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Directly afterwards, a shrill, yelling noise seemed
to fill the whole sky with a deafening, piercing sound.
I glanced hastily over the port quarter. In that
direction the whole surface of the ocean seemed to be
torn up into the air in monstrous clouds of spray.
The yelling sound passed into a vast scream, and the
next instant the cyclone was upon us.

"Through the Vortex of a Cyclone," page 197.



For Wa-ha! I am hale,

And when I make sail

My thundering bulk roars over the tides,

Roars over the tides,

And everything hides,

Save the Albicore-fool! a-splitting his sides—

A fish kangaroo a-jumping the tides.




For he's naught but a fish and a half,

Wa! Ha!

A haddock far less than a young bull calf!

With me Wa! Ha! Ha!

He has far too much side

For a bit of a haddock a-jump in the tide!




Yea, I am the Great Bull Whale!

I have shattered the moon when asleep

On the face of the deep, by a stroke of my sweep

I have shattered its features pale.

Like the voice of a wandering gale

Is the smite of my sounding tail,

For Wa-ha! I am hale,

And when I make sail

My thundering bulk roars over the tide,

Roars over the tide,

And scatters it wide,

And laughs at the moon afloat on its side—

'Tis naught but a star that hath died!




For 'tis naught but a star that hath died,

Wa! Ha!

A matter of cinders afloat in the Wide!

With me Wa! Ha! Ha!

It has far too much side

For a bit of a cinder afloat in the tide!
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(The 8 to 12 watch, and ice was in sight at nightfall)

IN MEMORY OF

APRIL 14, 1912.

LAT. 41 deg. 16 min. N.

LONG. 50 deg. 14 min. W.
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Two-bells has just gone. It is nine o'clock. You
walk to wind'ard and sniff anxiously. Yes, there it
is, unmistakably, the never-to-be-forgotten smell of
ice ... a smell as indescribable as it is unmistakable.

You stare, fiercely anxious (almost incredibly
anxious), to wind'ard, and sniff again and again. And
you never cease to peer, until the very eye-balls ache,
and you curse almost insanely because some door has
been opened and lets out a shaft of futile and dangerous
light across the gloom, through which the great ship
is striding across the miles.

For the least show of light about the deck, "blinds"
the officer of the watch temporarily, and makes the
darkness of the night a double curtain of gloom,
threatening hatefully. You curse, and 'phone angrily
for a steward to go along and have the door shut or
the window covered, as the case may be; then once
again to the dreadful strain of watching.

Just try to take it all in. You are, perhaps, only a

young man of twenty-six or twenty-eight, and you
are in sole charge of that great bulk of life and wealth,
thundering on across the miles. One hour of your
watch has gone, and there are three to come, and
already you are feeling the strain. And reason
enough, too; for though the bridge-telegraph pointer
stands at Half-Speed, you know perfectly well that
the engine-room has its private orders, and speed is
not cut down at all.

And all around, to wind'ard and to loo'ard, you
can see the gloom pierced dimly in this place and that,
everlastingly, by the bursts of phosphorescence from
breaking sea-crests. Thousands and tens of thousands
of times you see this ... ahead, and upon either
beam. And you sniff, and try to distinguish between
the coldness of the half-gale and the peculiar and
what I might term the "personal," brutal, ugly
Chill-of-Death that comes stealing down to you through
the night, as you pass some ice-hill in the darkness.

And then, those countless bursts of dull phosphorescence,
that break out eternally from the chaos of the
unseen waters about you, become suddenly things of
threatening, that frighten you; for any one of them
may mean broken water about the unseen shore of
some hidden island of ice in the night ... some half-submerged,
inert Insensate Monster-of-Ice, lurking
under the wash of the seas, trying to steal unperceived
athwart your hawse.

You raise your hand instinctively in the darkness,
and the cry "Hard a Starboard!" literally trembles
on your lips; and then you are saved from making an
over-anxious spectacle of yourself; for you see now
that the particular burst of phosphorescence that had
seemed so pregnant of Ice, is nothing more than any
one of the ten thousand other bursts of sea-light, that

come and go among the great moundings of the sea-foam
in the surrounding night.

