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tain was coming back, a little. Second
growth stuff was up and crowding, pines
too small to cut twenty years ago were near
merchantable timber now; and the brush—
the damned, crowding, choking brush—
crept and crawled and covered the slope
like sheep’s wool, fought with the second-
growth thickets, blotted out trails, even took
over the abandoned railroad grades. ...

Chan trudged out to the road, hearing
the heightened idiot laughter of the fire
behind him with a sort of dismal fatalism
now. It caught another thicket of young
fir, Christmas tree size, gulped it in with its
triumphant whooshing roar, and he did not
turn his head to look. Once he eyed the
sun in its westering, and thought, She’ll be
shifting again, and again the dull anger
stirred inside him, because there’d be a
quarter-mile face to the fire now, what with
this run north and west, and he was a puny
little bug scrambling through the brush
trying to stop a world afire.

He didn’t try to corral his anger, or
reason about it. He needed it, as a drunk-
ard needs whiskey or a starving man needs
food. He hadn’t anything else to draw on.
Without stopping, he tramped past his
parked pickup and back down his original
trail, where the last thick chunks smoked
and flared sulkily, now that the parent fire
had moved off and away on the shifting
breeze. Chan dropped the mattock, and sct
his shovel into the litter in his next motion,
nioving with a slow grinding determination
that was all he could force out of his stupid
tiredness.

HE HEARD the screaming of
a motor protesting at being
driven too hard in third gear,

: heard its brakes squeal the way
they always did when the brake drums got
sifted with dust, and he waited a moment
until they’d had time to shut off the motor,
then sent a squalling yell up toward the
road to tell them where he was. They yelled
back, and then he could hear them clattering
and crashing up yonder. It was Bert Lauder
and five men.

Lauder was young, two years out of col-
lege, and he looked like the fullback he'd
been—good shoulders and solid legs—he
wore a forest-green shirt open at the neck
and his warden’s badge glinted on his left
shirt pocket flap.. His snug jeans were

rolled to the tops of his twelve-inch boots,
and his black crusher hat was set well for-
ward and the brim was raked up fore and
aft.

He came striding down the little trail
and called, “You all right, Dragoon?”

“Why not?” grunted Chan. He rested
against the sloped shovel a moment, part of
him numbly resenting the fresh untired
strength of the man while another part
almost wept in relief at help coming. He
rolled his tongue around in his mouth, try-
ing to dampen the dry croaking of his voice
and said, “String 'em through here, will
you, Lauder?”

The others came trampling behind Lau-
der, shouldering shovels, and Lauder swung
a quick puzzled look out at the sullen
smoking burn, and back to Chan.

He said with a touch of uncertainty,
“Dragoon, she’s bulling it back up the road.
We’d better head her off up there before
we fool with this back-trail.”

Chan felt the wild anger coming up
again, but he said merely, “Don’t let it fool
you, Lauder. She’s burning cut-over up
there. If she comes across here and gets
into the green stuff we’ll have something on
our hands. Let’s get this first.”

He could see the uncertainty in Lauder.
He swung on those long solid legs and
stared back at the slow methodical con-
sumption of the burn that now worked
away from the trail, and then he said sharp-
ly, “Man, she’s running out on us! We
can’t fool with a lousy back-trail with the
face heading away from us. You gone crazy,
Dragoon?”’ He stared hotly at Chan a mo-
ment longer, then wheeled back on his wait-
ing men and said crisply, “Back to the road.
We’ll corral that face and then—"

Chan said, “No you won't.”

Lauder turned back to him, almost
violently, and the crew shuffled and then
halted in puzzlement.

“Now, look—" said Lauder.

“Look yourself,” said Chan. “This is my
baby, and I’'m handlin’ it. String these boys
out here and let’s get some trail made.
She’ll be boomin’ through here inside of an
hour, and she won’t be foolin’. Now get
on it.”

