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AMESON only signed articles as first 
officer of the United Packet ship 
Wolverine because he was drunk. 

Jameson sober would never have gone to sea 
on any vessel which carried a Chinaman. 
 Back in the days of square-riggers and 
rum cargoes he had learned his lesson behind 
a smoking revolver with a grinning bunch of 
Orientals crouched in the scuppers preparing 
to rush him. 
 He had seen Chinamen die and been 
unmoved. He had learned that a Chink was a 
little less trustworthy than a rattlesnake, and as 
unlucky as a Maltese cat. He hated the race, 
their color, their slanted eyes, their stealth, and 
their smell. 
 But he hated most of all the trickery of 
them. Since those days on the Pacific he had 
been very careful to examine the names of the 
crew with whom he sailed—very careful, 
indeed, to accept only those berths, where 
Celestials were not employed. 
 Thus the discovery of his mistake left 
Jameson in a white fury. To be sure Wong 
was merely the cook—a personage he might 
readily avoid; yet as the packet cleared for 

Cuba he voiced his feelings in the form of a 
prophecy. 
 “Ever sail on the Pacific.” he asked of 
the skipper. 
 “No,” returned that grizzled veteran: 
“why?” 
 “Because,” said Jameson shortly, “if 
you had you wouldn’t sign on no Chink—
they’re hell!” 
 The captain laughed “Never had any 
trouble from a heathen aboard my vessel. 
Guess you’re a bit sour from last night’s beer. 
Forget it.” 
 But Jameson didn’t. All the way down 
the coast he remembered, and although he 
only saw Wong occasionally, he predicted 
disaster gruffly—a fact which amused and 
angered the captain by turns. 
 When the Wolverine blew a boiler-
tube Jameson blamed Wong. When later, in a 
cross sea, some of the cargo shifted, he didn’t 
forget to mention the Oriental. And so at last, 
influenced and annoyed in spite of himself, 
the long-suffering skipper ordered his first 
officer to belay. 
 Of course the gossip leaked out 
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through unofficial channels to the petty 
officers, received strengthening details there, 
and continued its journey until every soul 
aboard from coal-passers to deck-hands, 
began to look askance at the stolid Wong, who 
was after all, a rather good cook 
 Then came the hurricane which 
fulfilled Jameson’s predictions. It caught the 
Wolverine in a bad latitude just south of Cape 
Florida and fighting the steady northward flow 
of the Gulf Stream There was little time for 
preparation, the glass fell with alarming speed; 
the wind died, the ocean became lifeless 
except for the ground-swell. Groups of men 
gathered forward pointing excitedly to the 
horizon which was gradually closing in, 
shortened by a yellow haze, and now and then 
some one spoke of Wong profanely. 
 Above, Jameson walked the bridge, 
listening to the clatter of dishes from the 
galley. The first officer did most of his 
reasoning by instinct, and usually his 
conclusions were followed by physical 
violence such as a broken head or a dislocated 
shoulder. 
 One of the last of that old school of 
sailermen who believed the law of the high 
seas was the law of might. Jameson had never 
held a master’s certificate. His gnarled hands 
opening and closing like derrick jaws; his 
apelike forearms; his bellowing voice which 
rivaled the very whistle of the steamer-all 
these natural gifts he could more readily use in 
the execution of a command than in the 
construction of it.  
 Just now he, too, thought of the 
Chinaman. The moment was a potential one 
like the strained silence before a battle. He 
would have enjoyed throttling Wong. He even 
considered doing it.  Presently over the water 
came a low moan, menacing, deep, gradually 
dying away. Then the sun turned to a yellow 
lamp and the ocean took on a lighter shade. 
Jameson had experienced all this before in the 
China Sea: he knew exactly what to expect 

