
THE END OF THE TETHER

Whalley had not moved. His thoughts were darker

than this night in which he had lost his first ship.

" He made me lose a ship."

Another tall figure standing before him amongst the

Utter of the smash on the bridge whispered ...sanely—

" Say nothing of it."

Massy stumbled closer. Captain Whalley heard the

chattering of his teeth.

" I have the coat."

" Throw it down and come along," urged the chatter-

ing voice. "B-b-b-b-boat!"

" You will get fifteen years for this."

Mr. Massy had lost his voice. His speech was a mere

dry rustling in his throat.

« Have mercy !

"
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« Had you any when you made me lose my ship? Mr.

Massy, you shall get fifteen years for this!

"

« I wanted money ! Money! My own money! I will

give you some money. Take half of it. You love

money yourself."

" There's a justice ..."

Massy made an awful effort, and in a strange, half-

choked utterance

—

« You blind devil! It's you that drove me to it.

Captain Whalley, hugging the coat to his breast,

made no sound. The light had ebbed for ever from the

world-let everything go. But this man should not

escape scot-free.

Sterne's voice commanded

—

" Lower away !
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