Lauder stared. He cuffed his hat back
with one hand and the fingers of his other
hand fumbled absently with the glinting
green-tree badge on his pocket flap.
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dled a seachest, saying: ‘“Well, Captain,
according to the scuttlebutt, nobody could
touch you when it came to navigating a
steam schooner in and out of the north
coast lumber ports. What about ship-
wrecks, storms, rescues?’

The old man leaned back, tamping to-
bacco into a blackened pipe. The seamy
lines of his sea-weathered face deepened
and he shook his shaggy gray head.

“You just write that my Queen is be-
ing refitted for a new trade. You say
that my old mate, Joe Maniféld, and Pinky
Malone, my engineer, are coming back with
me. You say we got a job of work to do,
that’s all.”

Marty Stevens choked back a snicker.
Man, that accent was ripe. Yumpin’ Yim-
iny comic book stuff. But maybe he could
use some of it at that. For laughs.

“He did, too, have some experiences,”
the girl protested. ‘“He was shipwrecked
in a skys’l yarder off Cape Horn. He saved
the crew of the Viking off Flattery. He—"

“Karen—"

“That’s good stuff, Cap. Let’s not be
too modest. What about that nickname,
Stormy? You didn’t get that rowing a
boat in Golden Gate park.”

“They call him Stormy,” the girl ex-
plained, “because he always put to sea
regardless of the weather. He still would,
too.”

“Fine. Tell us about the worst storm you
ever bit into, Cap. Weren’t you ever afraid
of losing your ship?”

“Afraid ?”’ Stormy Pete looked puzzled.
“Storms are the same. Some worse than
others. A man waits for fair weather he
don’t go to sea very much.”

Marty frowned and tried a new tack.
Time slipped by and he wasn’t getting
very far with the old boy. Finally: “l.ook,
Cap. 1 need something to hang a story on.
Something to make you look good—"

Marty suddenly drew back, aware of a
pair of fierce blue eves horing into his, a
pipestem waving under his nose and a
voice with the crash of breakers in it.

“Don’t you write no glory for me, son.
You tell about the steam schooners. About
the little wooden ships and the men who sail
the redwood coast fair weather and {foul,
with no wireless, no pilots, no docks, even.
You write about all those skippers who
bring lumber to build the city you live in.

Those sailors, those ships, maybe they like
to be remembered a little, now.”

The roar subsided and Marty said un-
easily, “Sure, Cap—" Nuts, he thought.
Me write a lot of sentimental syrup about
the mud-flat fleet and the skidrow heroes
that manned it? The old guy’s got a few
loose rivets. He ought to be in a sailor’s
howme instead of skippering a ship. Even a
garbage scow.

“Sure, Cap,” he repeated, rising. “I’ll
think ahout that angle.” He glanced at his
watch, then looked at the girl. “I have my
car, Miss Peterson.” This wasn’t a pitch.
This girl wasn’t for him. Her kind played
for keeps and Marty wasn’t having any of
that. He was just being polite, nothing
more. “Could I give you a lift some-
where?”

He could. She didn’t protest that it might
be out of his way. She didn’t hesitate nor
lower her eyelashes. She just smiled and
said, “Why, that would be nice.”

¥
3/ s;; helped her down the companion
= and across the gangway. As he
drove slowly through tracffic and across
the fog-bound bay bridge to the city, they
talked eagerly, gaily, almost like old
friends after a long parting. Marty couldn’t
quite understand it.

No, she hadn’t any boy friends. She
hadn’t anyone except her grandfather. Her
mother hadn’t lived long after Dad’s ship
was lost. Yes, she worked. For a ship
chandlery. A secretary. And she lived
with two other girls in a walk-up flat on
Pine Street. Which, she concluded, was
quite enough about Karen Peterson for the
time being and what about Marty Stevens?

Marty? Just a slug newspaperman,
slamming around on the City Hall or water-
front beat for guild scale and overtime.
Sure, maybe he dreamed about knocking
off the Pulitzer someday, or even writing
a book. The Great American Novel by
Marty Stevens. Get in line, folks, for the
great man’s autograph. . . .

