hand vibrate.

“Good Lord!” said the Captain, and levelled his revolver into the mist;
but he did not fire.

I had loosed one hand from my oar, and gripped my axe. I remember
thinking that the Skipper’s pistol wouldn’t be much use against whatever
thing made a noise like that.

“It wasn’t ahead, Sir,” said the Third Mate, abruptly, from where he
sat and steered. “I think it came from somewhere over to starboard.”

“Damn this mist!” said the Skipper. “Damn it! What a devil of a
stink! Pass that other anchor-light forrard.”

I reached for the lamp, and handed it to the next man, who passed it on.

“The other boat-hook,” said the Skipper; and when he’ 'd got it, he lashed
the lamp to the hook end and then lashed the whole arrangement upright
in the bows, so that the lamp was well above his head.

“Now,” he said. “Give way gently! And stand by to back-water, if I tell
you. . . . Watch my hand, Mister,” he added to the Third Mate. “Steer
as I tell you.”

We rowed a dozen slow strokes, and with every stroke, I took "a look
over my shoulder. The Captain was leaning forward under the big lamp,
with the bull’s-eye in one hand and his revolver in .the other. He kept
flashing the beam of the lantern up into the night.

“Good Lord!” he said, suddenly. “Vast pulling.”

We stopped, and I slewed round on the thwart, and stared.

He was standing up under the glow of the anchor-light, and shining the
bull’s-eye up at a great mass that loomed dully through the mist. As he
flicked the light to and fro over the great bulk, I realised that the boat was
within some three or four fathoms of the hull of a vessel.

« “Pull another stroke,” the Skipper said, in a quiet voice, after a few min-
utes of silence. “Gently now! Gently! . . . Vast pulling!”

I slewed round again on my thwart and stared. I could see part of the
thing quite distinctly now, and more of it, as I followed the beam of the
Captain’s lantern. She was a vessel right enough; but such a vessel as I
had never seen. She was extraordinarily high out of the water, and seemed
very short, and rose up into a queer mass at one end. But what puzzled
me more, I think, than anything else, was the queer look of her sides, down
which water was streaming all the time.

“That explains the sound of the water running,” I thought toe myself;
“but what on earth is she built of?”

You will understand a litde of my bewildered feelmgs when I tell you
that as the beam of the Captain’s lamp shone on the side of this queer
vessel, it showed stone everywhere—as if she were built out of stone. I never
felt so dumb-founded in my life.

“She’s stone, Cap’n!” I said. “Look at her, Sir!”

I realised, as I spoke, a certain horribleness, of the unnatural. ... A
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stone ship, floating out there in the night in the midst of the lonely Atlantic!

“She’s stone,” T said again, in that absurd way in which one reiterates,
when one is bewildered.

“Look at the slime on her!” muttered the man next but one forrard of me.
“She’s a proper Davy Jones ship. By gum! she stinks like a corpse!”

“Ship ahoy!” roared the Skipper, at the top of his voice. “Ship ahoy!
Ship ahoy!”

His shout beat back at us, in a curious, dank, yet metallic, echo, some-
thing the way one’s voice sounds in an old disused quarry.

‘“There’s no one aboard there, Sir,” said the Third Mate. “Shall I put
the boat alongside?”

“Yes, shove her up, Mister,” said the Old Man. “I'll bottom this busi-
ness. Pull a couple of strokes, aft there! In bow, and stand by to fend off.”

The Third Mate laid the boat alongside, and we unshipped our oars.

Then, I leant forward over the side of the boat, and pressed the flat of my
hand upon the stark side of the ship. The water that ran down her side,
sprayed out over my hand and wrist in a cataract; but I did not think
about being wet, for my hand was pressed solid upon stone. . . . I pulled
my hand back with a queer feeling.

“She’s stone, right enough, Sir,” I said to the Captain.

“We'll soon see what she is,” he said. “Shove your oar up against her
side, and shin up. We’ll pass the lamp up to you as soon as you're aboard.
Shove your axe in the back of your belt. I'll cover you with my gun, tll
you’re aboard.”

“’, i, Sir,” 1 said; though I felt a bit funny at the thought of having
to be the first aboard that damn rummy craft.

I put my oar upright against her side, and took a spring up it from the
thwart, and in a moment I was grabbing over my head for her rail, with
every rag on me soaked through with the water that was streaming down
her, and spraying out over the oar and me.