And yet there is that infernal ice-smell again, and
the chill that I have called the Chill-of-Death, is stealing
in again upon you from some unknown quarter of
the night. You send word forrard to the look-outs,
and to the man in the "nest," and redouble your own
care of the thousand humans who sleep so trustfully
in their bunks beneath your feet ... trusting you—a
young man—with their lives ... with everything.
They, and the great ship that strides so splendid and
blind through the Night and the Dangers of the Night,
are all, as it were, in the hollow of your hand ... a
moment of inattention, and a thousand deaths upon
the head of your father's son! Do you wonder that
you watch, with your very heart seeming dry with
anxiety, on such a night as this!

Four bells! Five bells! Six bells! And now there
is only an hour to go; yet, already, you have nearly
given the signal three times to the Quartermaster to
"port" or "starboard," as the case may be; but
each time the conjured terror of the night, the dree,
suggestive foam-lights, the infernal ice-smell, and the
Chill-of-Death have proved to be no true Prophets of
Disaster in your track.

Seven bells! My God! Even as the sweet silver
sounds wander fore and aft into the night, and are
engulfed by the gale, you see something close upon the
starboard bow.... A boil of phosphorescent lights,
over some low-lying, sea-buried thing in the darkness.
Your night-glasses are glaring at it; and then, even
before the various look-outs can make their reports,
you KNOW. "My God!" your spirit is crying
inside of you. "My God!" But your human voice
is roaring words that hold life and death for a thousand

sleeping souls:—"Hard a Starboard!"  "Hard
a Starboard!" The man in the Wheel-house leaps
at your cry ... at the fierce intensity of it; and then,
with a momentary loss of nerve, whirls the wheel the
wrong way. You make one jump, and are into the
Wheel-house. The glass is tinkling all about you, and
you do not know in that instant that you are carrying
the frame of the shattered Wheel-house door upon your
shoulders. Your fist takes the frightened helmsman
under the jaw, and your free hand grips the spokes,
and dashes the wheel round toward you, the engine
roaring, away in its appointed place. Your junior has
already flown to his post at the telegraph, and the
engine-room is answering the order you have flung at
him as you leapt for the Wheel-house. But You
... why, you are staring, half-mad, through the night,
watching the monster bows swing to port, against the
mighty background of the night. . . . The seconds
are the beats of eternity, in that brief, tremendous
time.... And then, aloud to the wind and the night,
you mutter, "Thank God!" For she has swung clear.
And below you the thousand sleepers sleep on.

A fresh Quartermaster has "come aft" (to use the
old term) to relieve the other, and you stagger out of
the Wheel-house, becoming conscious of the inconvenience
of the broken woodwork around you. Someone,
several people, are assisting you to divest yourself
of the framework of the door; and your junior
has a queer little air of respect for you, that, somehow,
the darkness is not capable of hiding.

You go back to your post then; but perhaps you
feel a little sick, despite a certain happy elation that
stimulates you.

Eight bells! And your brother officer comes up
to relieve you. The usual formula is gone through,

and you go down the bridge steps, to the thousand
sleeping ones.

Next day a thousand passengers play their games
and read their books, and talk their talks and make
their usual sweepstakes, and never even notice that
one of the officers is a little weary-looking.

The carpenter has replaced the door; and a certain
Quartermaster will stand no more at the wheel. For
the rest, all goes on as usual, and no one ever knows.
. . . I mean no one outside of official circles, unless
an odd rumour leaks out through the stewards.

And a certain man has no deaths to the name of his
father's son.

And the thousand never know. Think of it, you
people who go down to the sea in floating palaces of
steel and electric light. And let your benedictions
fall silently upon the quiet, grave, neatly-uniformed
man in blue upon the bridge. You have trusted him
unthinkingly with your lives; and not once in ten
thousand times has he ever failed you. Do you
understand better now?
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"An' we's under the sea, b'ys,

Where the Wild Horses go,

Horses wiv tails

As big as ole whales

All jiggin' around in a row,

An' when you ses Whoa!

Them divvils does go!"




"How was it you catched my one, granfer?" asked
Nebby, as he had asked the same question any time
during the past week, whenever his burly, blue-guernseyed
grandfather crooned out the old Ballade of the
Sea-Horses, which, however, he never carried past
the portion given above.

"Like as he was a bit weak, Nebby b'y; an' I gev
him a smart clip wiv the axe, 'fore he could bolt off,"
explained his grandfather, lying with inimitable
gravity and relish.

Nebby dismounted from his curious-looking go-horse,
by the simple method of dragging it forward
from between his legs. He examined its peculiar,
unicorn-like head, and at last put his finger on a
bruised indentation in the black paint that covered
the nose.

