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  Chapter 10 Violet EffinghamShe flung herself from the bed and

drew the blind.  A chill, grey light penetrated the room.  It was a

little before five.  She would go round to Phillips, wake him up. 

He must be told.The ticking of the little clock was filling the room.

 The thing seemed to have become alive—to be threatening to

burst its heart.  But the thin, delicate indicator moved on. No

sooner does the wind ease than the sea picks up.  The combers

are breaking now, and the boat is tossing like a cork.  Then out of

the blackness the gusts come harder and faster than before.  If

only I knew what was up there to windward in the blackness!  The

Snark is making heavy weather of it, and her lee-rail is buried

oftener than not.  More shrieks and snorts of wind.  Now, if ever,

is the time to call the men.  I will call them, I resolve.  Then there

is a burst of rain, a slackening of the wind, and I do not call.  But

it is rather lonely, there at the wheel, steering a little world

through howling blackness.  It is quite a responsibility to be all

alone on the surface of a little world in time of stress, doing the

thinking for its sleeping inhabitants.  I recoil from the

responsibility as more gusts begin to strike and as a sea licks

along the weather rail and splashes over into the cockpit.  The

salt water seems strangely warm to my body and is shot through

with ghostly nodules of phosphorescent light.  I shall surely call

all hands to shorten sail.  Why should they sleep?  I am a fool to

have any compunctions in the matter.  My intellect is arrayed



against my heart.  It was my heart that said, “Let them sleep.” 

Yes, but it was my intellect that backed up my heart in that

judgment.  Let my intellect then reverse the judgment; and, while

I am speculating as to what particular entity issued that command

to my intellect, the gusts die away.  Solicitude for mere bodily

comfort has no place in practical seamanship, I conclude sagely;

but study the feel of the next series of gusts and do not call the

men.  After all, it is my intellect, behind everything,

procrastinating, measuring its knowledge of what the Snark can

endure against the blows being struck at her, and waiting the call

of all hands against the striking of still severer blows. 
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