I got a firm grip of the rail, and hoisted my head high enough to look
over; but I could see nothing . . . what with the darkness, and the water
in my eyes. '

I knew it was no time for going slow, if there were danger aboard; so
I went in over that rail in one spring, my boots coming down with a horrible,
ringing, hollow, stony sound on her decks. I whipped the water out of my eyes
and the axe out of my belt, all in the same moment; then I took a good stare
fore and aft; but it was too dark to see anything.

“Come along, Duprey!” shouted the Skipper. “Collar the lamp.”

I leant out sideways over the rail, and grabbed for the lamp with my left
hand, keeping the axe ready in my right, and staring inboard; for I tell
you, I was just mortally afraid in that moment of what might be aboard
of her. .

I felt the lamp-ring with my left hand, and gripped it. Then I switched
it-aboard, and turned fair and square to see where I'd gotten.
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Now, you never saw such a packet as that, not in a hundred years, nor
yet two hundred, 1 should think. She’d got a rum little main-deck, about
forty feet long, and then came a step about two feet high, and another bit of
a deck, with a little house on it.

That was the after end of her; and more I couldn’t see, because the light
of my lamp went no farther, except to show me vaguely the big, cocked-up
stern of her, going up into the darkness. I never saw a vessel made like her;
not even in an old picture of old-time ships.

Forrard of me, was her mast—a big lump of a stick it was too, for her
size. And here was another amazing thing, the mast of her looked just
solid stone.

“Funny, isn’t she, Duprey?” said the Skipper’s voice at my back, and
I came round on him with a jump.

“Yes,” I said. “I'm puzzled. Aren’t you, Sir?”

“Well,” he said, “I am. If we were like the shell-backs they talk of in
books, we’d be crossing ourselves. But, personally, give me a good heavy
Colt, or the hefty chunk of steel you’re cuddling.”

He turned from me, and put his head over the rail.

“Pass up the painter, Jales,” he said, to the bow-oar. Then to the Third
Mate:—

“Bring ’em all up, Mister. If there’s going to be anything rummy, we may
as well make a picnic party of the lot. . . . Hitch that painter round the
cleet yonder, Duprey,” he added to me. “It looks good solid stone! . . . That’s
right. Come along.”

He swung the thin beam of his lantern fore and aft, and then forrard
again.

“Lord!” he said. “Look at that mast. It’s stone. Give it a whack with
the back of your axe, man; only remember she’s apparently a bit of an old-
timer! So go gently.”

I took my axe short, and tapped the mast, and it rang dull, and solid,
like a stone pillar, I struck it again, harder, and a sharp flake of stone flew
past my cheek. The Skipper thrust his lantern close up to where I'd
struck the mast.

“By George,” he said, “she’s absolute a stone ship—solid stone, afloat
here out of Eternity, in the middle of the wide Atantic. . . . Why! She
must weigh a thousand tons more than she’s buoyancy to carry. It’s just
impossible. . . . I's—”

He turned his head quickly, at a sound in the darkness along the decks.
He flashed his light that way, across and across the after decks; but we
could see nothing.

“Get a move on you in the boatl” he said sharply, stepping to the rail
and looking down. “For once I'd really prefer a little more of your com-
pany. . . .” He came round like a flash, “Duprey, what was that?” he
asked in a low voice.

97



.

“T certainly heard something, Sir,” I said. “I wish the others would hurry.
By Jove! Look! What's that—"

“Where?” he said, and sent the beam of his lamp to where I pointed
with my axe.

“There’s nothing,” he said, after circling the light all over the deck.
“Don’t go imagining things. There’s enough solid unnatural fact here,
without trying to add to it.”

There came the splash and thud of feet behind, as the first of the men
came up over the side, and jumped clumsily into the lee scuppers, which
had water in them. You see she had a cant to that side, and I supposed the
water had collected there.

The rest of the men followed, and then the Third Mate. That made
six men of us, all well armed; and I felt a bit more comfortable, as you
can think,

“Hold up that lamp of yours, Duprey, and lead the way,” said the
Skipper. “You’re getting the post of honour this trip!”

“’I, ’i, Sir,” T said, and stepped forward, holding up the lamp in my
left hand, and carrying my axe half way down the haft, in my right.

“We'll try aft, first,” said the Captain, and led the way himself, flash-
ing the bull’s-eye to and fro. At the raised portion of the deck, he stopped.

“Now,” he said, in his queer way, “let’s have a look at this. . . . Tap
it with your axe, Duprey. .. . Ah!” he added, as I hit it with the back of
my axe. “That’s what we call stone at home, right enough. She’s just as rum
as anything I've seen while I've been fishing. We'll go on aft and have a
peep into the deck-house. Keep your axes handy, men.”