"'S that where you welted him, granfer?" he asked,
seriously.

"Aye," said his granfer Zacchy, taking the strangely-shaped
go-horse, and examining the contused paint.
"Aye, I shore hit 'm a tumble welt."

"Are he dead, granfer?" asked the boy.


"Well," said the burly old man, feeling the go-horse
all over with an enormous finger and thumb,
"betwixt an' between, like." He opened the cleverly
hinged mouth, and looked at the bone teeth with which
he had fitted it, and then squinted earnestly, with one
eye, down the red-painted throat. "Aye," he repeated,
"betwixt an' between, Nebby. Don't you
never let 'm go to water, b'y; for he'd maybe come
alive ag'in, an' ye'd lose 'm sure."

Perhaps old Diver-Zacchy, as he was called in the
little sea-village, was thinking that water would prove
unhealthy to the glue, with which he had fixed-on the
big bonito's tail, at what he termed the starn-end of
the curious looking beast. He had cut the whole thing
out of a nice, four-foot by ten-inch piece of soft, knot-less
yellow pine; and, to the rear, he had attached,
thwart-ship, the afore-mentioned bonito's tail; for
the thing was no ordinary horse, as you may think;
but a gen-u-ine (as Zacchy described it) Sea-Horse,
which he had brought up from the sea bottom for his
small grandson, whilst following his occupation as diver.

The animal had taken him many a long hour to
carve, and had been made during his spell-ohs, between
dives, aboard the diving-barge. The creature itself
was a combined production of his own extremely fertile
fancy, plus his small grandson's Faith. For Zacchy
had manufactured unending and peculiar stories of
what he saw daily at the bottom of the sea, and during
many a winter's evening, Nebby had "cut boats"
around the big stove, whilst the old man smoked and
yarned the impossible yarns that were so marvellously
real and possible to the boy. And of all the tales that
the old diver told in his whimsical fashion, there was
none that so stirred Nebby's feelings as the one about
the Sea-Horses.


At first it had been but a scrappy and a fragmentary
yarn, suggested as like as not, by the old ballade
which Zacchy so often hummed, half-unconsciously.
But Nebby's constant questionings had provided so
many suggestions for fresh additions, that at last it
took nearly the whole of a long evening for the Tale
of the Sea-Horses to be told properly, from where the
first Horse was seen by Zacchy, eatin' sea-grass as
nat'rel as ye like, to where Zacchy had seen li'l Martha
Tullet's b'y ridin' one like a reel cow-puncher; and
from that tremendous effort of imagination, the Horse
Yarn had speedily grown to include every child that
wended the Long Road out of the village.

"Shall I go ridin' them Sea-Horses, Granfer, when
I dies?" Nebby had asked, earnestly.

"Aye," Granfer Zacchy had replied, absently,
puffing at his corn-cob. "Aye, like's not, Nebby.
Like as not."

"Mebbe I'll die middlin' soon, Granfer?" Nebby
had suggested, longingly. "There's plenty li'l boys
dies 'fore they gets growed up."

"Husht! b'y! Husht!" Granfer had said,
wakening suddenly to what the child was saying.

Later, when Nebby had many times betrayed his
exceeding high requirement of death, that he might
ride the Sea-Horses all round his Granfer at work on
the sea-bottom, old Zacchy had suddenly evolved a
less drastic solution of the difficulty.

"I'll ketch ye one, Nebby, sure," he said, "an' ye
kin ride it round the kitchen."

The suggestion pleased Nebby enormously, and
practically nullified his impatience regarding the date
of his death, which was to give him the freedom of the
sea and all the Sea-Horses therein.

For a long month, old Zacchy was met each evening

by a small and earnest boy, desirous of learning
whether he had "catched one" that day, or not.
Meanwhile, Zacchy had been dealing honestly with
that four-foot by ten-inch piece of yellow pine, already
described. He had carved out his notion of what
might be supposed to constitute a veritable Sea-Horse,
aided in his invention by Nebby's illuminating questions
as to whether Sea-Horses had tails like a real
horse or like real fishes; did they wear horse-shoes;
did they bite?

