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Jack London (1876–1916) spent his youth on the waters of the San Francisco Bay. In 1897, when gold was discovered in the Klondike, he obtained a grubstake and spent a freezing, fruitless winter in the Far North; by spring he was ready to return home to write. In 1900, his collection of short stories Son of the Wolf was published. Two more volumes of Yukon short stories, a juvenile novel, and a Klondike novel followed in rapid succession. Then came his bestselling novel The Call of the Wild (1903) and the beginning of the years that were to bring him wealth and worldwide popularity. The eternal traveler, London served as a correspondent in Japan and Mexico and sailed his own ketch to the Solomon Islands before his death.

In 1966, at Utah State University, Earle Labor, PhD, taught the first Jack London course ever offered in the United States. In 1974, as a Fulbright Professor at Aarhus University in Denmark, he presented the first Jack London course in Western Europe. During the past half century, he has published ten books and nearly one hundred articles on Jack London. He is currently Emeritus Professor of American Literature and Director of the Jack London Research Center at Centenary College of Louisiana.

Ben Bova is the award-winning author of more than one hundred futuristic adventure novels and nonfiction mainstream science books. He is a past president of Science Fiction Writers of America, president emeritus of the National Space Society, and a fellow of the American Association for the Advancement of Science.
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INTRODUCTION

In fewer than twenty years, Jack London produced more than fifty books that have been published in nearly one hundred different languages. At least three of these are widely regarded as classics, including The Sea-Wolf.1 In fact, the Easton Press, which specializes in publishing fine editions, has placed it on the top shelf of “the One Hundred Greatest Books Ever Written” alongside such other famous titles as The Odyssey, The Canterbury Tales, and Moby-Dick.

Perhaps what is most remarkable about London’s output is the extraordinary range of his subjects: the full topical spectrum from adventure and agronomy to war and wildlife. Jack got much of his knowledge about these subjects not only from what he read (he was an omnivorous reader even as a young boy) but also from what he personally experienced. As literary historian Alfred Kazin remarked, “The greatest story Jack London ever wrote was the story he lived.”2 Born out of wedlock, London spent much of his childhood in circumstances of emotional as well as economic deprivation. He was a farm boy at the age of seven; city newspaper carrier at ten; factory “machine slave” at thirteen; gang member and oyster pirate at fifteen; able-bodied seaman and prizewinning author at seventeen; hobo and convict at eighteen; notorious “Boy Socialist” of Oakland at nineteen; Klondike gold seeker at twenty-one; celebrated “American Kipling” and “Bret Harte of the Frozen Northland” at twenty-four; internationally renowned author, social crusader, and war correspondent at twenty-eight; world traveler and adventurer at thirty-one; award-winning stockbreeder and scientific farmer at thirty-five; America’s most famous writer-as-folk-hero by the time of his sudden death from a stroke and heart failure at the age of forty.

The Sea-Wolf is a prime example of fiction based upon London’s experience. He came by sailing naturally. “A sailor is born, not made,” he wrote. “And if a man is a born sailor, and has gone to the school of the sea, never in his life can he get away from the sea again. The salt of it is in his bones as well as his nostrils, and the sea will call to him until he dies.”3 He felt the touch of salt water as a grade schooler living near the Oakland waterfront when he bought an old rowboat with a couple of dollars he managed to save from his newspaper job. After scraping off the barnacles, cleaning and repainting the boat, he fitted it with a sail and began learning how to maneuver it.

During the following years he mastered the demanding skills of saltwater sailing. “San Francisco Bay is no mill pond,” he explained in a letter to Houghton, Mifflin & Company, his first book publisher. “I was a salmon fisher, an oyster pirate, a schooner sailor, a fish patrolman, a longshoreman, and a general sort of bay-faring adventurer—a boy in years and a man amongst men.”4 One of his most exciting adventures was his experience as an oyster pirate. At the age of fifteen, abandoning his factory job as a “machine slave,” Jack had indeed become “a man amongst men,” and those men were the meanest and toughest on the Oakland waterfront. Their characters were hinted at in such names as “Old Smoudge,” “Spider Healy,” “Whisky Bob,” “Big George, with revolvers strapped around his waist to show he meant business,” “Old Scratch” (who had earned his soubriquet from the ugly habit of tearing off the faces of his fighting opponents), and his son “Young Scratch,” the most violent of them all—an illiterate “reckless maniac with the body of a Hercules” and subject to “Berserker rages” that prompted him to do “mad, terrible things.” As London remembered, these hoodlums were “rough men, big and unafraid, weazened wharf-rats, some of them ex-convicts, all of them enemies of the law and meriting jail.”5

Because the oyster beds were controlled by a monopoly that inflated the prices, stealing oysters and underselling the monopoly to the stores and saloons along the Oakland waterfront became a very prosperous business. A pirate could earn more than a month’s factory pay with a single night’s haul. Stealing oysters was also a very dangerous business. London later commented that the miracle of his life was that he lived to the age of twenty-one because most of his friends were either dead or in jail. The raiders had to work at night without being spotted by the armed guards who patrolled the oyster beds. A pirate ran the risk of being shot or sent to prison. Yet London figured, “There was vastly more romance in oyster-pirating than being a machine slave in the factories.” On the news that one of most notorious of the pirates, French Frank, was selling his boat, The Razzle Dazzle, for three hundred dollars, Jack sought financial help from his “Aunt Jennie,” the African-American Virginia Prentiss, who had been his wet nurse when he was an infant. She was like a mother to him and was destined to be one of his dearest lifelong friends. Would she lend her “white child” the princely sum of three hundred dollars? “Would she?” He remembered her unhesitant response: “What she had was mine!”

Three hundred dollars—a year’s wages in the factories! Jack had never in his life seen that much money in one lump sum. He closed the deal with French Frank that afternoon. With his purchase, he acquired not only the Razzle Dazzle but also the affection of French Frank’s mistress, Mamie, who proceeded to make love to him that evening. Because Mamie was known as the “Queen of the Oyster Pirates,” Jack was crowned as “Prince of the Oyster Pirates” among members of the gang. He played the dicey game of pirating for the next year, then wisely decided he might live longer if he switched sides. Moving south on the Bay away from his erstwhile pals, he joined the California Fish Patrol and served for several months as a deputy patrolman. Although dangerous, this was less life-and-law threatening than stealing oysters.

