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l] hardly know where to begin. It all began because | wanted to visit a friend who
lived across the bay. For that reason, | was on a ferryboat on San Francisco Bay
one January morning. | was in a safe boat, the Martinez. She was making her fourth
or fifth trip between Sausalito and San Francisco on the coast of California. But there
was danger in the thick fog that was over the bay. | knew so little about the sea that
i did not worry about the fog. In fact, | remember that 1 felt quietly happy as | stood
on the upper deck. A wind was blowing and | was almost alone in the fog. | knew
that the pilot and captain were near, although | could not see them.

| remember thinking how nice it was that | did not have to study fogs, winds, or
tides to visit my friend across the bay. The special knowledge of the captain and the
pilot was sufficient for thousands of people who knew no more of the sea than |
knew. |, too, had special knowledge. Instead of learning many things, | had learned a
few particular things, such as the value of Edgar Allen Poe in American literature. |
had written about that in the Aatlantic magazine, which | had seen a man reading as

F—=

BURHIZ MRS . B XD A A, M mAie e @ niim. T4,
AR AR L, BEAMBSILEHER T SERIXFITE 1. RITLR THEN
B SR e, KO R AR B B FEIS A TR S 1L e BIHREUR 1
KT T . BIBKKRBRGEE, MITRAER. B EATARR 78, LR
EREH AR, B, RICGYUHKES, BREIVFRAR-TA, BT,
BEFRR S B0 AL G, BARAKE T E AFIBK RA K, BRAE, BII8ER
sy 38

AT SROE AR X E IR E ARV R EN . XU WA %
0% IR SR R AT A HR R S LE R X A A O HBIRAE 1. RIBAH
CBHE L, BIERS, B8 EE - 210 R ERE CF EONEZ B8
BUGY TR, R (R AR ERRGXEYE, R EBFMRISER DAL




| came on the boat.

A red-faced man came out of the cabin door and interrupted my thoughts. He
looked at the fog, walked across the deck, and stood near me. He was enjoying
himself. | was correct in guessing he had spent his life on the sea.

“Bad weather like this makes a captain older than his years,” he said.

“| had not thought there was any problem,” | answered. “It seems as simple as
ABC. By using instruments, they know the direction, the distance, and the speed.
Sailing a ship must be as certain as mathematics.” “No problem! ” he said loudly.
“Simple as ABC! Certain as mathematics! Can you see this tide that is rushing out
of the Golden Gate? How fast is the tide? And listen to that bell, warning that we are
too near the rocks. do you feel how they are changing direction?”

From out of the fog came the sad sound of a bell, and | saw the wheel being
turned rapidly. The bell had seemed straight ahead, but it was now sounding at our
side. Our own whistle was blowing loudly. The sound of other whistles could be
heard coming out of the fog.

“That is a ferryboat,” the red—faced man said, pointing to the right. “They
should be careful now! Now they will be trying not to hit another boat! ”
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The sound of the whistie came from directly ahead of us an from very near.
Other bells sounded on the Martinez. We moved more slowly, then faster again. The
other boat’s whistle came through the fog from more to the side. It became less
foud. | looked at my companion to see if he would explain.

“Just one of those small pleasure-boats,” he said. “I almost wish we had sunk
him! They are the cause of more trouble. And what good are they? They can’t sail
properly.They just blow their whistles so others will avoid them! ”

| laughed quietly at his anger. While he walked angrily around the deck, |
thought about the fog, that gray mysterious shadow. The voice of my companion
brought me back from my thoughts. “Do you hear that? Something is coming toward
us,” he was saying. “And it is coming fast. | guess they don’t hear us yet. The wind
is in the wrong direction.”

I could hear a whistle. It was to one side and ahead.

“Ferryboat?” | asked. He nodded and | looked up. The captain’s head and
shoulders were leaning out of the pilothouse. He was staring into the fog. His face
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was anxious; the face of my companion was anxious also.

Then everything happened very fast. The fog seemed to break. The bow of a
large ship could now be seen. | could see the pilothouse and a white—haired man
leaning out of it. He wore a blue uniform and was very quiet. But his quietness was
terrible. He seemed to want to determine exactly when the two ships would crash.
He did not notice when our pilot shouted, “Now you have done it! ”

“Hold on to something now,” the red-faced man said to me. He also seemed
calm. “And listen to the women scream.”