These were three points upon which Nebby's curiosity
was definite; and the results were definite enough
in the finished work; for Granfer supplied the peculiar
creature with "reel" bone teeth and a workable jaw;
two squat, but prodigious legs, near what he termed
the "bows"; whilst to the "starn" he affixed the
bonito-tail which has already had mention, setting it
the way Dame Nature sets it on the bonito, that is,
"thwart-ships," so that its two flukes touched the
ground when the go-horse was in position, and thus
steadied it admirably with this hint taken direct from
the workmanship of the Great Carpenter.

There came a day when the horse was finished and
the last coat of paint had dried smooth and hard.
That evening, when Nebby came running to meet
Zacchy, he was aware of his Grandfather's voice
in the dusk, shouting:—"Whoa, Mare! Whoa,
Mare!" followed immediately by the cracking of a
whip.

Nebby shrilled out a call, and raced on, mad with
excitement, towards the noise. He knew instantly
that at last Granfer had managed to catch one of the
wily Sea-Horses. Presumably the creature was somewhat
intractable; for when Nebby arrived, he found
the burly form of Granfer straining back tremendously

upon stout reins, which Nebby saw vaguely in the dusk
were attached to a squat, black monster:—

"Whoa, Mare!" roared Granfer, and lashed the
air furiously with his whip. Nebby shrieked delight,
and ran round and round, whilst Granfer struggled
with the animal.

"Hi! Hi! Hi!" shouted Nebby, dancing from foot
to foot. "Ye've catched 'm, Granfer! Ye've catched
'm, Granfer!"

"Aye," said Granfer, whose struggles with the
creature must have been prodigious; for he appeared
to pant. "She'll go quiet now, b'y. Take a holt!"
And he handed the reins and the whip over to the
excited, but half-fearful Nebby. "Put y'r hand on
'er, Neb," said old Zacchy. " That'll quiet 'er."

Nebby did so, a little nervously, and drew away in
a moment.

"She's all wet 's wet!" he cried out.

"Aye," said Granfer, striving to hide the delight
in his voice. "She'm straight up from the water,
b'y."

This was quite true; it was the final artistic effort
of Granfer's imagination; he had dipped the horse
overside, just before leaving the diving barge. He
took his towel from his pocket, and wiped the horse
down, hissing as he did so.

"Now, b'y," he said, "welt 'er good, an' make her
take ye home."

Nebby straddled the go-horse, made an ineffectual
effort to crack the whip, shouted:—"Gee-up! Gee-up!"
And was off—two small, lean bare legs twinkling
away into the darkness at a tremendous rate,
accompanied by shrill and recurrent "Gee-ups!"

Granfer Zacchy stood in the dusk, laughing happily,
and pulled out his pipe. He filled it slowly, and as he

applied the light, he heard the galloping of the horse,
returning. Nebby dashed up, and circled his Granfer
in splendid fashion, singing in a rather breathless
voice:—


"An' we's under the sea, b'ys.

Where the Wild Horses go,

Horses wiv tails

As big as ole whales

All jiggin' around in a row,

An' when you ses Whoa!

Them debbils does go!"




And away he went again at the gallop.

This had happened a week earlier; and now we have
Nebby questioning Granfer Zacchy as to whether the
Sea-Horse is really alive or dead.

"Should think they has Sea-Horses 'n heaven,
Granfer?" said Nebby, thoughtfully, as he once more
straddled the go-horse.

"Sure," said Granfer Zacchy.

"Is Martha Tullet's li'l b'y gone to heaven?" asked
Nebby.

"Sure," said Granfer again, as he sucked at his pipe.

Nebby was silent a good while, thinking. It was
obvious that he confused heaven with the Domain of
the Sea-Horses; for had not Granfer himself seen
Martha Tullet's li'l b'y riding one of the Sea-Horses.
Nebby had told Mrs. Tullet about it; but she had only
thrown her apron over her head, and cried, until at
last Nebby had stolen away, feeling rather dumpy.

"Has you ever seed any angels wiv wings on the
Sea-Horses, Granfer?" Nebby asked, presently;
determined to have further information with which to
assure his ideas.

"Aye," said Granfer Zacchy. "Shoals of 'em.
Shoals of 'em, b'y."

Nebby was greatly pleased.


"Could they ride some, Granfer?" he questioned.

"Sure," said old Zacchy, reaching for his pouch.

"As good 's me?" asked Nebby, anxiously.

"Middlin' near. Middlin' near, b'y," said Granfer
Zacchy. "Why, Neb," he continued, waking up
with a sudden relish to the full possibilities of the
question, "thar's some of them lady ayngels as c'ud
do back-somersaults an' never take a throw, b'y."