All of these experiences helped prepare him for a more prestigious role on the salt water: that of able-bodied seaman. On January 20, 1893, eight days after his seventeenth birthday, London signed on with this rank aboard the Sophia Sutherland, a 157-ton three-topmast schooner bound for the Bering Sea to hunt seals. Seal fur was highly prized for ladies’ coats, and seal hunting had become a major industry during this era.6 Except for brief stops at the Bonin Islands and Japan, the “Sophie” (as Jack fondly called her) would spend more than half a year on the open seas. Although he possessed a wealth of experience with small boats, London had never sailed on a large vessel before—and for a mere teenager to claim the rank of able-bodied seaman was virtually unheard of. As a rule, years of apprenticeship were required to achieve this status; consequently, Jack was scarcely welcome among the veteran members of this elite maritime fraternity. “It was either a case of holding my own with them or of going under,” he recalled. “I had signed on as an equal, and as an equal I must maintain myself, or else endure seven months of hell under their hands.” He therefore determined to do his share of the work, or more than his share, regardless of danger or difficulty. “I made it a point to be among the first of the watch to go on deck, among the last going below, never leaving a sheet or tackle for someone else to coil over a pin. I was always eager for the run aloft for the shifting of topsail sheets and tacks, or for the setting or taking in of topsails; and in these matters I did more than my share.”7

However, even this attitude was not enough to satisfy all the veterans—especially a burly Swede named “Big Red John,” who tried bullying Jack into doing his own work on “Peggy day.” This was the seaman’s term for each man’s taking his turn in tidying up the cabin, cleaning off the mess table, and doing scullery chores. Thinking he could intimidate Jack, Big Red John commanded him to empty the molasses jar on the mess table. Instead of jumping to do it, Jack sat quietly coiling a rope in his bunk and replied, “I never taste it. ’Taint fit for a hog. It’s your day to grub, so do it yourself.”

The other crew members witnessing the scene were shocked. No one had dared talk back to Big Red John, and they anticipated a thorough manhandling of this young greenhorn. The Swede growled and backhanded Jack. Instead of cowering, London leaped to his feet and hit the bully with a straight right squarely between the eyes. Infuriated, Big Red struck back with his huge fist. Jack dodged the blow and jumped onto the Swede’s back, digging the fingers of both hands into his massive throat. Bellowing with rage, Big Red began jumping up and down, trying to dislodge his passenger. Although Jack’s scalp was cut and bleeding profusely from banging against the overhead beams, he held on, desperately tightening his grip. The entire cabin became a shambles as the slush lamp crashed down and broken pottery and utensils littered the floor as the rest of the astonished crew watched the ferocious battle between this maritime David and Goliath. Big Red, unaware of the damage he was doing to his opponent, began to choke and gasp for breath. Hanging on for dear life and fearing that he himself would pass out before the bully did, Jack tightened his grip with all his strength and yelled, “Will you promise to leave me alone. You gonna promise or not?”

Big Red, “his face tortured and purple,” gurgled a breathless, “Yeah.” Only then did Jack loosen his grip and drop to the floor, and the “Swede reeled and stumbled to his knees like a felled bullock.”8 The other crew members crowded around the bloodied but unbowed victor, giving him their congratulations. From that day until the ship docked in San Francisco on August 26, no one questioned London’s rank of able-bodied seaman.

The seven and a half months aboard the Sophia Sutherland provided the essential background material for two of London’s most important works: his first publication and one of his bestselling masterpieces. A couple of months after Jack returned home, the San Francisco Morning Call announced a contest for young writers, offering a first prize of twenty-five dollars—nearly a month’s factory wages. Jack was now working long hours again as an industrial “machine slave,” but knowing that her son could tell a good story, his mother, Flora, urged him to enter the contest.

“What shall I write about?” he asked her.

“Why not tell about something you did or saw in Japan, or at sea?” she suggested.9 Kept awake for the next two nights with the hot, steaming cups of coffee his mother brought him, London scrawled out “The Story of a Typhoon off the Coast of Japan.” Flora immediately got a friend to type the manuscript and carried it over to the newspaper herself. Jack’s story appeared in the San Francisco Morning Call on Sunday, November 12, 1893—winning over second- and third-prize entries from students at Stanford University and the University of California.

Ten years later, London returned to his memories of that first ocean voyage in The Sea-Wolf. Shortly after finishing his great masterpiece, The Call of the Wild, Jack sent a letter to his editor at the Macmillan Company, George Brett, telling him about another project he had in mind: a sea story that would feature “adventure, storm, struggle, tragedy, and love.” His letter provides a handy if not perfectly clear synopsis of The Sea-Wolf: “My idea is to take a cultured, refined, super-civilized man and woman…and to throw them into a primitive sea-environment where all is stress and struggle…and make this man & woman rise to the situation and come out with flying colors.” What remains somewhat ambiguous is London’s statement that his new novel would be considerably more than a trite sentimental romance because “the human motif, underlying all, will be what I call mastery…. The superficial reader will get the love story & the adventure; while the deeper reader will get all of this, plus the bigger thing lying underneath.”10

When The Sea-Wolf was published in 1904, it was an immediate hit; and it remains one of London’s three most popular novels along with The Call of the Wild and White Fang. Moreover, it has inspired more films than either of the dog novels—a dozen at last count. The reason for its continuing appeal over the past century may be found in the deeper motif Jack called “mastery”—and herein lies the key not only to our full understanding of the novel but also to our appreciation for one of the most memorable characters in all literature: Wolf Larsen. Ambrose Bierce, the provocative virtuoso of mordant cynicism, declared that he felt nothing but contempt for the two sexless lovers. On the other hand, Wolf Larsen was “a tremendous creation [and] a permanent figure in the memory of the reader. You ‘can’t lose’ Wolf Larsen,” Bierce admitted. “The hewing out and setting up of such a figure is enough for a man to do in a lifetime.”11

Bierce was right: It isn’t easy to lose a character who can as readily quote from Shakespeare, Browning, and the Holy Bible as he can kill a man with one blow of his fist. His character is complex, comprising recognizable parts of Milton’s Satan, Nietzsche’s Übermensch, and Shakespeare’s Hamlet (Larsen’s own favorite character). London was familiar with the works of all these famous authors as well as Herman Melville: For example, Larsen has been called “the Captain Ahab of literary naturalism.”12 His pessimistic musings about the “survival of the fittest” and the insignificance of human life reflect the darker aspects of literary naturalism. “I believe that life is a mess,” he declares. “It is like a yeast, a ferment, a thing that moves and may move for a minute, an hour, a year, or a hundred years, but that in the end will cease to move.” Philosophically, he is an absolute materialist—the opposite of idealist. And his brain is a sick brain, as witnessed in the symbolic implications of the tumor that causes his death.