We walked slowly up to the curious little house, the deck rising to it
with quite a slope. At the foreside of the little deck-house, the Captain
pulled up, and shone his bull’s-eye down at the deck. I saw that he was
looking at what was plainly the stump of the after mast. He stepped closer
to it, and kicked it with his foot; and it gave out the same dull, solid note
that the foremast had done. It was obviously a chunk of stone.

I held up my lamp so that I could see the upper part of the house more
clearly. The fore-part had two square window-spaces in it; but there was no
glass in either of them; and the blank darkness within the queer litde place,
just seemed to stare out at us,

And then I saw something suddenly . . . a great shaggy head of red
hair was rising slowly into sight, through the port window, the one
nearest to us.

“My God! What's that, Cap’n?” I called out. But it was gone, even as
I spoke. .

“What?” he asked, jumping at the way I had sung out.

“At the port window, Sir,” I said. “A great red-haired head. It came
right up to the window-place; and then it went in a moment.”

The Skipper stepped right up to the little dark window, and pushed
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his lantern through into the blackness. He flashed a light round; then
withdrew the lantern.

“Bosh, man!” he said. “That’s twice you've got fancying things. Ease
up your nerves a bit!”

X “I did see it!” I said, almost angrily. “It was like a great red-haired
ead. . . "

“Stow it, Duprey!” he said, though not sneeringly. “The house is abso-
lutely empty. Come round to the door, if the Infernal Masons that built
her, .went in for doors! Then you'll see for yourself. All the same, keep
your axes ready, lads. I've a notion there’s something pretty queer aboard
here.”

We went up round the after-end of the little house, and here we saw
what appeared to be a door.

The Skipper felt at the queer, odd-shapen handle, and pushed at the
door; but it had stuck fast.

“Here, one of you!” he said, stepping back. “Have a whack at this
with your axe. Better use the back.”

One of the men stepped forward, and we stood away to give him room.
As his axe struck, the door went to pieces with exactly the same sound
that a thin slab of stone would make, when broken.

“Stone!” I heard the Captain mutter, under his breath. “By Gum! What
is she?”

1 did not wait for the Skipper. He had put me a bit on edge, and I stepped
bang in through the open doorway, with the lamp high, and holding my
axe short and ready; but there was nothing in the place, save a stone seat
running all round, except where the doorway opened on to the deck.

“Find your red-haired monster?” asked the Skipper, at my elbow.

I said nothing. I was suddenly aware that he was all on the jump with
some inexplicable fear. I saw his glance going everywhere about him. And
then his eye caught mine, and he saw that I realised. He was a man
almost callous to fear, that is the fear of danger in what I might call any
normal sea-faring shape And this palpable nerviness affected me tremen-
dously. He was obviously doing his best to throttle it; and trying all he
knew to hide it. I had a sudden warmth of understandmg for him, and
dreaded lest the men should realise his state. Funny that I should be able
at that moment to be aware of anything but my own bewildered fear and
expectancy of intruding upon something monstrous at any instant. Yet I
describe exactly my feelings, as I stood there in the house.

“Shall we try below, Sir?” I said, and turned to where a flight of stone
steps led down into an utter blackness, out of which rose a strange, dank
scent of the sea . . . an imponderable mixture of brine and darkness.

“The worthy Duprey leads the van!” said the Skipper; but I felt no
irritation now. I knew that he must cover his fright, until he had got con-
trol again; and I think he felt, somehow, that I was backing him up. I
remember now that I went down those stairs into that unknowable and
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ancient cabin, as much aware in that moment of the Captain’s state, as of
that extraordinary thing I had just seen at the little window, or of my
own half-funk of what we might see any moment.

The Captain was at my shoulder, as I went, and behind him came the
Third Mate, and then the men, all in single file; for the stairs were narrow.

I counted seven steps down, and then my foot splashed into water on
the eighth. I held the lamp low and stared. I had caught no glimpse of a
reflection, and I saw now that this was owing to a curious, dull, greyish scum
that lay thinly on the water, seeming to match the colour of the stone
which composed the steps and bulkheads.

“Stop!” I said. “I'm in water!”

I let my foot down slowly, and got the next step. Then sounded with my
axe, and found the floor at the bottom. I stepped down and stood up to my
thighs in water.

“It’s all right, Sir,” I said, suddenly whispering. T held my lamp up,
and glanced quickly about me.

“It’s not deep. There’s two doors here. . . .

I whirled my axe up as I spoke; for suddenly, I had realised that one of
the doors was open a litde. It seemed to move, as I stared, and I could
have imagined that a vague undulation ran towards me, across the dull
scum-covered water.

