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like • ohftrm, like a whispered promiae of myeteriona

delight

"We had been pulling thii finishing spell for

eleven hours. Two polled, and he whose turn it

was to rest sat at the tiller. We had made out

the red light in that bay and steered for it, guess-

ing it most mark some small coasting port. We
passed two vessels, outlandish and high-stemed,
sleeping at anoLor, and, approaohing the light, now
very dim, ran the boat's nose against the end of a

jutting wharf. We were blind with fatignei My
men dropped the oars and fell off the thwarts as

if dead. I mac^e fast to a pil& A current rippled

softly. The scented obsonrity ot the shore was
grouped into v%»t messes, a density of oolossal

dumps of vegetation, probably—mote and fantastio

shapes. And at their foot the semicircle of a

beach gleamed fvlntly, like an illusion. There was
not a light, not a stir, not a sound. The myster-

ious East faced me, perfumed like a flower, silent

like death, dark like a gravei

"And I sat weary beyond expression, exulting like

a oonqoeror, sleepless and entranced as if before a

profound, a fateful enigma.

"A splashing of oars, a measured dip reverberat-

ing on tiie level of water, intensified by the silence of

the shore'into loud daps, made me jump up. A boat,

a European boat, was coming in. I invoked the

name of the dead; I hailed: JutUa ahoy I A thin

shout answered.

"It was the captain. I had beaten the flagship

by three honra, and I was glad to hear the old

man's voice again, tremulous and tired. <Is it yon,