While Larsen is an unforgettable success as a character in the novel, he is a failure as a human being. And herein may be revealed the meaning of London’s statement that the deeper, underlying “human motif” of the novel would be “mastery.” Despite the astonishing personal force that makes him so memorable, Larsen is not the main character in The Sea-Wolf. The main character is the “cultured, refined, super-civilized man” who in the course of action rises from weak-kneed “Hump” to achieve the respected rank of first mate “Mr. Van Weyden.” On this level the novel is an initiation story, similar to Captains Courageous by Rudyard Kipling (one of London’s favorite authors). But as London indicated, his sea story would have more than one level. Van Weyden also transforms from sexless sissy to able-bodied mate for Maud Brewster (modeled after Jack’s second wife, Charmian, with whom he had fallen in love while composing The Sea-Wolf). Like Ishmael in Moby-Dick and Marlow in Heart of Darkness by Joseph Conrad (another of London’s favorites), Van Weyden functions as both narrator and “central intelligence,” the character through whose eyes and recording sensibility we watch the action take place. Also like these other great fictional creations, it is Van Weyden who survives the tragic action. He is ultimately “fitter” to survive than Larsen because he is both idealist and complete human being. Larsen has initiated him into manhood. Maud, who serves as his “anima”—the archetypal soul mate who inspires and guides the hero—ensures his completeness. A crucially important passage occurs in Chapter 14, when Van Weyden explains that there is “no balance” in the lives of the men aboard the Ghost: “Their masculinity, which in itself is of the brute, has been overdeveloped. The other and spiritual side of their natures has been dwarfed—atrophied, in fact.” Wolf Larsen epitomizes this overdeveloped masculinity, which along with his total disregard for spirituality and the welfare of others proves to be fatal. As Humphrey Van Weyden effectively demonstrates, something more than ruthless physical power is needed to achieve true “mastery”; and, as The Sea-Wolf effectively demonstrates, something deeper than “adventure, struggle, and love” is needed for a novel to become a true classic.

The short stories included in this edition provide significant insights into London’s artistic genius and versatility. “The Law of Life” and “The One Thousand Dozen” are based upon his knowledge of the Klondike, where he hunted for gold in 1897–98. The first of these is an evocative dramatization of that aspect of literary naturalism influenced by Darwinian theory—similar to the attitude voiced by Wolf Larsen. The long paragraph starting with “He did not complain” is a clear exposition of that theory: “Nature was not kindly to the flesh. She had no concern for that thing called the individual…. Nature did not care….” However, the story is more than an exposition of naturalism. It poses a question that has become increasingly problematic in our own era: “What do we do with old people when they are no longer able to do for themselves?” The question is universal—and there is no easy answer. Particularly noteworthy is London’s skillful use of point of view. The narrative is told from the perspective of old Koskoosh himself rather than an omniscient observer, thereby lending his predicament more authentic while avoiding undue sentimentalism. For example, through the remembrance of his youth, Koskoosh connects the death of the old moose’s final battle against the wolf pack to his own fate as the inexorable circle closes around him at the end of the story. After all, he concludes, “Was it not the law of life?”

Perhaps less artistically impressive but nonetheless memorable is the ironic tale of “The One Thousand Dozen.” The story is based upon an actual case of a man driven obsessively—indeed fatally—to make his fortune by attempting to transport a very fragile and perishable cargo into the unforgiving wilderness of the far Northland. In depicting the protagonist’s futile exploit, London also produced a vivid, historically accurate description of the terrible hardships endured by those ambitious, often foolhardy Argonauts who participated in the Great Klondike Gold Rush of 1897–98.

The mordant irony of “The One Thousand Dozen” is reminiscent of some of Poe’s darker fiction. Poe was another of London’s favorite authors, as witnessed in “The Terrible and Tragic in Fiction,” his essay celebrating that famous master of the macabre.13 “Moon-Face” also reflects Poe’s influence, particularly in the revenge motif and the first-person narrator’s coldly calculating tone of voice in stories like “The Cask of Amontillado” and “The Tell-Tale Heart.” Although the tone reflects Poe’s influence, London evidently borrowed the idea of a dog’s fetching a stick of dynamite from a similar tale published by another author the year before in The Black Cat, a magazine that specialized in printing weird stories.14

Of the four stories included in this volume, “All Gold Canyon” is the most noteworthy. It embodies some of London’s best lyrical description and dramatic narrative. It also demonstrates his newly awakened ecological conscience, which would lead to his application of the most effective means of preserving the essential fertility of the land in building his model ranch. Even though he never discovered gold in the Klondike, “All Gold Canyon” draws on his experience in pocket mining and perhaps even the year after he’d returned when he tried gold hunting for several weeks in Arizona. His concern about the despoliation of Nature’s pristine beauty was triggered by his move from the city of Oakland to the Sonoma Valley (“Valley of the Moon”) in the spring of 1905. That summer he purchased the first farm that would ultimately become his fourteen-hundred-acre model ranch (“Beauty Ranch”—the present site of the Jack London Vineyards and Jack London State Historical Park).

On June 7, 1905, Jack wrote to his friend and editor, George Brett of the Macmillan Company, that he was buying “130 acres of the most beautiful, primitive land to be found anywhere in California” and that the land contained “canyons…streams…madrono and manzanita galore.”15 He mailed his typed manuscript of “All Gold Canyon” to Century Magazine the next day. Years afterward, in his semi-autobiographical John Barleycorn, he declared that “in the Valley of the Moon I found my paradise.”16 This “paradise” is beautifully depicted in the opening paragraphs of “All Gold Canyon,” where all is quiet, sweet, and virginal—informed by the spirit of peace and “undisturbed by the rumors of far wars.” This is London’s version of the pastoral wilderness, totally different from the frozen-hearted Northland of his Klondike tales and the ruthless savagery of The Sea-Wolf. But this peace is abruptly broken by the invasion of man: the “clash of steel-shod soles” and the loud “singsong voice” of Bill. The pocket miner, “feverish with desire,” proceeds literally to rape Nature’s lovely body as he digs a series of holes up the canyon. Bill, “in whose face geniality and humor [are] the salient characteristics,” is not a villain. With his “calm self-reliance and strength of purpose,” he might even be a hero in a different time and place. But he is totally out of place here; and, though he finds his golden treasure, he nearly pays for it with his life. The last hole he digs proves to be a grave—and it is only by luck and pluck that it is not his own.