“The door’s opening!” I said, aloud, with a sudden sick feeling. “Look
out!” ‘ .

I backed from the door, staring; but nothing came. And abruptly, I
had control of myself; for I realised that the door was not moving. It had not
moved at all. It was simply ajar.

“It’s all right,’sir,” I said. “It’s not opening.”

I stepped forward again a pace towards the doors, as the skipper and
the Third Mate came down with a jump, splashing the water all over me.

The Captain still had the “nerves” on him, as I think I could feel, even
then; but he hid it well.

“Try the door, Mister. I've jumped my damn lamp out!” he growled
to the Third Mate; who pushed at the door on my right; but it would not
open beyond the nine or ten inches it was fixed ajar.

“There’s this one here, Sir,” I whispered, and held my lantern up to the
closed door that lay on my left.

“Try it,” said the Skipper, in an undertone. We did so, but it also was
fixed. I whirled my axe suddenly, and struck the door heavily in the centre
of the main panel, and the whole thing crashed into finders of stone, that
went with hollow sounding splashes into the darkness beyond.

“Goodness!” said the Skipper, in a startled voice; for my action had
been so instant and unexpected. He covered his lapse, in a moment, by the
warning:—

“Look out for bad air!” But I was already inside with the lamp, and
holding my axe handily. There was no bad air; for right across from me,
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was a split clean through the ship’s side, that I could have put my two
arms through, just above the level of the scummy water.

The place I had broken into, was a cabin, of a kind; but seemed strange
and dank, and too narrow to breathe in; and wherever I turned, I saw
stone. The Third Mate and the Skipper gave simultaneous expressions
of disgust at the wet dismalness of the place.

“It’s all stone,” I said, and brought my axe hard against the front of
a sort of squat cabinet, which was built into the after bulkhead. It caved in,
with a crash of splintered stone.

“Empty!” I said, and turned instantly away.

The Skipper and the Third Mate, with the men who were now peering
in at the door, crowded out; and in that moment, I pushed my axe under
my arm, and thrust my hand into the burst stone-chest, Twice I did this,
with almost the speed of lightning, and shoved what I had seen, into the
side-pocket of my coat. Then, I was following the others; and not one
of them had noticed a thing. As for me, I was quivering with excitement,.
so that my knees shook; for I had caught the unmistakable gleam of gems;
and had grabbed for them in that one swift instant.

I wonder whether anyone can realise what I felt in that moment. T knew
that, if my guess were right, I had snatched the power in that one miraculous
moment, that would lift me from the weary life of a common shellback,
to the life of ease that had been mine during my early years. I tell you, in
that instant, as I staggered almost blindly out of that dark little apartment,
I had no thought of any horror that might be held in that incredible vessel,
out there afloat on the wide Atlantic.

I was full of the one blinding thought, that possibly 1 was rickl And I
wanted to get somewhere by myself as soon as possible, to see whether 1
was right. Also, if I could, I meant to get back to that strange cabinet of
stone, if the chance came; for I knew that the two handfuls I had grabbed,
had left a lot behind.

Only, whatever I did, I must let no one guess; for then I should probably
lose everything, or have but an infinitesimal share doled out to me, of the
wealth that I believed to be in those glittering things there in the side-pocket
of my coat.

I began immediately to wonder what other treasures there might be
aboard; and then, abruptly, I realised that the Captain was speaking to me:—

“The light, Duprey, damn you!” he was saying, angrily, in a low tone.
“What’s the matter with you! Hold it up.”

I pulled myself together, and shoved the lamp above my head. One of the
men was swinging his axe, to beat in the door that seemed to have stood so
eternally ajar; and the rest were standing back, to give him room. Crash!
went the axe, and half the door fell inward, in a shower of broken stone,
making dismal splashes in the darkness. The man struck again, and the
rest of the door fell away, with a sullen slump into the water.

“The lamp,” muttered the Captain. But I had hold of myself once more,
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and I was stepping forward slowly through the thigh-deep water, even be-
fore he spoke.

I went a couple of paces in through the black gape of the doorway, and
then stopped and held the lamp so as to get a view of the place. As I did so,
I remember how the intense silence struck home on me. Every man of us
must surely have been holding his breath; and there must have been
some heavy quality, either in the water, or in the scum that floated on it,
that kept it from nippling against the sides of the bulkheads, with the move-
ments we had made,

At first, as I held the lamp (which was burning badly), I could not get
its position right to show me anything, except that I was in a very large
cabin for so small a vessel. Then I saw that a table ran along the centre, and
the top of it was no more than a few inches above the water. On each side of
it, there rose the backs of what were evidently two rows of massive, olden
looking chair. At the far end of the table, there was a huge, immobile,
humped something.