It is to be feared that Granfer Zacchy's conception
of a lady angel had been formed during odd visits
to the circus. But Nebby was duly impressed, and
bumped his head badly the same day, trying to achieve
the rudiments of a back-somersault.
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Some evenings later, Nebby came running to meet
old Zacchy, with an eager question:—

"Has you seed Jane Melly's li'l gel ridin' the Horses,
Granfer?" he asked, earnestly.

"Aye," said Granfer. Then, realising suddenly
what the question portended:—

"What's wrong wiv Mrs. Melly's wee gel?" he
queried.

"Dead," said Nebby, calmly. "Mrs. Kay ses it's
the fever come to the village again, Granfer."

Nebby's voice was cheerful; for the fever had
visited the village some months before, and Granfer
Zacchy had taken Nebby to live on the barge, away
from danger of infection. Nebby had enjoyed it all
enormously, and had often prayed God since to send
another fever, with its attendant possibilities of life
again aboard the diving-barge.

"Shall we live in the barge, Granfer?" he asked,
as he swung along with the old man.


"Maybe! Maybe!" said old Zacchy, absently, in
a somewhat troubled voice.

Granfer left Nebby in the kitchen, and went on
up the village to make inquiries; the result was
that he packed Nebby's clothes and toys into a well-washed
sugar-bag, and the next day took the boy
down to the barge, to live. But whereas Granfer
walked, carrying the sack of gear, Nebby rode all the
way, most of it at an amazing gallop. He even rode
daringly down the narrow, railless gang-plank. It
is true that Granfer Zacchy took care to keep close
behind, in as unobtrusive a fashion as possible; but
of this, or the need of such watchfulness, Nebby was
most satisfactorily ignorant. He was welcomed in the
heartiest fashion by Ned, the pump-man, and Binny,
who attended to the air-pipe and life-line when Granfer
Zacchy was down below.
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Life aboard the diving-barge was a very happy
time for Nebby. It was a happy time also for Granfer
Zacchy and his two men; for the child, playing
constantly in their midst, brought back to them an
adumbration of their youth. There was only one
point upon which there arose any trouble, and that
was Nebby's forgetfulness, in riding across the air-tube,
when he was exercising his Sea-Horse.

Ned, the pump-man, had spoken very emphatically
to Nebby on this point, and Nebby had promised
to remember; but, as usual, soon forgot. They
had taken the barge outside the bar, and anchored
her over the buoy that marked Granfer's submarine
operations. The day was gloriously fine, and so long
as the weather remained fixed, they meant to keep the

barge out there, merely sending the little punt ashore
for provisions.

To Nebby, it was all just splendid! When he was
not riding his Sea-Horse, he was talking to the men,
or waiting at the gangway eagerly for Granfer's
great copper head-piece to come up out of the water,
as the air-tube and life-line were slowly drawn aboard.
Or else his shrill young voice was sure to be heard,
as he leant over the rail and peered into the depths
below, singing:—


"An' we's under the sea, b'ys.

Where the Wild Horses go,

Horses wiv tails

As big as ole whales

All jiggin' around in a row.

An' when you ses Whoa!

Them debbils does go!"




Possibly, he considered it as some kind of charm with
which to call the Sea-Horses up to view.

Each time the boat went ashore, it brought sad
news, that first this and then that one had gone the
Long Road; but it was chiefly the children that
interested Nebby. Each time that his Granfer came
up out of the depths, Nebby would dance round him
impatiently, until the big helmet was unscrewed;
then would come his inevitable, eager question:—Had
Granfer seen Carry Andrew's li'l gel; or had
Granfer seen Marty's li'l b'y riding the Sea-Horses?
And so on.

"Sure," Granfer would reply; though, several
times, it was his first intimation that the child mentioned
had died; the news having reached the barge
through some passing boat, whilst he was on the sea-bottom.
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"Look you, Nebby!" shouted Ned, the pump-man,
angrily. "I'll shore break that horse of yours
up for kindlin' next time you goes steppin' on the
air-pipe."