The ships crashed together before | coulid follow his advice. The Martinez
leaned over and there was a crashing and tearing of wood. | was thrown to the wet
deck and | heard the screams of the women. What happened in the next few
minutes | do not remember. But the sounds the women made reminded me of the
sounds pigs make when they are killed.

These women, so tender and so capable of sympathy,were openmouthed and
screaming. They wanted to live; they could not help themselves, and they screamed.
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| sat on the deck and felt sick. 1 saw and heard men running and shouting as
they tried to lower the small boats. Nothing operated properly. One boat with women
and children was lowered, and it turned over in the water. Another boat had been
lowered at one end, but the other end hung by its ropes. Nothing was seen of the
ship that had caused the crash.

1 went down to the lower deck. The Martinez was sinking fast; the water was
very near. Many passengers were jumping into the water. Others, in the water,
wanted to climb back onto the ship. No one listened to them. Someone shouted that
we were sinking. | jumped into the water with many other bodies. The water was
cold-so cold that it was painful. The pain was as quick and sharp as that of fire. It
was like the grasp of death. The taste of salt water was strong in my mouth. | could
hardly breathe because of the bitter substance that filled my throat.

But the cold was the worst thing of all. | felt that | could live only a few minutes.
people were struggling in the water near me. | could hear them shouting. | also
heard the sound of oars. Perhaps the other ship had lowered its boats.
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After some time passed, | was surprised that | was alive. | could feel nothing in
my legs, not even pain. My whole body was slowly losing the power of fesling.

The noises became faint, though a final scream in the distance told me the
Martinez had sunk. Later | woke, full of fear. | was alone. | could hear only the sound
of the waves. Waves. Where was | floating? The red-faced man had said the tide
was flowing through the Golden Gate, the narrow opening beyond the bay. Was |
being carried out to sea? And the life preserver in which | fioated—would it not break
into pieces? | could not swim. And | was alone. | admit that | screamed as the
women had screamed and | beat the water with my hands.

| seemed to sleep again. When | woke, | saw, almost above me and coming out
of the fog, the bow of a ship. It had three sails, filled with wind. it was coming fast. |
seemed to be directly in its path. The bow missed me, and the long, black side of
the ship began moving past. | tried to shout, but made no sound.

Then the stern of the ship went past. | saw a man standing at the wheel and
another man who seemed to do nothing but smoke a cigarette. He slowly turned his
head and looked in my direction. Life and death were in the look. | could now see
that this ship was beginning to enter the fog. The man’s head slowly turned, and
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then he saw me. He rushed quickly to the wheel, pushing the other man away. He
turned the wheel with all his strength, at the same time shouting commands. The
ship disappeared instantly into the fog.

| tried with all my power not to sink into the darkness around me. | could not
speak, but | heard the sound of oars coming nearer and nearer. | also heard the
calls of man. When he was very near | heard him say angrily, “Why in hell don’t you
shout?” This meant me, | thought, and then the darkness rose over me.
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I] seemed to be swinging through the vast space. Lights flashed and shot past
me; they were stars, | knew. | enjoyed my flight. But the dream changed and my
swinging became fastet. Then it seemed that | was being dragged over rough sand,
white and hot in the sun. My skin was burning. A loud bell sounded again and again.

| struggled for air. | opened my eyes and saw two men beside me. My swinging
was the movement of a ship on the sea. The bell was the sound of a pan hanging on
a wall. The rough sand was a man’s hard hands rubbing my chest, which was raw
and bleeding.

“That’s enough, Yonson,” one of the men said. “Can’t you see you have
almost rubbed all his skin off?”

The man called Yonson, a man of the heavy Scandinavian kind, stopped
rubbing me. The man who had spoken was an Englishman. The cap on his head
and the dirty bag tied around his middle showed him to be the cook of the dirty ship’
s galley, where | was lying.
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“And how are you feeling, sir?” he asked. “Here, this will be good for you.” He
gave me a cup of coffee. It was bad coffee, but hot.

“Thank you, Mr. Yonson,” | said. “But did you have to rub my chest that
roughly?” He showed me his hand, which was rough from work.

“My name is Johnson, not Yonson,” he said in good, though slow, English.