I stared at this for several moments; then I took three slow steps for-
ward, and stopped again; for the thing Tesolved itself, under the light from
the lamp, into the figure of an enormous man, seated at the end of the
table, his face bowed forward upon his arms. I was amazed, and thrilling
abruptly with new fears and vague impossible thoughts. Without moving
a step, I held the light nearer at arm’s length. . . . The man was of stone,
like everything in that extraordinary ship.

“That foot!” said the Captain’s voice, suddenly cracking. “Look at.that
foot!” His voice sounded amazingly startling and hollow in that silence,
and the words seemed to come back sharply at me from the vaguely seen
bulkheads.

I whipped my light to starboard, and saw what he meant—a huge human
foot was sticking up out of the water, on the right hand side of the table.
It was enormous. [ have never seen so vast a foot. And it also was of stone.

And then, as I stared, I saw that there was a great head above the water,
over by the bulkshead.

“I’ve gone mad!” I said, out loud, as I saw something else, more incred-
ible.

“My God! Look at the hair on the head!” said the Captain. . .. “It’s
growing!” he called out once more.

I was looking. On the great head, there was becoming visible a huge
mass of red hair, that was surely and unmistakably rising up, as we
watched it.

“It’s what I saw at the window!” I said. “It's what I saw at the window!
I told you I saw it!”

“Come out of that, Duprey,” said the Third Mate, quietly.

“Let’s get out of here!” muttered one of the men. Two or three of them
called out the same thing; and then, in a moment, they began a mad rush
up the stairway.
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I stood dumb, where I was. The hair rose up in d horrible living fash-
ion on the great head, waving and moving. It rippled down over the fore-
head, and spread abruptly over the whole gargantuan stone face, hiding
the features completely. Suddenly, I swore at the thing madly, and I hove
my axe at it. Then I was backing crazily for the door, slumping the scum
as high as the deck-beams, in my fierce haste. I reached the stairs, and caught
at the stone rail, that was modelled like a rope; and so hove myself up out
of the water. I reached the little deck-house, where I had seen the great
head of hair. I jumped through the doorway, out on to the decks, and 1
felt the night air sweet on my face. . . . Goodness! I ran forward along
the decks. There was a Babel of shouting in the waist of the ship, and a
thudding of feet running. Some of the men were singing out, to get into
the boat; but the Third Mate was shouting that they must wait for me.

“He’s coming,” called someone. And then I was among them.

“Turn that lamp up, you idiot,” said the Captain’s voice. “This is just
where we want light!”

I glanced down, and realised that my lamp was almost out. I turned it up,
and 1t flared, and began again to dwindle.

“Those damned boys never filled it,” I said. “They deserve their necks
breaking.”

The men were literally tumbling over the side, and the Skipper was
hurrying them.

“Down with you into the boat,” he said to me. “Give me the lamp. I'll
pass it down. Get a move on you!”

The Captain had evidentdy got his nerve back again. This was more
like the man I knew. I handed him the lamp, and went over the side. All
the rest had now gone, and the Third Mate was already in the stern, waiting.

As I landed on the thwart, there was a sudden, strange noise from aboard
the ship—a sound, as if some stone object were trundling down the sloping
decks, from aft. In that one moment, I got what you might truly call the
“horrors.” I seemed suddenly able to believe incredible possibilities.

“The stone men!” I shouted. “Jump, Captain! Jump! Jump!” The vessel
seemed to roll oddly.

Abruptly, the Captain yelled out something, that not one of us in the boat
understood. There followed a succession of tremendous sounds, aboard the
ship, and I saw his shadow swing out huge against the thin mist, as he turned
suddenly with the lamp. He fired twice with his revolver.

“The hair!” I shouted. “Look at the hair!” :

We all saw it—the great head of red hair that we had seen grow visibly on
the monstrous stone head, below in the cabin. It rose above the rail, and there
was a moment of intense stillness, in which I heard the Captain gasping. The
Third Mate fired six times at the thing, and I found myself fixing an oar
up against the side of that abominable vessel, to get aboard.

As I did so, there came one appalling crash, that shook the stone ship
fore and aft, and she began to cant up, and my oar slipped and fell into the
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boat. Then the Captain’s voice screamed something in a choking fashion
above us, The ship lurched forward and paused. Then another crash came,
and she rocked over towards us; then away from us again. The movement
away from us continued, and the round of the vessel’s bottom showed, vague-
ly. There was a smashing of glass above us, and the dim glow of light aboard
vanished, Then the vessel fell clean over from us, with a giant splash. A
huge wave came at us, out of the night, and half filled the boat.