The message is clear in “All Gold Canyon”: We despoil Nature’s bountiful gifts at the risk of our own welfare and lives. That message, like London’s indictment of Wolf Larsen’s brutal inhumanity and rapacious seal hunting, is more relevant than ever in the twenty-first century.

—Earle Labor                                   
Centenary College of Louisiana
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THE SEA-WOLF

chapter 1

I scarcely know where to begin, though I sometimes facetiously place the cause of it all to Charley Furuseth’s credit. He kept a summer cottage in Mill Valley, under the shadow of Mount Tamalpais, and never occupied it except when he loafed through the winter months and read Nietzsche and Schopenhauer to rest his brain. When summer came on, he elected to sweat out a hot and dusty existence in the city and to toil incessantly. Had it not been my custom to run up to see him every Saturday afternoon and to stop over till Monday morning, this particular January Monday morning would not have found me afloat on San Francisco Bay.

Not but that I was afloat in a safe craft, for the Martinez was a new ferry-steamer, making her fourth or fifth trip on the run between Sausalito and San Francisco. The danger lay in the heavy fog which blanketed the bay, and of which, as a landsman, I had little apprehension. In fact, I remember the placid exaltation with which I took up my position on the forward upper deck, directly beneath the pilothouse, and allowed the mystery of the fog to lay hold of my imagination. A fresh breeze was blowing, and for a time I was alone in the moist obscurity—yet not alone, for I was dimly conscious of the presence of the pilot and of what I took to be the captain in the glass house above my head.

I remember thinking how comfortable it was, this division of labor which made it unnecessary for me to study fogs, winds, tides, and navigation in order to visit my friend who lived across an arm of the sea. It was good that men should be specialists, I mused. The peculiar knowledge of the pilot and captain sufficed for many thousands of people who knew no more of the sea and navigation than I knew. On the other hand, instead of having to devote my energy to the learning of a multitude of things, I concentrated it upon a few particular things, such as, for instance, the analysis of Poe’s place in American literature—an essay of mine, by the way, in the current Atlantic. Coming aboard, as I passed through the cabin, I had noticed with greedy eyes a stout gentleman reading the Atlantic, which was open at my very essay. And there it was again, the division of labor, the special knowledge of the pilot and captain which permitted the stout gentleman to read my special knowledge on Poe while they carried him safely from Sausalito to San Francisco.

A red-faced man, slamming the cabin door behind him and stumping out on the deck, interrupted my reflections, though I made a mental note of the topic for use in a projected essay which I had thought of calling “The Necessity for Freedom: A Plea for the Artist.” The red-faced man shot a glance up at the pilothouse, gazed around at the fog, stumped across the deck and back (he evidently had artificial legs), and stood still by my side, legs wide apart, and with an expression of keen enjoyment on his face. I was not wrong when I decided that his days had been spent on the sea.

“It’s nasty weather like this here that turns heads gray before their time,” he said with a nod toward the pilothouse.

“I had not thought there was any particular strain,” I answered. “It seems as simple as ABC. They know the direction by compass, the distance, and the speed. I should not call it anything more than mathematical certainty.”

“Strain!” he snorted. “Simple as ABC! Mathematical certainty!”

He seemed to brace himself up and lean backward against the air as he stared at me. “How about this here tide that’s rushin’ out through the Golden Gate?” he demanded, or bellowed, rather. “How fast is she ebbin’? What’s the drift, eh? Listen to that, will you? A bell buoy, and we’re atop of it! See ’em alterin’ the course!”

From out of the fog came the mournful tolling of a bell, and I could see the pilot turning the wheel with great rapidity. The bell, which had seemed straight ahead, was now sounding from the side. Our own whistle was blowing hoarsely, and from time to time the sound of other whistles came to us from out of the fog.

“That’s a ferryboat of some sort,” the newcomer said, indicating a whistle off to the right. “And there! D’ye hear that? Blown by mouth. Some scow schooner, most likely. Better watch out, Mr. Schooner-man. Ah, I thought so. Now hell’s a-poppin’ for somebody!”

The unseen ferryboat was blowing blast after blast, and the mouth-blown horn was tooting in terror-stricken fashion.

“And now they’re payin’ their respects to each other and tryin’ to get clear,” the red-faced man went on as the hurried whistling ceased.

His face was shining, his eyes flashing with excitement, as he translated into articulate language the speech of the horns and sirens. “That’s a steam siren a-goin’ it over there to the left. And you hear that fellow with a frog in his throat—a steam schooner as near as I can judge, crawlin’ in from the Heads against the tide.”

A shrill little whistle, piping as if gone mad, came from directly ahead and from very near at hand. Gongs sounded on the Martinez. Our paddle wheels stopped, their pulsing beat died away, and then they started again. The shrill little whistle, like the chirping of a cricket amid the cries of great beasts, shot through the fog from more to the side and swiftly grew faint and fainter. I looked to my companion for enlightenment.

“One of them daredevil launches,” he said. “I almost wish we’d sunk him, the little rip! They’re the cause of more trouble. And what good are they? Any jackass gets aboard one and runs it from hell to breakfast, blowin’ his whistle to beat the band and tellin’ the rest of the world to look out for him because he’s comin’ and can’t look out for himself! Because he’s comin’! And you’ve got to look out too! Right of way! Common decency! They don’t know the meanin’ of it!”

I felt quite amused at his unwarranted choler, and while he stumped indignantly up and down I fell to dwelling upon the romance of the fog. And romantic it certainly was—the fog, like the gray shadow of infinite mystery, brooding over the whirling speck of earth; and men, mere motes of light and sparkle, cursed with an insane relish for work, riding their steeds of wood and steel through the heart of the mystery, groping their way blindly through the unseen, and clamoring and clanging in confident speech the while their hearts are heavy with incertitude and fear.

The voice of my companion brought me back to myself with a laugh. I too had been groping and floundering, the while I thought I rode clear-eyed through the mystery.

“Hello; somebody comin’ our way,” he was saying. “And d’ye hear that? He’s comin’ fast. Walking right along. Guess he don’t hear us yet. Wind’s in wrong direction.”

The fresh breeze was blowing right down upon us, and I could hear the whistle plainly, off to one side and a little ahead.