“Thank you, Mr. Johnson,” | corrected myself. 1 liked his quiet, manly quality.

“Have you any dry clothes?” | asked the cook. “Yes, sir,” he answered
cheerfull. He slipped out of the galley with a walk as smooth as oil. | learned later
that his personality was oily also.

“And where am 17" | asked Johnson, who seemed to be one of the sailors.
“What ship is this, and where is she going?”

“Near the Farallons, going southwest,” he answered slowly. “The name of the
ship is the Ghost, and we will be hunting seals near Japan.”

“And who is the captain? | must talk with him.”

Johnson looked puzzied as he tried to find the right words. “The captain is Wolf
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Larson, or that is what men call him. | never heard his other name. But he is very
angry this morning, so you must speak carefully to him.”

The cook had come in with some sour—-smelling clothes. “These were stored
while they were wet, sir,” he explained, “and they did not dry properly. | will dry
yours by the fire, | was sure you were a gentleman as soon as | saw you.”

Johnson went out, and the cook helped me dress. | had disliked him at once,
and now my dislike increased. | wanted to leave the galley so | could breathe fresh
air. Also, | needed to see the captain.

“Whom should | thank for these clothes?” | asked. | was now dressed in a very
short coat of dirty cotton cloth, and a tiny boy’s cap.

“Mugridge, sir,” he said, with an oily smile. “Thomas Mugridge, sir, and | am at
your service.” He seemed to be waiting to be rewarded with money.

“All right, Thomas,” | said. “I shall not forget you when my clothes are dry.”

“Thank you, sir,” he said in a very humble and grateful way.

When | went to the deck, | discovered that the fog was gone. In its place the
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sun shone brightly on the water. | turned to the east, toward California, but could see
nothing except low fog. To the north, not far away, | saw a group of rocks. On one of
them, there was a light to guide ships. In the southwest, | saw the sails of a ship.

Here on the ship, no one seemed to notice me. Everybody seemed interested in
a man lying on his back on the deck. This man was clothed, though his shirt was
torn. He was a large man, and his chest was covered with black hair. His face and
neck were hidden under a very wet black beard with some white hairs in it. His eyes
were closed, and he seemed to have fainted; but his mouth was open as he tried
noisily to breathe. A sailor threw water on him every few minutes.

Standing near was the man who had seen me sinking in the sea. He was
average in height, but he looked very strong. His strength seemed to be that of a
wild animal, the kind of strength that seems to be alive by itself. Although he was not
very large or heavy, every movement of his muscles was sure and seemed to come
from his great strength.

The cook leaned out of the galley door, smiled at me, and pointed in the
direction of this man. So | understood that he was the captain, or the “Old Man,” as
the cook called him.
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| would have talked with the captain then, but the man on the deck began to roll
wildly from side to side. Then he stiffened. He seemed to be dying.

The captain, Wolf Larson, looked down at the dying man, whose muscles
became loose and whose mouth opened wide in a terrible smile. Then a most
surprising thing happened. The captain shouted at the dead man like thunder. A
stream of curses poured from his mouth. | had never heard anything like it in my life,
and | did not think it was possible. The cause of it all seemed to be that the dead
man, who was the mate, had too much liquor in San Francisco and now Wolf Larsen
was without a mate.

| was shocked. Curses had always shocked me and death had always had
dignity for me. But such a terrible and ugly death was new to me. Wolf Larsen’s
curses had such heat, they could have burned the dead man’s face. But the dead
man continued to smile. He was master of the situation.
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mw Larsen stopped cursing as suddenly as he had begun. He looked at the
cook. “Well?” he said. “Yes, sir,” the cook said quietly.

“Don’t you think you have looked long enough, Cook?" Wolf Larsen asked
coldly. “I’ve lost my mate, and | don’t want to lose you, too. You should be very,
very careful for your health.”

“Yes, sir,” the cook said again and went into the galley.

The rest of the sailors now lost interest and began to work. A number of men
who did not seem to be sailors continued talking with one another in quiet voices.
These, | learned, were the hunters, the men who shot the seals. They were superior
to common sailors.

“Johansen! ” Wolf Larsen called. “Put that body in a bag.”

“Yes, sir,” said the sailor called Johansen.

“Cook! Fill a bag with coal to tie to his feet,” the captain said. He next
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