The boat nearly capsized, then righted and presently steadied.

“Captain!” shouted the Third Mate. “Captain!” But there came never a
sound; only presently, out of all the night, a strange murmuring of waters.

“Captain!” he shouted once more; but his voice just went lost and remote
into the darkness.

“She’s foundered!” I said.

“Out oars,” sung out the Third, “Put your backs into it. Don’t stop to bail

For half an hour we circled the spot slowly. But the strange vessel had
indeed foundered and gone down into the mystery of the deep sea, with her
mysteries,

Finally we put about, and returned to the Alfred Jessop.

Now, I want you to realize that what I am telling you is a plain and simple
tale of fact. This is no fairy tale, and I've not done yet; and I think this yarn
should prove to you that some mighty strange things do happen at sea, and
always will while the world lasts. It’s the home of all the mysteries; for it’s
the one place that is really difficult for humans to investigate. Now just
listen:— .

The Mate had kept the bell going, from time to time, and so we came back
pretty quickly, having as we came, a strange repetition of the echoey reduplica-
tion of our oar-sounds; but we never spoke a word; for not one of us wanted
to hear those beastly echoes again, after what we had just gone through. I
think we all had a feeling that there was something a bit hellish abroad that
night,

We got aboard, and the Third explained to the Mate what had happened;
but he would hardly believe the yarn. However, there was nothing to do, but
wait for daylight; so we were told to keep about the deck, and keep our eyes
and ears open.

One thing the Mate did showed he was more impressed by our yarn than
he would admit. He had all the ships’ lanterns lashed up round the decks,
to the sheerpoles; and he never told us to give up either the axes or the cutlass.

It was while we were keeping about the decks, that I took the chance to
have a look at what I had grabbed. I tell you, what I found, made me nearly
forget the Skipper, and all the rummy things that had happened. I had twen-
ty-six stones in my pocket and four of them were diamonds, respectively 9,
11, 13% and 17 carats in weight, uncut, that is. I know quite something about
_diamonds. I'm not going to tell you how I learnt what I know; but I would
not have taken a thousand pounds for the four, as they lay there, in my hand.
There was also a big, dull stone, that looked red inside. I'd have dumped it
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over the side, I thought so little of it; only, I argued that it must be some-
thing, or it would never have been among that lot. Lord! but I little knew
what I'd got; not then. Why, the thing was as big as a fair-sized walnut. You
may think it funny that I thought of the four diamonds first; but you see, 1
know diamonds when I see them. They’re things [ understand but I never
saw a ruby, in the rough, before or since. Good Lord! And to think I'd have
thought nothing of heaving it over the side!

You see, a lot of the stones were not anything much; that is, not in the
modern market. There were two big topaz, and several onyx and corneli-
ans—nothing much. There were five hammered slugs of gold about two
ounces each they would be. And then a prize—one winking green ‘devil of
an emerald. You've got to know an emerald to look for the “eye” of it, in
the rough; but it is there—the eye of some hidden devil staring up at you.
Yes, I'd seen an emerald before, and I knew I held a lot of money in that
one stone -alone.

And then I remembered what I'd missed, and cursed myself for not grab
bing a third time. But that feeling lasted only a moment. I thought of the
beastly part that had been the Skipper’s share; while there I stood safe under
one of the lamps, with a fortune in my hands. And then, abruptly, as you
can understand, my mind was filled with the crazy wonder and bewilder-
ment of what had happened. I felt how absurdly ineffectual my imagination
was to comprehend anything understandable out of it all, except that the
Captain had certainly gone, and I had just as certainly had a piece of im-
possible luck.

Often, during that time of waiting, I stopped to take a look at the things I
had in my pocket; always careful that no one about the decks should come
near me, to see what I was looking at.

Suddenly the Mate’s voice came sharp along the decks:—

“Call the doctor, one of you,” he said. “Tell him to get the fire in and the
coffee made.”

“’1, Sir,” said one of the men; and I realized that the dawn was growing
vaguely over the sea.

Half an hour later, the “doctor” shoved his head out of the galley doorway,
and sung out that coffee was ready.

The watch below turned out, and had theirs with the watch on deck, all
sitting along the spar that lay under the port rail.

As the daylight grew, we kept a constant watch over the side; but even now
we could see nothing; for the thin mist still hung low on the sea.

“Hear that?” said one of the men, suddenly. And, mdeed the sound must
have been plain for half a mile round.