“Ferryboat?” I asked.

He nodded, then added, “Or he wouldn’t be keepin’ up such a clip.” He gave a short chuckle. “They’re gettin’ anxious up there.”

I glanced up. The captain had thrust his head and shoulders out of the pilothouse and was staring intently into the fog as though by sheer force of will he could penetrate it. His face was anxious, as was the face of my companion, who had stumped over to the rail and was gazing with a like intentness in the direction of the invisible danger.

Then everything happened, and with inconceivable rapidity. The fog seemed to break away as though split by a wedge, and the bow of a steamboat emerged, trailing fog wreaths on either side like seaweed on the snout of Leviathan. I could see the pilothouse and a white-bearded man leaning partly out of it on his elbows. He was clad in a blue uniform, and I remember noting how trim and quiet he was. His quietness, under the circumstances, was terrible. He accepted destiny, marched hand in hand with it, and coolly measured the stroke. As he leaned there, he ran a calm and speculative eye over us, as though to determine the precise point of the collision, and took no notice whatever when our pilot, white with rage, shouted, “Now you’ve done it!”

On looking back, I realize that the remark was too obvious to make rejoinder necessary.

“Grab hold of something and hang on,” the red-faced man said to me. All his bluster had gone, and he seemed to have caught the contagion of preternatural calm. “And listen to the women scream,” he said grimly—almost bitterly, I thought, as though he had been through the experience before.

The vessels came together before I could follow his advice. We must have been struck squarely amidships, for I saw nothing, the strange steamboat having passed beyond my line of vision. The Martinez heeled over sharply, and there was a crashing and rending of timber. I was thrown flat on the wet deck, and before I could scramble to my feet I heard the scream of the women. This it was, I am certain—the most indescribable of blood-curdling sounds—that threw me into a panic. I remembered the life-preservers stored in the cabin, but was met at the door and swept backward by a wild rush of men and women. What happened in the next few minutes I do not recollect, though I have a clear remembrance of pulling down life preservers from the overhead racks, while the red-faced man fastened them about the bodies of an hysterical group of women. This memory is as distinct and sharp as that of any picture I have seen. It is a picture, and I can see it now—the jagged edges of the hole in the side of the cabin through which the gray fog swirled and eddied; the empty upholstered seats littered with all the evidences of sudden flight, such as packages, hand satchels, umbrellas, and wraps; the stout gentleman who had been reading my essay encased in cork and canvas, the magazine still in his hand, and asking me with monotonous insistence if I thought there was any danger; the red-faced man stumping gallantly around on his artificial legs and buckling life preservers on all comers; and finally, the screaming bedlam of women.

This it was, the screaming of the women, that most tried my nerves. It must have tried, too, the nerves of the red-faced man, for I have another picture which will never fade from my mind. The stout gentleman is stuffing the magazine into his overcoat pocket and looking on curiously. A tangled mass of women with drawn, white faces and open mouths is shrieking like a chorus of lost souls; and the red-faced man, his face now purplish with wrath, and with arms extended overhead as in the act of hurling thunderbolts, is shouting, “Shut up! Oh, shut up!”

I remember the scene impelled me to sudden laughter, and in the next instant I realized I was becoming hysterical myself, for these were women of my own kind, like my mother and sisters, with the fear of death upon them and unwilling to die. And I remember that the sounds they made reminded me of the squealing of pigs under the knife of the butcher, and I was struck with horror at the vividness of the analogy. These women, capable of the most sublime emotions, of the tenderest sympathies, were openmouthed and screaming. They wanted to live, they were helpless, like rats in a trap, and they screamed.

The horror of it drove me out on deck. I was feeling sick and squeamish, and sat down on a bench. In a hazy way I saw and heard men rushing and shouting as they strove to lower the boats. It was just as I had read descriptions of such scenes in books. The tackles jammed. Nothing worked. One boat lowered away with the plugs out, filled with women and children and then with water, and capsized. Another boat had been lowered by one end, and still hung in the tackle by the other end, where it had been abandoned. Nothing was to be seen of the strange steamboat which had caused the disaster, though I heard men saying that she would undoubtedly send boats to our assistance.

I descended to the lower deck. The Martinez was sinking fast, for the water was very near. Numbers of the passengers were leaping overboard. Others, in the water, were clamoring to be taken aboard again. No one heeded them. A cry arose that we were sinking. I was seized by the consequent panic, and went over the side in a surge of bodies. How I went over I do not know, though I did know, and instantly, why those in the water were so desirous of getting back on the steamer. The water was cold—so cold that it was painful. The pang as I plunged into it was as quick and sharp as that of fire. It bit to the marrow. It was like the grip of death. I gasped with the anguish and shock of it, filling my lungs before the life preserver popped me to the surface. The taste of the salt was strong in my mouth, and I was strangling with the acrid stuff in my throat and lungs.

But it was the cold that was most distressing. I felt that I could survive but a few minutes. People were struggling and floundering in the water about me. I could hear them crying out to one another. And I heard also the sound of oars. Evidently the strange steamboat had lowered its boats. As the time went by I marveled that I was still alive. I had no sensation whatever in my lower limbs, while a chilling numbness was wrapping about my heart and creeping into it. Small waves, with spiteful foaming crests, continually broke over me and into my mouth, sending me off into more strangling paroxysms.

The noises grew indistinct, though I heard a final and despairing chorus of screams in the distance and knew that the Martinez had gone down. Later—how much later I have no knowledge—I came to myself with a start of fear. I was alone. I could hear no calls or cries, only the sound of the waves, made weirdly hollow and reverberant by the fog. A panic in a crowd, which partakes of a sort of community of interest, is not so terrible as a panic when one is by oneself; and such a panic I now suffered. Whither was I drifting? The red-faced man had said that the tide was ebbing through the Golden Gate. Was I, then, being carried out to sea? And the life preserver in which I floated? Was it not liable to go to pieces at any moment? I had heard of such things being made of paper and hollow rushes which quickly became saturated and lost all buoyancy. And I could not swim a stroke. And I was alone, floating apparently in the midst of a gray primordial vastness. I confess that a madness seized me, that I shrieked aloud as the women had shrieked and beat the water with my numb hands.