It was all too true; Nebby had forgotten, and
done it again; but whereas, generally, he took Ned's
remonstrances in good part, and promised better
things, he stood now, looking with angry defiance
at the man. The suggestion that his Sea-Horse
was made of wood, bred in him a tempest of bitterness.
Never for one moment to himself had he allowed so
horrible a thought to enter his own head; not even
when, in a desperate charge, he had knocked a chip
off the nose of the Sea-Horse, and betrayed the
merciless wood below. He had simply refused to
look particularly at the place; his fresh, child's
imagination allowing him presently to grow assured
again that all was well; that he truly rode a "gen-u-ine"
Sea-Horse. In his earnestness of determined
make-believe, he had even avoided showing Granfer
Zacchy the place, and asking him to mend it, much
as he wanted it mended. Granfer always mended
his toys for him; but this could not be mended.
It was a real Sea-Horse; not a toy. Nebby resolutely
averted his thoughts from the possibility of any other
Belief; though it is likely that such mental processes
were more subconscious than conscious.

And now, Ned had said the deadly thing, practically
in so many naked words. Nebby trembled with
anger and a furious mortification of his pride of
Sea-Horse-Ownership. He looked round swiftly for
the surest way to avenge the brutish insult, and saw

the air-pipe; the thing around which the bother had
been made. Yes, that would make Ned angry!
Nebby turned his strange steed, and charged straight
away back at the pipe. There, with an angry and
malicious deliberateness, he halted, and made the
big front hoofs of his extraordinary monster, stamp
upon the air-pipe.

"You young devil!" roared Ned, scarcely able
to believe the thing he saw. "You young devil!"

Nebby continued to stamp the big hoofs upon the
pipe, glaring with fierce, defiant, blue eyes at Ned.
Whereupon, Ned's patience arose and departed, and
Ned himself arrived bodily in haste and with considerable
vigour. He gave one kick, and the Sea-Horse
went flying across the deck, and crashed into
the low bulwarks. Nebby screamed; but it was
far more a scream of tremendous anger, than of
fear.

"I'll heave the blamed thing over the side!" said
Ned, and ran to complete his dreadful sacrilege.
The following instant, something clasped his right
leg, and small, distinctly sharp teeth bit his bare
shin, below the up-rolled trousers. Ned yelled, and
sat rapidly and luridly upon the deck, in a fashion
calculated to shock his system, in every sense of
the word.

Nebby had loosed from him, the instant his bite
had taken effect; and now he was nursing and examining
the black monster of his dreams and waking
moments. He knelt there, near the bulwarks, looking
with burning eyes of anger and enormous distress
at the effects of Ned's great kick; for Ned wore his
bluchers on his bare feet. Ned himself still endured
a sitting conjunction with the deck; he had not yet
finished expressing himself; not that Nebby was in

the least interested ... anger and distress had
built a wall of fierce indifference about his heart. He
desired chiefly Ned's death.

If Ned, himself, had been less noisy, he would
have heard Binny even earlier than he did; for that
sane man had jumped to the air-pump, luckily for
Granfer Zacchy, and was now, as he worked, emptying
his soul of most of its contents upon the derelict
Ned. As it was, Ned's memory and ears did duty
together, and he remembered that he had committed
the last crime in the Pumpman's Calendar ...
he had left the pump, whilst his diver was still below
water. Powder ignited in quite a considerable
quantity beneath him, could scarcely have moved
Ned more speedily. He gave out one yell, and leaped
for the pump; at the same instant he discovered that
Binny was there, and his gasp of relief was as vehement
as prayer. He remembered his leg, and concluded
his journey to the pump, with a limp. Here, with
one hand he pumped, whilst with the other, he investigated
Nebby's teeth-marks. He found that the
skin was barely broken; but it was his temper that
most needed mending; and, of course, it had been
very naughty of Nebby to attempt such a familiarity.



Binny was drawing in the life-line and air-pipe;
for Granfer Zacchy was ascending the long rope-ladder,
that led up from the sea-bottom, to learn
what had caused the unprecedented interruption of
his air-supply.

It was a very angry Granfer who, presently, having
heard a fair representation of the facts, applied a
wet but horny hand to Nebby's anatomy, in a vigorous
and decided manner. Yet Nebby neither cried nor
spoke; he merely clung on tightly to the Sea-Horse;

and Granfer whacked on. At last Granfer grew
surprised at the continued absence of remonstrance
on Nebby's part, and turned that young man the
other end about, to discover the wherefore of so
determined a silence.