“Ooaaze, ooaaze, arrr, arrrr, oooaze—"

“By Georgc!” said Tallett, one of the other watch; “that’s a beastly sort of
thing to hear.”

“Look!” I said. “What'’s that out yonder?”

The mist was thinning under the effect of the rising sun, and tremendous
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shapes seemed to stand towering half-seen, away to port. A few minutes
passed, while we stared. Then, suddenly, we heard the Mate’s voice—

“All hands on deck!” he was shouting, along the decks.

I ran aft a few steps. )

“Both watches are out, Sir,” I called.

“Very good!” said the Mate. “Keep handy all of you. Some of you have got
the axes. The rest had better take a caps-n-bar each, and stand-by till I find
what this devilment is, out yonder.”

“’1, ¥, Sir,” I said, and turned forrard. But there was no need to pass on the
Mate’s orders; for the men had heard, and there was a rush for the capstan-
bars, which are a pretty hefty kind of cudgel, as any sailorman knows. We
lined the rail again, and stared away to port.

“Look out, you sea-divvils,” shouted Timothy Galt, a huge Irishman, wav-
ing his bar excitedly, and peering over the rail into the mist, which was stead-
ily thinning, as the day grew.

Abruptly there was a simultaneous cry—"Rocks!” shouted everyone.

I never saw such a sight. As at last the mist thinned, we could see them. All
the sea to port was literally cut about with far-reaching reefs of rock. In places
the reefs lay just submerged; but in others they rose into extraordinary and
fantastic rock-spires, and arches, and islands of jagged rock.

“Jehosaphat!” I heard the Third Mate shout. “Look at that, Mister! Look
at that! Lord! how did we take the boat through that, without stoving her!”

Everything was so still for the moment, with all the men just staring and
amazed, that I could hear every word come along the decks.

‘““There’s sure been a submarine earthquake somewhere,” I heard the First
Mate say. “The bottom of the sea’s just riz up here, quiet and gentle, during
the night; and God’s mercy we aren’t now a-top of one of those ornaments out
there.”

And then, you know, I saw it all. Everything that had looked mad and im-
possible, began to be natural; though it was, none the less, all amazing and
wonderful.

There had been during the night, a slow lifting of the sea-bottom, owing to
some action of the Internal Pressures. The rocks had risen so gently that they
had made never a sound; and the stone ship had risen with them out of the
deep sea. She had evidently lain on one of the submerged reefs, and so had
seemed to us to be just afloat in the sea. And she accounted for the water we
heard running. She was naturally bung full, as you might say, and took long-
er to shed the water than she did to rise. She had probably some biggish holes
in her bottom. I began to get my “soundings” a bit, as I might call it in sailor
talk. The natural wonders of the sea beat all made-up yarns that ever were!

The Mate sung out to us to man the boat again, and told the Third Mate
to take her out to where we lost the Skipper, and have a final look round, in
case there might be any chance to find the Old Man’s body anywhere about. -

“Keep a man in the bows to look out for sunk rocks, Mister,” the Mate told
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the Third, as we pulled off. “Go slow. There’ll be no wind yet awhile. See if
you can fix up what made those noises, while you’re looking round.”

We pulled right across about thirty fathoms of clear water, and in a minute
we were between two great arches of rock. It was then I realized that the
reduplicating of our oar-roll was the echo from these on each side of us. Even
in the sunlight, it was queer to hear again that same strange cathedral echoey
sound that we had heard in the dark.

We passed under the huge arches, all hung with deep-sea slime. And pres-
ently we were heading straight for a gap, where two low reefs swept in to the
apex of a huge horseshoe. We pulled for about three minutes, and then the
Third gave the word to vast pulling.

‘“Take the boat-hook, Duprey,” he said, “and go forrard, and see we don’t
hit anything

“’1, 1, Sir,” I said, and drew in my oar.

“Give way again gently"’ said the Third; and the boat moved forward for
another thirty or forty yards.

“We’re right on to a reef, Sir,” I said, presently, as I stared down over the
bows. I sounded with the boat hook. ‘There s about three feet of water, Sir,”

I told him.

“Vast pulling,” ordered the Third. “I reckon we are right over the rock,
where we found that rum packet last night.” He leant over the side, and
stared down.

“There’s a stone cannon on the rock, right under the bows of the boat,” I
said. Immediately afterwards I shouted—

“There’s the hair, Sir! There’s the hair! It’s on the reef. There's two!
There’s three! There’s one on the cannon!”

“All right! All right, Duprey! Keep cool,” said the Third Mate. “I can see
them. You've enough intelligence not to be superstitious now the whole
thing’s explained. They’re some kind of big hairy sea-caterpillar. Prod one
with your boat-hook.”