How long this lasted I have no conception, for a blankness intervened, of which I remember no more than one remembers of troubled and painful sleep. When I aroused it was as after centuries of time; and I saw, almost above me and emerging from the fog, the bow of a vessel and three triangular sails, each shrewdly lapping the other and filled with wind. Where the bow cut the water there was a great foaming and gurgling, and I seemed directly in its path. I tried to cry out but was too exhausted. The bow plunged down, just missing me and sending a swash of water clear over my head. Then the long, black side of the vessel began slipping past, so near that I could have touched it with my hands. I tried to reach it in a mad resolve to claw into the wood with my nails, but my arms were heavy and lifeless. Again I strove to call out but made no sound.

The stern of the vessel shot by, dropping as it did so into a hollow between the waves; and I caught a glimpse of a man standing at the wheel and of another man who seemed to be doing little else than smoke a cigar. I saw the smoke issuing from his lips as he slowly turned his head and glanced out over the water in my direction. It was a careless, unpremeditated glance, one of those haphazard things men do when they have no immediate call to do anything in particular, but act because they are alive and must do something.

But life and death were in that glance. I could see the vessel being swallowed up in the fog; I saw the back of the man at the wheel and the head of the other man turning, slowly turning, as his gaze struck the water and casually lifted along it toward me. His face wore an absent expression, as of deep thought, and I became afraid that if his eyes did light upon me he would nevertheless not see me. But his eyes did light upon me and looked squarely into mine, and he did see me, for he sprang to the wheel, thrusting the other man aside, and whirled it round and round, hand over hand, at the same time shouting orders of some sort. The vessel seemed to go off at a tangent to its former course and leapt almost instantly from view into the fog.

I felt myself slipping into unconsciousness and tried with all the power of my will to fight above the suffocating blankness and darkness that was rising around me. A little later I heard the stroke of oars, growing nearer and nearer, and the calls of a man. When he was very near I heard him crying in vexed fashion, “Why in hell don’t you sing out?” This meant me, I thought, and then the blankness and darkness rose over me.


chapter 2

I seemed swinging in a mighty rhythm through orbit vastness. Sparkling points of light spluttered and shot past me. They were stars, I knew, and flaring comets that peopled my flight among the suns. As I reached the limit of my swing and prepared to rush back on the counterswing, a great gong struck and thundered. For an immeasurable period, lapped in the rippling of placid centuries, I enjoyed and pondered my tremendous flight.

But a change came over the face of the dream, for a dream I told myself it must be. My rhythm grew shorter and shorter. I was jerked from swing to counterswing with irritating haste. I could scarcely catch my breath, so fiercely was I impelled through the heavens. The gong thundered more frequently and more furiously. I grew to await it with a nameless dread. Then it seemed as though I were being dragged over rasping sands, white and hot in the sun. This gave place to a sense of intolerable anguish. My skin was scorching in the torment of fire. The gong clanged and knelled. The sparkling points of light flashed past me in an interminable stream, as though the whole sidereal system were dropping into the void. I gasped, caught my breath painfully, and opened my eyes. Two men were kneeling beside me, working over me. My mighty rhythm was the lift and forward plunge of a ship on the sea. The terrific gong was a frying pan, hanging on the wall, that rattled and clattered with each leap of the ship. The rasping, scorching sands were a man’s hard hands chafing my naked chest. I squirmed under the pain of it and half lifted my head. My chest was raw and red, and I could see tiny blood globules starting through the torn and inflamed cuticle.

“That’ll do, Yonson,” one of the men said. “Carn’t yer see you’ve bloomin’ well rubbed all the gent’s skin orf?”

The man addressed as Yonson, a man of the heavy Scandinavian type, ceased chafing me and arose awkwardly to his feet. The man who had spoken to him was clearly a cockney, with the clean lines and weakly pretty, almost effeminate, face of the man who has absorbed the sound of bow bells with his mother’s milk. A draggled muslin cap on his head and a dirty gunnysack about his slim hips proclaimed him cook of the decidedly dirty ship’s galley in which I found myself.

“An’ ’ow yer feelin’ now, sir?” he asked with the subservient smirk which comes only of generations of tip-seeking ancestors.

For reply I twisted weakly into a sitting posture, and was helped by Yonson to my feet. The rattle and bang of the frying pan was grating horribly on my nerves. I could not collect my thoughts. Clutching the woodwork of the galley for support—and I confess the grease with which it was scummed put my teeth on edge—I reached across a hot cooking range to the offending utensil, unhooked it, and wedged it securely into the coal box.

The cook grinned at my exhibition of nerves and thrust into my hand a steaming mug with an “’Ere, this’ll do yer good.” It was a nauseous mess—ship’s coffee—but the heat of it was revivifying. Between gulps of the molten stuff I glanced down at my raw and bleeding chest and turned to the Scandinavian.

“Thank you, Mr. Yonson,” I said; “but don’t you think your measures were rather heroic?”

It was because he understood the reproof of my action, rather than of my words, that he held up his palm for inspection. It was remarkably calloused. I passed my hand over the horny projections, and my teeth went on edge once more from the horrible rasping sensation produced.

“My name is Johnson, not Yonson,” he said in very good, though slow, English, with no more than a shade of accent to it.

There was mild protest in his pale-blue eyes, and withal a timid frankness and manliness that quite won me to him.

“Thank you, Mr. Johnson,” I corrected, and reached out my hand for his.

He hesitated, awkward and bashful, shifted his weight from one leg to the other, then blunderingly gripped my hand in a hearty shake.

“Have you any dry clothes I may put on?” I asked the cook.

“Yes, sir,” he answered with cheerful alacrity. “I’ll run down an’ tyke a look over my kit, if you’ve no objections, sir, to wearin’ my things.”

He dived out of the galley door, or glided rather, with a swiftness and smoothness of gait that struck me as being not so much catlike as oily. In fact, this oiliness, or greasiness, as I was later to learn, was probably the most salient expression of his personality.

“And where am I?” I asked Johnson, whom I took, and rightly, to be one of the sailors. “What vessel is this, and where is she bound?”

“Off the Farallons, heading about sou’west,” he answered slowly and methodically, as though groping for his best English and rigidly observing the order of my queries. “The schooner Ghost, bound seal-hunting to Japan.”

“And who is the captain? I must see him as soon as I am dressed.”

Johnson looked puzzled and embarrassed. He hesitated while he groped in his vocabulary and framed a complete answer. “The cap’n is Wolf Larsen, or so men call him. I never heard his other name. But you better speak soft with him. He is mad this morning. The mate—”

But he did not finish. The cook had glided in.