Nebby's face was very white, and tears seemed
perilously near; yet even the nearness of these,
did not in any way detract from the expression of
unutterable defiance that looked out at Granfer and
all the world, from his face. Granfer regarded him
for a few moments with earnest attention and doubt,
and decided to cease whipping that atom of blue-eyed
stubbornness. He looked at the Sea-Horse
that Nebby clutched so tightly, in his silence, and
perceived the way to make Nebby climb down ...
Nebby must go and beg Ned's pardon for trying to
eat him (Granfer smothered a chuckle), or else the
Sea-Horse would be taken away.

Nebby's face, however, showed no change, unless
it was that the blue eyes shone with a fiercer
defiance, which dried out of them that suspicion of
tears. Granfer pondered over him, and had a fresh
idea. He would take the Sea-Horse back again
to the bottom of the sea; and it would then come
alive once more and swim away, and Nebby would
never see it again, if Nebby did not go at once to Ned
and beg Ned's pardon, that very minute. Granfer
was prodigiously stern.

There came, perhaps, the tiniest flash of fright
into the blue eyes; but it was blurred with unbelief;
and, anyway, it had no power at that stage of Nebby's
temper to budge him from his throne of enormous
anger. He decided, with that fierce courage of the
burner of boats, that if Granfer did truly do such
a dreadful thing, he (Nebby) would "kneel down

proper" and pray God to kill Ned. An added relish
of vengeance came to his child's mind.... He
would kneel down in front of Ned; he would pray
to God "out loud." Ned should thus learn beforehand
that he was doomed.

In that moment of inspired Intention, Nebby
became trebly fixed into his Aura of Implacable
Anger. He voiced his added grimness of heart in
the most tremendous words possible:

"It's wood!" said Nebby, glaring at Granfer,
in a kind of fierce, sick, horrible triumph. "It carn't
come back alive again!"

Then he burst into tears, at this dreadful act of
disillusionment, and wrenching himself free from
Granfer's gently-detaining hand, he dashed away aft,
and down the scuttle into the cuddy, where for an
hour he hid himself under a bunk, and refused, in
dreary silence, any suggestion of dinner.

After dinner, however, he emerged, tear-stained
but unbroken. He had brought the Sea-Horse below
with him; and now, as the three men watched him,
unobtrusively, from their seats around the little
cuddy-table, it was plain to them that Nebby had
some definite object in view, which he was attempting
to mask under an attitude of superb but ineffectual
casualness.

"B'y," said Granfer Zacchy, in a very stern voice,
"come you an' beg Ned's pard'n, or I'll shore take
th' Sea-Horse down wiv me, an' you'll never see 'm
no more, an' I'll never ketch ye another, Nebby."

Nebby's reply was an attempted dash for the
scuttle-ladder; but Granfer reached out a long arm,
that might have been described as possessing the
radius of the small cuddy. As a result, Nebby was
put with his face in a corner, whilst Granfer Zacchy

laid the Sea-Horse across his knees, and stroked it
meditatively, as he smoked a restful after-dinner pipe.

Presently, he knocked out his pipe, and, reaching
round, brought Nebby to stand at his knee.

"Nebby, b'y," he said, in his grave, kindly fashion,
"go you an' beg Ned's pard'n, an' ye shall hev this
right back to play wiv."

But Nebby had not been given time yet to ease
himself clear of the cloud of his indignation; and
even as he stood there by Granfer, he could see the
great bruise in the paint, where Ned's blucher had
taken effect; and the broken fluke of the tail, that
had been smashed when the poor Sea-Horse brought
up so violently against the low bulwarks of the barge.

"Ned's a wicked pig man!" said Nebby, with a
fresh intensity of anger against the pump-hand.

"Hush, b'y!" said Granfer, with real sternness.
"Ye've had fair chance to come round, an' ye've
not took it, an' now I'll read ye a lesson as ye'll shore
mind!"

He stood up, and put the Sea-Horse under his
arm; then, with one hand on Nebby's shoulder, he
went to the ladder, and so in a minute they were all
on the deck of the barge. Presently, Granfer was
once more transformed from a genial and burly giant,
into an indiarubber-covered and dome-ended monster.
Then, with a slowness and solemnity befitting so terrible
an execution of justice, Granfer made a fathom, or
so, of spunyard fast about the Sea-Horse's neck,
whilst Nebby looked on, white-faced.