 Again the moan filled the air, rose to a 
shrill whistle which hurt one’s ear-drums. And 
suddenly the wind whipped the water flat, 
tearing loose the tops of the groundswells and 
hurling them like ragged snow-flakes at the 
Wolverine. 
 In that first moment every movable 
object went by the board. Life-boat covers 
ripped to threads; deck-guards flapped 
violently and sailed away like ungainly birds 
as the vessel heeled sharply to starboard. The 
crew struggled to reach the companion. 
Jameson, flattened against the bridge rail, saw 
one man miss his foothold, clutch wildly at 
nothing, and go skimming across the deck like 
a sheet of newspaper. The man disappeared in 
the yellow dusk, his cry drowned by the shriek 
of the wind. 
 Now the sea mounted rapidly, 
climbing up over the Wolverine’s bows in 
yellow combers which swept aft. The sun was 
obscured altogether, the sky a yellow glowing 
void through which yellower clouds sped. 
 All that day the vessel labored to keep 
her nose to the wind; and all that day her 
officers stuck to their posts. With the coming 
of night the hurricane settled down to a 
regular gale, and Jameson knew the danger of 
their position. How fast they were drifting 
backward he did not know but somewhere off 
to starboard lay the Great Florida Bank. If 
they drifted too far— He read the same fear in 
the captain’s face, 
 It was just ten o’clock when they 
struck. Jameson, who had been on the bridge, 
was making his precarious way aft to the 
wireless cabin when suddenly a shout from the 
lookout forward halted him. Clinging to the 
safety rope, he turned. 
 There was a deeper note now in the 
air—the thunder of surf. He saw a white line 
leap out of the darkness, a long, angry strip of 
foam. And even as he understood, a terrific 
crash sent him spinning against a transom 
where his body lay pinned by the wreckage of 
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the wireless cabin. 
 When Jameson recovered 
consciousness the sun was shining brightly. 
Cautiously he moved his arms and legs, but 
beyond the stiffness of his limbs he discovered 
no injury. Where he was and what had 
happened for a moment puzzled him, but as 
his head cleared he remembered. He sat up, 
gazing at the devastation about him, and 
trying to imagine what had occurred after the 
blow which had put his mental machinery to 
sleep. 
 One fact became at once apparent: 
when the ship struck, the foremast had gone 
by the board, tearing away the wireless cabin 
and strewing the deck with debris. Not a 
person moved over the dismal expanse of 
vessel; the life-boat davits were empty, the 
doors of the wheel-house yawning open. 
 Jameson got to his feet. He knew now. 
The crew had taken to the boats—he was 
probably alone on the ship, overlooked by his 
comrades in their hurried flight. And then 
suddenly he recalled the nature of the 
Wolverine’s cargo—a consignment of 
American gold for the Cuban government. His 
laugh was a bit shrill. 
 “Some salvage!” he muttered. “Some 
salvage!” 
 He turned to view the sea more 
carefully. 
 And an empty sea it was. Not even the 
reef on which the United Packet boat lay 
sharply slanted showed above the oily, 
ground-swell. The sun hung still in a heaven 
as empty as the sea, starting the tar in the deck 
seams even as it drew the sweat from 
Jameson. 
 Somewhere beyond the horizon—
many, many miles beyond—lay Fowery 
Rocks light—they had sighted it the night 
before—while farther eastward straggled the 
haphazard coral keys of the Bahamas. Not a 
suggestion of smoke promised succor; not a 

cloud broke the monotony. Brilliant, humid, 
forgotten by the off-shore breeze, the Great 
Florida Bank lay like a crouching monster just 
under the surface of a deceiving ocean. 
 He wondered what had become of the 
men in the boats, and which boat had taken off 
the Chink. He was glad to be where he was—
alone! 
 Instinctively Jameson felt for his 
revolver, and assuring himself of its safety, 
started aft on a tour of inspection. Not that he 
expected to find anybody; he was convinced 
every soul on board had either perished in the 
storm or abandoned the vessel. But a cargo of 
gold? Well, he had better be certain. 
 From stoke-hold to master’s cabin he 
searched the ship, finding only chaos and 
disorder. In the boiler-room a flood of water 
blackened by coal dust washed sluggishly in 
and out of the furnace doors, proving 
unquestionably the desperate plight of the 
Wolverine. 
 Except for one disturbing discovery he 
would have been quite satisfied. On the 
forecastle floor he came across the body of a 
sailor with a knife wound through his back. 
Jameson could not account for that, but he 
took the trouble to tie the corpse in a canvas 
sack and sink it. 
 Now quite convinced he alone 
survived, he returned to the second deck, 
intending to secure a bite of food from the 
galley. As he rounded the cabin-house he 
stopped very suddenly, a peculiar, ticklish 
sensation playing along his spine. There, not 
six feet distant and slinking toward him, was 
Wong.  
 Jameson’s frame stiffened. It was as if 
he had known all the time that Wong was 
aboard. Throughout his seafaring days he had 
never been quite able to eliminate the Chinese 
race. Usually in the background, sly, 
shrinking, pussy-footing around on the edge of 
his vision, one or more of them had 
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continually played upon his nerves. 
 He would have liked to wring Wong’s 
neck then and there and toss him overboard to 
the sharks; not because he was afraid of 
Wong, but because that apparently innocent 
yellow heathen represented Jameson’s bogy. 
Secretly the first officer had always felt he 
would die by the hand of a Chink. 
 The Chinaman by the deck-house 
grinned cringingly, his narrow eyes open very 
wide, his claw hands gone mad in a series of 
gesticulations, but he spoke no word. Small, 
wizen, and yellow as parchment, he cringed 
against the white of the cabin wall. 
 “Shut up!” yelped Jameson, his voice 
thin from over-strained nerves. “Shut up that 
sign stuff and listen to me. I’ve got something 
to tell you, you yellow peril. I might have 
reckoned you’d come through alive. 
 “So you thought you’d get a chance at 
some of our gold by knifin’ that fellow below 
decks! You didn’t figure on me! Well. I’m 
wise to you! But my corpse ain’t goin’ 
overboard just yet—not just yet, you slant-
eyed imp of Satan. And when it does there’ll 
be a dead heathen layin’ about somewhere 
ready to go with it. From now on I’m goin’ to 
wear this gun of mine outside. Now get 
for’ard!” 
 With an inscrutable look, Wong slunk 
off around the cabin-house. 
 Then Jameson returned to his vigil of 
the sea, but henceforth he kept one eye on the 
deck behind him. He knew the stealth of the 
Chinese: he must take no chances. 
 By right of desertion he was now 
master of the Wolverine, yet the job did not 
hold forth much promise. With her bottom, 
smashed to scrap-iron, she lay solidly on the 
reef in less than six feel of water, waiting with 
the hopeless soddenness of all wrecks for that 
storm to come which must inevitably spell for 
her total disintegrate. There were no life-boats 
left, not even a life-raft, and all that her bran’-
new skipper inherited beside his job was a 