“Better sling yer ’ook out of ’ere, Yonson,” he said. “The old man’ll be wantin’ yer on deck, an’ this ayn’t no d’y to fall foul of ’im.”

Johnson turned obediently to the door, at the same time, over the cook’s shoulder, favoring me with an amazingly solemn and portentous wink, as though to emphasize his interrupted remark and the need for me to be soft-spoken with the captain.

Hanging over the cook’s arm was a loose and crumpled array of evil-looking and sour-smelling garments.

“They was put aw’y wet, sir,” he vouchsafed explanation. “But you’ll ’ave to make them do till I dry yours out by the fire.”

Clinging to the woodwork, staggering with the roll of the ship, and aided by the cook, I managed to slip into a rough woolen undershirt. On the instant my flesh was creeping and crawling from the harsh contact. He noticed my involuntary twitching and grimacing and smirked.

“I only ’ope yer don’t ever ’ave to get used to such as that in this life, ’cos you’ve got a bloomin’ soft skin, that you ’ave, more like a lydy’s than any I know of. I was bloomin’ well sure you was a gentleman as soon as I set eyes on yer.”

I had taken a dislike to him at first, and as he helped to dress me this dislike increased. There was something repulsive about his touch. I shrank from his hand; my flesh revolted. And between this and the smells arising from various pots boiling and bubbling on the galley fire, I was in haste to get out into the fresh air. Further, there was the need of seeing the captain about what arrangements could be made for getting me ashore.

A cheap cotton shirt with frayed collar and a bosom discolored with what I took to be ancient bloodstains was put on me amid a running and apologetic fire of comment. A pair of workman’s brogans encased my feet, and for trousers I was furnished with a pair of pale-blue, washed-out overalls, one leg of which was fully ten inches shorter than the other. The abbreviated leg looked as though the devil had there clutched for the cockney’s soul and missed the shadow for the substance.

“And whom have I to thank for this kindness?” I asked when I stood completely arrayed, a tiny boy’s cap on my head, and for coat a dirty, striped cotton jacket which reached just below my elbows.

The cook drew himself up in a smugly humble fashion, a deprecating smirk on his face. Out of my experience with stewards on the Atlantic liners at the end of the voyage, I could have sworn he was waiting for his tip. From my fuller knowledge of the creature I now know that the posture was unconscious. An hereditary servility, no doubt, was responsible.

“Mugridge, sir,” he fawned, his effeminate features running into a greasy smile. “Thomas Mugridge, sir, an’ at yer service.”

“All right, Thomas,” I said. “I shall not forget you—when my clothes are dry.”

A soft light suffused his face, and his eyes glistened as though somewhere in the deeps of his being his ancestors had quickened and stirred with dim memories of tips received in former lives.

“Thank you, sir,” he said, very gratefully and very humbly indeed.

Precisely in the way that the door slid back, he slid aside, and I stepped out on deck. I was still weak from my prolonged immersion. A puff of wind caught me, and I staggered across the moving deck to a corner of the cabin, to which I clung for support. The schooner, heeled over far out from the perpendicular, was bowing and plunging into the long Pacific roll. If she were heading southwest as Johnson had said, the wind then, I calculated, was blowing nearly from the south. The fog was gone, and in its place the sun sparkled crisply on the surface of the water. I turned to the east, where I knew California must lie, but could see nothing save low-lying fogbanks—the same fog, doubtless, that had brought about the disaster to the Martinez and placed me in my present situation. To the north, and not far away, a group of naked rocks thrust above the sea, on one of which I could distinguish a lighthouse. In the southwest, and almost in our course, I saw the pyramidal loom of some vessel’s sails.

Having completed my survey of the horizon, I turned to my more immediate surroundings. My first thought was that a man who had come through a collision and rubbed shoulders with death merited more attention than I received. Beyond a sailor at the wheel who stared curiously across the top of the cabin, I attracted no notice whatever.

Everybody seemed interested in what was going on amidships. There, on a hatch, a large man was lying on his back. He was fully clothed, though his shirt was ripped open in front. Nothing was to be seen of his chest, however, for it was covered with a mass of black hair, in appearance like the furry coat of a dog. His face and neck were hidden beneath a black beard intershot with gray, which would have been stiff and bushy had it not been limp and draggled and dripping with water. His eyes were closed, and he was apparently unconscious; but his mouth was wide open, his breast heaving as though from suffocation as he labored noisily for breath. A sailor, from time to time and quite methodically, as a matter of routine, dropped a canvas bucket into the ocean at the end of a rope, hauled it in hand under hand, and sluiced its contents over the prostrate man.

Pacing back and forth the length of the hatchway and savagely chewing the end of a cigar was the man whose casual glance had rescued me from the sea. His height was probably five feet ten inches, or ten and a half; but my first impression, or feel, of the man was not of this, but of his strength. And yet, while he was of massive build, with broad shoulders and deep chest, I could not characterize his strength as massive. It was what might be termed a sinewy, knotty strength, of the kind we ascribe to lean and wiry men, but which, in him, because of his heavy build, partook more of the enlarged gorilla order. Not that in appearance he seemed in the least gorillalike. What I am striving to express is this strength itself, more as a thing apart from his physical semblance. It was a strength we are wont to associate with things primitive, with wild animals and the creatures we imagine our tree-dwelling prototypes to have been—a strength savage, ferocious, alive in itself, the essence of life in that it is the potency of motion, the elemental stuff itself out of which the many forms of life have been molded; in short, that which writhes in the body of a snake when the head is cut off and the snake, as a snake, is dead, or which lingers in a shapeless lump of turtle meat and recoils and quivers from the prod of a finger.

Such was the impression of strength I gathered from this man who paced up and down. He was firmly planted on his legs; his feet struck the deck squarely and with surety; every movement of a muscle, from the heave of the shoulders to the tightening of the lips about the cigar, was decisive and seemed to come out of a strength that was excessive and overwhelming. In fact, though this strength pervaded every action of his, it seemed but the advertisement of a greater strength that lurked within, that lay dormant and no more than stirred from time to time, but which might arouse at any moment, terrible and compelling, like the rage of a lion or the wrath of a storm.

The cook stuck his head out of the galley door and grinned encouragingly at me, at the same time jerking his thumb in the direction of the man who paced up and down by the hatchway. Thus I was given to understand that he was the captain, the “Old Man,” in the cook’s vernacular, the individual whom I must interview and put to the trouble of somehow getting me ashore. I had half started forward to get over with what I was certain would be a stormy five minutes when a more violent suffocating paroxysm seized the unfortunate person who was lying on his back. He wrenched and writhed about convulsively. The chin, with the damp black beard, pointed higher in the air as the back muscles stiffened and the chest swelled in an unconscious and instinctive effort to get more air. Under the whiskers, and all unseen, I knew that the skin was taking on a purplish hue.