I did so; a little ashamed of my sudden bewilderment. The thing whipped
round like a tiger, at the boat-hook. It lapped itself round and round the boat-
hook, while the hind portions of it kept gripped to the rock, and I could no
more pull the boat-hook from its grip, than fly; though I pulled till T sweated.

“Take the point of your cutlass to it, Varley,” said the Third Mate. “Jab it
through.”

The bow-oar did so, and the brute loosed the boat-hook, and curled up
round a chunk of rock, looking like a great ball of red hair.

I drew the boat-hook up, and examined it.

“Goodness!” I said. “That’s what killed the Old Man—one of those things!
Look at all those marks in the wood, where it’s gripped it with about a hun-
dred legs.”

I passed the boat-hook aft to the Third Mate to look at.

“They’re about as dangerous as they can be, Sir, I reckon,” I told him.
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“Makes you think of African centipedes, only these are big and strong enough
to kill an elephant, I should think.”

“Don’t lean all on one side of the boat!” shouted the Third Mate, as
the men stared over. “Get back to your places. Give way, there! . . . Keep a
good look-out for any signs of the ship or the Captain, Duprey.”

For nearly an hour, we pulled to and fro over the reef; but we never saw
cither the stone ship or the Old Man again. The queer craft must have rolled
off into the profound depths that lay on each side of the reef.

As I leant over the bows, staring down all that long while at the submerged
rocks, I was able to understand almost everything, except the various extraor-
dinary noises.

The cannon made it unmistakably clear that the ship which had been hove
up from the sea-bottom, with the rising of the reef, had been originally a
normal enough wooden vessel of a time far removed from our own. At the
sea-bottom, she had evidently undergone some natural mineralizing process,
and this explained her stony appearance. The stone men had been evidently
humans who had been drowned in her cabin, and their swollen tissues had
been subjected to the same natural process, which, however, had also deposited
heavy encrustations upon them, so that their size, when compared with the
normal, was prodigious.

The mystery of the hair, I had already discovered; but there remained,
among other things, the tremendous bangs we had heard. These were, pos-
sibly, explained later, while we were making a final examination of the rocks
to the westward, prior to returning to our ship. Here we discovered the burst
and swollen bodies of several extraordinary deep-sea creatures, of the eel vari-
ety. They must have had a girth, in life, of many feet, and one that we meas-
ured roughly with an oar, must have been quite forty feet long. They had,
apparently, burst on being lifted from the tremendous pressure of the deep
sea, into the light air pressure above water, and hence might account for the
loud reports we had heard; though, personally, I incline to think these loud
bangs were more probably caused by the splitting of the rocks under new
stresses.

As for the roaring sounds, I can only conclude that they were caused by a
peculiar species of grampus-like fish, of enormous size, which we found dead
and hugely distended on one of the rocky masses. This fish must have
weighed at least four or five tons, and when prodded with a heavy oar, there
came from its peculiar snout-shaped mouth, a low, hoarse sound, like a weak
imitation of the tremendous sounds we had heard during the past night.

Regarding the apparently carved handrail, like a rope up the side of the
cabin stairs, I realize that this had undoubtedly been actual rope at ene time,

Recalling the heavy, trundling sounds aboard, just after I climbed down
into the boat, I can only suppose that these were made by some stone object,
possibly a fossilized gun-carriage, rolling down the decks, as the ship began
to slip off the rocks, and her bows sank lower in the water.

The varying lights must have been the strongly phosphorescent bodies of
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some of the deep-sea creatures, moving about on the upheaved reefs. As for
the giant splash that occurred in the darkness ahead of the boat, this must
have been due to some large portion of heaved-up rock, overbalancing and
rolling back into the sea.

No one aboard ever learnt about the jewels. I took care of that! I sold the
ruby badly, so I've heard since; but I do not grumble even now. Twenty-three
thousand pounds I had for it alone, from a merchant in London. I learned
afterwards he made double that on it; but I don’t speil my pleasure by grum-
bling. I wonder often how the stones and things came where I found them;
but she carried guns, as I've told, I think; and there’s rum doings happen at
sea; yes, by George!

The smell—oh that I guess was due to heaving all that deep-sea slime up
for human noses to smell at.

This yarn is, of course, known in nautical circles, and was briefly mentioned
in the old Nautical Metcury of 1879. The series of volcanic reefs (which dis-
appeared in 1883) were charted under the name of the “Alfred Jessop Shoals
and Reefs”; being named after our Captain who discovered them and lost
his life on them.
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