grinning Celestial bent upon Heaven knew 
what! 
 And so throughout the day Jameson 
watched the horizon, going below at noon for 
a bite to eat, and seeing the Chinaman not at 
all. The sun crawled across the sky, slumped 
in the west, and at last allowed the ocean to 
extinguish it amid a mist of color. 
 Night came swiftly; stars turned the 
heaven to a twinkling sieve; the air hung like 
transparent fog, black, lifeless, heavy; the tide 
crept upon the vessel’s battered places, 
gurgling through the twisted places, washing 
in and out the jagged holes torn by the reef.  
 After eating a cold and solitary supper, 
Jameson went to his cabin on the hurricane 
deck just aft of the demolished wireless 
house—a neat little place still in order and 
terribly suggestive of the civilized routine 
which the packet was never to again know. He 
locked the door carefully, put his revolver 
beside him, and lay down on his bunk. He 
knew he must not sleep, yet the stain of the 
last twenty-four hours had weared him 
mightily. 
 He thought of his hopes, his ambitions, 
his plans for the future, which intimately 
included a girl waiting for him in a Northern 
port He thought of all this dispassionately—as 
if he were merely an onlooker, his mind and 
body being too utterly exhausted for further 
suffering. And in the same manner he realized 
the certainty of his own death. 
 Rescue seemed improbable; ships were 
scarce on the Great Florida Bank, particularly 
when the glass showed alarming at 
atmospheric conditions. Therefore, he would 
probably die as better men had died, meeting 
this new crisis as he had met lesser ones aware 
of his complete surrender to destiny and, 
because he inherited the true qualities of a 
sailor, content to pass on if such be Neptune’s 
decree.  
 Eventually he remembered Wong, and 
wondered what cunning plot that smiling and 



Wong 
 

5

sinister Oriental was at the moment hatching. 
He thought of the Chinaman until he fell 
asleep—a condition which overtook him with 
the inexorable precision of nature. 
 Jameson’s slump into unconsciousness 
despite the uncertainty of his future was 
simply the result of utter relaxation. But he 
could not forget Wong even in his dreams, for 
his subconscious mind painted for him ghastly 
pictures of a yellow devil on a stranded vessel. 
Jameson slept a long while. 
 Then abruptly his dream fled; he was 
cold, shivery, awake, with every nerve 
aquiver. Perhaps it was the moonlight-he 
didn’t know. All was still about him except 
the sea gnawing at the ship’s vitals; all was 
still under the white silence of the moon 
coming through the port. For a time he lay 
there, his eyes searching for some suspicious 
movement, his ears straining to catch a tell-
tale sound. 
 But beyond the hiss of the sea he 
distinguished nothing. The round shaft of 
moonlight coming through the port, the silver 
and dusk of his cabin offered to him that 
intangible loneliness which hangs about a 
wreck like a pall. 
 In all this he sensed subtle warning, 
yet he could foresee no definite danger-—only 
the hint of it which was more unnerving than 
an actuality. Probably the Chinaman was 
asleep. He wondered if Orientals ever slept: he 
could not imagine such a thing. He tried. 
 A shadow darkened the port and was 
gone! Like a cloud crossing the moon’s 
path—and as silent—something had flitted 
along the deck, momentarily cutting off the 
white light. Jameson sat up on his bunk, 
fingering his gun. There was sweat on his 
forehead. 
 Then, suddenly, the shadow returned, 
this time nearer, more concrete. The face was 
really horrible—if it had been a face at all! 
 Jameson’s gun came up by inches even 