The captain, or Wolf Larsen as men called him, ceased pacing and gazed down at the dying man. So fierce had this final struggle become that the sailor paused in the act of flinging more water over him and stared curiously, the canvas bucket partly tilted and dripping its contents to the deck. The dying man beat a tattoo on the hatch with his heels, straightened out his legs, and stiffened in one great tense effort, and rolled his head from side to side. Then the muscles relaxed, the head stopped rolling, and a sigh, as of profound relief, floated upward from his lips. The jaws dropped, the upper lip lifted, and two rows of tobacco-discolored teeth appeared. It seemed as though his features had frozen into a diabolical grin at the world he had left and outwitted.

Then a most surprising thing occurred. The captain broke loose upon the dead man like a thunderclap. Oaths rolled from his lips in a continuous stream. And they were not namby-pamby oaths or mere expressions of indecency. Each word was a blasphemy, and there were many words. They crisped and crackled like electric sparks. I had never heard anything like it in my life, nor could I have conceived it possible. With a turn for literary expression myself and a penchant for forcible figures and phrases, I appreciated, as no other listener I dare say, the peculiar vividness and strength and absolute blasphemy of his metaphors. The cause of it all, as near as I could make out, was that the man, who was mate, had gone on a debauch before leaving San Francisco and then had the poor taste to die at the beginning of the voyage and leave Wolf Larsen short-handed.

It should be unnecessary to state, at least to my friends, that I was shocked. Oaths and vile language of any sort had always been repellent to me. I felt a wilting sensation, a sinking at the heart, and I might just as well say, a giddiness. To me death had always been invested with solemnity and dignity. It had been peaceful in its occurrence, sacred in its ceremonial. But death in its more sordid and terrible aspects was a thing with which I had been unacquainted till now. As I say, while I appreciated the power of the terrific denunciation that swept out of Wolf Larsen’s mouth, I was inexpressibly shocked. The scorching torrent was enough to wither the face of the corpse. I should not have been surprised if the wet black beard had frizzled and curled and flared up in smoke and flame. But the dead man was unconcerned. He continued to grin with a sardonic humor, with a cynical mockery and defiance. He was master of the situation.


chapter 3

Wolf Larsen ceased swearing as suddenly as he had begun. He relighted his cigar and glanced around. His eyes chanced upon the cook.

“Well, Cooky?” he began with a suaveness that was cold and of the temper of steel.

“Yes, sir,” the cook eagerly interpolated with appeasing and apologetic servility.

“Don’t you think you’ve stretched that neck of yours just about enough? It’s unhealthy, you know. The mate’s gone, so I can’t afford to lose you too. You must be very, very careful of your health, Cooky. Understand?”

His last word, in striking contrast with the smoothness of his previous utterance, snapped like the lash of a whip. The cook quailed under it.

“Yes, sir,” was the meek reply, as the offending head disappeared into the galley.

At this sweeping rebuke, which the cook had only pointed, the rest of the crew became uninterested and fell to work at one task or another, A number of men, however, who were lounging about a companionway between the galley and the hatch and who did not seem to be sailors continued talking in low tones with one another. These, I afterward learned, were the hunters, the men who shot the seals, and a very superior breed to common sailorfolk.

“Johansen!” Wolf Larsen called out. A sailor stepped forward obediently. “Get your palm and needle and sew the beggar up. You’ll find some old canvas in the sail locker. Make it do.”

“What’ll I put on his feet, sir?” the man asked after the customary “Aye, aye, sir.”

“We’ll see to that,” Wolf Larsen answered, and elevated his voice in a call of “Cooky!”

Thomas Mugridge popped out of his galley like a jack-in-the-box.

“Go below and fill a sack with coal.”

“Any of you fellows got a Bible or prayer book?” was the captain’s next demand, this time of the hunters lounging about the companionway.

They shook their heads, and someone made a jocular remark which I did not catch, but which raised a general laugh.

Wolf Larsen made the same demand of the sailors. Bibles and prayer books seemed scarce articles, but one of the men volunteered to pursue the quest amongst the watch below, returning in a minute with the information that there was none.

The captain shrugged his shoulders. “Then we’ll drop him over without any palavering, unless our clerical-looking castaway has the burial service at sea by heart.”

By this time he had swung fully around and was facing me.

“You’re a preacher, aren’t you?” he asked.

The hunters—there were six of them—to a man turned and regarded me. I was painfully aware of my likeness to a scarecrow. A laugh went up at my appearance—a laugh that was not lessened or softened by the dead man stretched and grinning on the deck before us; a laugh that was as rough and harsh and frank as the sea itself, that arose out of coarse feelings and blunted sensibilities, from natures that knew neither courtesy nor gentleness.

Wolf Larsen did not laugh, though his gray eyes lighted with a slight glint of amusement; and in that moment, having stepped forward quite close to him, I received my first impression of the man himself, of the man as apart from his body and from the torrent of blasphemy I had heard him spew forth. The face, with large features and strong lines, of the square order, yet well filled out, was apparently massive at first sight; but again, as with the body, the massiveness seemed to vanish and a conviction to grow of a tremendous and excessive mental or spiritual strength that lay behind, sleeping in the deeps of his being. The jaw, the chin, the brow rising to a goodly height and swelling heavily above the eyes—these, while strong in themselves, unusually strong, seemed to speak an immense vigor or virility of spirit that lay behind and beyond and out of sight. There was no sounding such a spirit, no measuring, no determining of metes and bounds, nor neatly classifying in some pigeonhole with others of similar type.

The eyes—and it was my destiny to know them well—were large and handsome, wide apart as the true artist’s are wide, sheltering under a heavy brow and arched over by thick black eyebrows. The eyes themselves were of that baffling protean gray which is never twice the same; which runs through many




































































































OPS/images/cover.jpg
_Q_,_,',,,,ﬂ_.;;;

JAck LONDON

AND SELECTED STORIES






OPS/images/pearson.jpg
ALWAYS LEARNING PEARSON





OPS/images/t-2.png
<

SIGNET CLASSICS





OPS/images/t-1.png





OPS/images/copy.png





OPS/images/copy1.png