That was the way it went until Marty
pulled up in front of an old gingerbread
building, wondering how he had got there
so quickly. And then he was wondering
how he happened to be standing in a dark-

AND it was nice, too. Her
hand was warm in his as he





























































LOST DORY 87

aged to squeeze the curved fingers back
onto the handles and then I saw that blood
had come through the mittens. I also saw
a little bit of the flesh of my right hand
come away.

I rowed all that day. To the dull pro-
gression of the weary strokes, my soul sat
listening. Dipping feebly and not too far,
lest the sea deprive me, I made my puny
stirs in that vast welter and never knew
whether I stayed on a landward course.
Over and over again, I forced my shoulders
to go forward, raised my arms, forced my
shoulders back.

I began to count. I ran the ﬁgures before
my mind’s eye, tried to show a lively inter-
est as the sum neared one hundred; and
on the hundredth stroke I eagerly left off
rowing and sat down in the bottom of the
dory, my back to the wind. I persuaded
myself somehow, by some mad angle of
reasoning, that this was a proper thing to
do, although the wind still blew against me.
I thought that it came from northwest,
but I wasn’t sharp enough to say for sure.

In a little while, { found that the day
was done and the moonlight hurt my eyes.
I grumbled churlishly against her beauty
and said many times aloud: “Wish she’d
set. Wish she’d set and have done with it.”
Yet I could not leave off gazing. My de-
sire to look into that sunny fire hecame so
keen that I even twisted into the wind to
give my eyes full satisfaction and full pain.

I fixed my hands to the oars again, rowed
on. I counted, too, and because the wind
seemed lessening, T resolved to count this
time to the two hundredth stroke. I ac-
complished, one by one, the first half of this
labor. At the one hundred and first stroke
my heart cried out: “I can no more!”

I ceased to row, lifted my eves to the
moon, for I meant to pray a little to stave
off the waning of my strength.

I had no need of praver. A wondrous
thing happened in the moonglade. A flower
of flame bloomed in the darkness helow the
moon, a flower of flame that stifflv shone
below the moon and high above the sea.
This cold glare came and went like a sun-
beam striking a flower of glass and showed
me that I had seen a form of ice, fired to a
golden hue in that moment.

A shadow fell upon this flower and hid
its vast petals, and then a greater darkness
passed between me and the moon, robbing

the sea of all that lovely light. This dark-
ness swam toward me, rushed over the
shimmering radiance of the unbroken wa-
ter, and cast so thick a pall that I could not
even see Christy’s white face looking at me
from the stern.

I stared at the moon when its glow ap-
peared again, dim and obscure beyond the
wall of darkness. This glow increased
slowly until, at last, a flash of light, green
as the depths of an emerald or of the morn-
ing star, stood where I judged the moon it-
self should be. By all these signs I knew
what T was to see. Trembling, I awaited
the great emergence. I listened for that
never-to-be-forgotten sound of surf above
the tumult of the wind and waves. T held
out my frozen hand to feel the deadly chill
of that majestic presence. I could not hear
that rumble nor feel the greater cold. Yet
I was sure.

“Christy,” T said to that silent form, “a
guide is coming to show us the way.”

CHAPTER 3

A WIND sped under the moon,
split the flow of clouds, and
made a vast area of clear dark-
blue sky, where a star gleamed
clearly and then vanished when the moon-
fire outshone the lesser gleam. It had been
long since I last saw a star and my heart
cheered, even in its amazement.

The moonlight rushed toward me, even
as the darkness had come before, and. the
whole world turned to a rousing glow. Into
this glory of calm light there now came, in
the sublime pace of vore, the first outpost
of the wandering berg—a black headland,
whereon breakers climbed and threw up
jets and fountains of sparkling spray. Next
there came an immense battlement, a glit-
tering, yellow tower that thrust itself half-
way up the face of the moon.