while the roots of his hair twitched, but the 
thing faded out, drifting off on the wings of 
God knew what; and he found his gun 
covering the rim of the moon. 
 He laughed silently, mirthlessly, a little 
uncannily, yet he kept his gun on the open 
port. His danger was concrete enough now. He 
had seen it in the face which had smirked at 
him through the deadlight—smirked and 
floated away like poisonous gas. 
 And then he thought of the face again. 
Of course it might have been the face of a 
Chinaman, yet Chinamen were yellow. He 
decided even in the moonlight they would still 
be yellow. But what had stared at him was 
white, gaunt, almost luminous. 
 Could Wong change like that? Could 
Chinks turn white? What rubbish! Yet a new 
horror gripped him, a persistent, growing fear 
which blurred his vision. He was going mad! 
 Ah, that was it! Wong had planned 
it—as a means to an end. He fought back the 
conviction as a drowning man fights to keep 
his head above water, but the breeze stirring 
along the decks whispered to him, “You’re 
mad!” The moon reflected a smirk, and even 
the song of the sea against the ship’s planking 
took up the monotone, “You’re mad—mad—” 
 For a moment he contemplated such a 
state, sitting rigid on his bunk, his face a dead 
white oval in a place of shadows. And then the 
Thing came again, peering at him, framed by 
the port. Its eyes were like burned holes; its 
mouth seemed to frame one word— “Mad!” 
 With a cry he rushed blindly for the 
deck. 
 His eyes were all red now, his lips 
drawn bare of his teeth, and his breath came in 
short gasps. When he reeled up the companion 
steps the moon halted him with its glare. 
 In fact, there seemed to be two moons, 
and the nearer one was concentrating its rays 
on the stranded packet. But Jameson failed to 
understand. A shape flitted behind the deck-
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house to port; he followed at a run, cursing as 
he went. When he rounded the corner he saw 
it disappear between the forward transoms. 
 He stumbled on a cleat, half fell, 
recovered himself in time to whirl at the sound 
of pattering feet behind him. He leveled his 
revolver deliberately, his eyes narrowing to 
tiny, glowing points. His voice was thick. 
 “This time—” he began. 
 Wong was talking his soundless finger 
language, but Jameson paid no heed. 
 “Now!” he roared, “you damned 
supernatural heathen, now!” 
 He pulled the trigger, but the hammer 
clicked harmlessly. At the same instant the 
Chinaman threw his knife which caught the 
moonlight in its gliding arc. There was a cry 
behind Jameson, a heavy thud. The white man 
turned dazedly, but in time to see a ragged 
figure with an automatic pistol clutched in one 
hand pitch face down on the deck, driven there 
by the sheer force of Wong’s blade. 
 That moment, as the twitching figure 
became still, was like a cold breath blowing 
away the fog. Jameson looked at his gun 
which had missed fire: he looked at the 
impassive Wong, and finally he looked again 
at the dead man and understood. 
 So they had not been alone on the 
wreck. Early in the storm he himself had 
released the fellow from the ship’s brig where 
the captain had ordered him imprisoned for 
nearly killing a foremast hand. 

 Lurching over to the Chinaman he 
took him by the shoulders. “Good Lord!” he 
yelled. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 Swiftly the Oriental motioned to his 
mouth; then he spelled two words on his 
fingers. 
 “Me dumb: me dumb.” he repeated 
until his meaning became clear. 
 And then Jameson staggered back as if 
he had been struck a terrible blow. He could 
have better faced the powdering crunch of a 
rough-and-tumble against odds. But this! This 
realization of his own blindness! He cursed 
futilely, weakly, railing at a Providence which 
had sent succor in the guise of a grinning 
heathen. 
 Wong was dumb! Dumb but not deaf 
to the insults heaped upon him! And yet he 
had gone on with the stolidity of his race, 
biding his time, guarding the man who would 
kill him. 
 Now Jameson became very calm. The 
fires of his hate had gone out, leaving him 
shaken; but deep within him he felt a new 
glow which brought him peace. 
 Gropingly he managed to find one of 
Wong’s clawlike hands. “After this we ship 
together,” he muttered. “Savvy? you original 
son-of-a-sea-cook, together.” 
 And even as Wong grinned. Jameson 
was conscious of that second, nearer moon 
now dazzling him with radiance. Presently a 
ship’s gun boomed over the water. 

 