When this was accomplished, Granfer stood up
and marched with ponderous steps to the side, the
Sea-Horse under his arm. He began to go slowly
down the wooden rungs of the rope-ladder, and
presently there were only his shoulders and copper
-headpiece
visible. Nebby stared down in an anguish;
he could see the Sea-Horse vaguely. It
seemed to waggle in the crook of Granfer's arm. It
was surely about to swim away. Then Granfer's
shoulders, and finally his great copper head disappeared
from sight, and there was soon only the
slight working of the ladder, and the paying out of
the air-pipe and life-line, to tell that any one was
down there in all that greyness of the water-dusk;
for Granfer had often explained to Nebby that it
was always "evenin' at th' sea-bottom."

Nebby sobbed once or twice, in a dry, horrid way,
in his throat; then, for quite half an hour, he lay
flat on his stomach in the gangway, silent and watchful,
staring down into the water. Several times he
felt quite sure he saw something swimming with a
queer, waggling movement, a little under the water;
and presently he started to sing in a low voice:—


"An' we's under the sea, b'ys,

Where the Wild Horses go,

Horses wiv tails

As big as ole whales

All jiggin' around in a row,

An' when you ses Whoa!

Them debbils does go!"




But it seemed to have no power to charm the
Sea-Horse up to the surface; and he fell silent, after
singing it through, maybe a dozen times. He was
waiting for Granfer. He had a vague hope, which
grew, that Granfer had meant to tie it up with the
spunyard, so that it could not swim away; and perhaps
Granfer would bring it up with him when he came.
Nebby felt that he would really beg Ned's pardon,
if only Granfer brought the Sea-Horse up with him
again.

A little later, there came the signal that Granfer

was about to ascend, and Nebby literally trembled
with excitement, as the life-line and air-pipe came
in slowly, hand over hand. He saw the big dome of
the helmet come vaguely into view, with the line
of the air-pipe leading down at the usual "funny"
angle, right into the top of the dome (it was an old
type of helmet). Then the helmet broke the water,
and Nebby could not see anything, because the
"rimples" on the water stopped him seeing. Granfer's
big shoulders came into view, and then sufficient
of him for Nebby to see that the Sea-Horse was truly
not with him. Nebby whitened. Granfer had really
let the Sea-Horse go. As a matter of fact, Granfer
Zacchy had tethered the Sea-Horse to some tough
marine weed-rootlets at the sea-bottom, so as to
prevent it floating traitorously to the surface; but
to Nebby it was plain only that the Sea-Horse had
truly "come alive" and swum away.

Granfer stepped on to the deck, and Binny eased
off the great helmet, whilst Ned ceased his last, slow
revolution of the pump-handle.

It was at this moment that Nebby faced round
on Ned, with a white, set, little face, in which his
blue eyes literally burned. Ned was surely doomed
in that instant! And then, even in the Moment of
his Intention, Nebby heard Granfer say to Binny:

"Aye, I moored it wiv the spunyarn safe enough."

Nebby's anger lost its deadliness abruptly, under
the sudden sweet chemistry of hope. He oscillated
an instant between a new, vague thought, and his
swiftly-lessening requirement of vengeance. The new,
vague thought became less vague, and he swayed
the more toward it; and so, in a moment, had rid
himself of his Dignity, and run across to Granfer
Zacchy:


"Has it comed alive, Granfer?" he asked, breathlessly,
with the infinite eagerness and expectancy of
a child.

"Aye!" said Granfer Zacchy, with apparent
sternness. "Ye've sure lost it now, b'y. 'Tis swimmin'
an' swimmin' roun' an' roun' all the time."

Nebby's eyes shone with sudden splendour, as the
New Idea took now a most definite form in his young
brain.

Granfer, looking at him with eyes of tremendous
sternness, was quite non-plussed at the harmless
effect of his expectedly annihilative news concerning
the final and obvious lostness of the Sea-Horse. Yet,
Nebby said never a word to give Granfer an inkling
of the stupendous plan that was settling fast in his
daring child's-mind. He opened his mouth once or
twice upon a further question; then relapsed into the
safety of silence again, as though instinctively realising
that he might ask something that would make Granfer
suspicious.

Presently, Nebby had stolen away once more to
the gangway, and there, lying on his stomach, he
began again to look down into the sea. His anger
now was almost entirely submerged in the great,
glorious New Idea, that filled him with such tremendous
exaltation that he could scarcely lie quiet, or cease from
singing aloud at the top of his voice.
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