I sat to the oars. I worked my hands
again until they slid onto the handles. I
made my supplication and struck hard. I
made five strokes and turned toward that
monument, a pillar of fire east of the moon.
I rowed five more strokes and turned, five
more and turned again; and then I saw the
obelisk move towering on until it lay
athwart the moon itself, and the cloud-high
column took to itself all that glorious light,
turned itself into a column of molten gold.
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himself. I anxiously watched him by the
dim light of the coals because their agita-
tion had communicated itself to me.

“Get on with it, my good sir!” I said and
tried to smile, doing poorly at it because
my sickness increased and I grew faint.

“T cannot!” he said.

Therefore, my rescuer, who had stood
silently in the shadow of the hearth, stepped
forward and resolutely took up my right
hand. I heard a murmur and thin hands
rested a moment gently upon me. Then I
saw the linen unwrapped, and my little fin-
ger fall off into the rolls of cloth. I looked
dumbly upward and clung with my gaze to
the gaze of those strange, sea-green eyes,
those Buddha eyes, which beseeched me to
stand by in good order. 1 shut my eyes,
let my head droop a little.

“The others?” I whispered.

“We'll save those—"" in a whisper faint
as mine—"‘but you'll néver fish again.”

I OPENED my eves. I saw
that the skin of the other fingers
had split in places. The hurts

. were clean, however, owing to
the power of the curing salt. Even the fin-
ger that the fish-hook had gashed was all
right. Yet some dead parts lay here and
there and these had to be taken away to
keep me from poisoning.

My rescuer turned to the table, moved
the candles nearer, and took up a pair of
silver scissors.

I said, “Please don’t cut my other fingers
off.”

“Dear man, I will not. I'll clear them
and in eight days they’ll heal. So close your
poor eyes and trust to me.”

This I did. Well for me that T could.
My rescuer had no choice, and once I heard
a groan and a whisper. Soon the work was
finished and a tender, joytul voice told me
that not one of these fingers had to be lost.

“You're a brave man,” said I, “and a
good, noble one to help the stranger so.”

“I’'m not a man,” said my rescuer. “I
am a woman.”

“Steady so!” I whispered and tried to
catch hold of myself, but the sickness, cou-
pled with this revelation, struck me hard
amidships and I keeled over, sprawled out
on the bench. I lay thus only a little time,
keeping my left hand free, but my rescuer
calmly heaved me to my seat and simply

said: “I’'m not a man. I'm a woman. I'm
the daughter of that man.” These words,
too, came in the curious accent of the New-
foundlanders of that coast and I had trouble
at first in understanding, but I soon learned.
Also I know that when they conversed with
strangers they made a special effort to speak
as the stranger spoke.

I looked down at those hands, then, and
knew them to be the hands of a woman and
I looked up into the strange, sorrowing eyes
and I knew that they were the eyes of a
woman.

“Twice in your fever,” she said, in a
calm, low v01ce meant to interest me while
she \\orl\ed “you spoke to me as I sat by
you at night Once you called me by an
odd, foreign name. And then, when you
were better, you called me ‘Captain’ and
‘Skipper’ and bade me take aboard your
dory-mate. \Where may he be, your dory-
mate?”’

“My dory-mate,” said I, “is safe enough,
madam. He lies in four fathoms of water
by the flat rock under the wharf yonder.”

“This will be Christy that you called
upon in your fever?”

“That was his name.”

“I'm sorry for you that you lost your
dory-mate.”

I stayed silent and then I said, “This is
no work for a woman, cutting the dead
flesh from a half-dead man! Go out, there-
fore, and send in a man to do this thing.”

l unwrap the folds of linen and,
in so doing, she began again in
her clever tone and told me of the distress
of the island, saying that there was little
food for the women and children and less
for the men, because the winter already
had held them cut off from the mainland
for many weeks. Three men, who had gone
to the mainland for supplies, had not been
able to return and no one knew whether
they still lived.

And she revealed to me, as she undid the
cloths, the secret of her dress and of the
strange apartment in which I lay and she
showed me also the cause of that antique
air which lay upon the rich furnishings.
This island had been in the past a scene of
many shipwrecks and once, in her child-
hood days, a winter storm had cast a great

SHE knelt before me and took
up my right foot. She began to
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