
THE END OF THE TETHER
Captain Whalley felt along the rail carefully, and,

without a word, cast off the painter. They were ex-

pecting him still down there. They were waiting, tiU

a voice suddenly exclaimed

—

" We are adrift ! Shove off !

"

« Captain Wlialley ! Leap! . . . pull up a little . . .

leap ! You can swim."

In that old heart, in that vigorous body, there was,

that nothing should be wanting, a horror of death that

apparently could not be overcome by the horror of

blindness. But after all, for Ivy he had carried his

point, walking in his darkness to the very verge of a

crime. God had not listened to his prayers. The light

had finished ebbing out of the world ; not a glimmer. It

was a dark waste; but it was unseemly that a Whalley

who had gone so far to carry a p .int should continue

to live. He must pay the price.

« Leap as far as you can, sir; we will pick you up."

They did not hear him answer. But their shouting

seemed to remind him of something. He groped his

way back, and sought for Ut. Massy's coat. He could

swim indeed; people sucked down by the whirlpool of

a sinking ship do come up sometimes to the surface, and

it was unseemly that a Whalley, who had made up his

mind to die, should be beguiled by ch.ince into a

struggle. He would put all these pieces of iron into his

own pockets.

They, looking from the boat, saw the Sofala, a black

mass upon a black sea, lying still at an appalling cant.

No sound came from her. Then, with a great bizarre

[ 374 ]


