












[Item 21.   A typed 4-sheet, 6-page story.   The title, on the first page is in pencil.] 
A Voice in the Fog. 

  As if by pre-arrangement, five old sea captains had come to spend the 
evening with their old friend, Captain Charlie.   It was a group typical of the 
times on the Cape.   All of the able-bodied men went to sea, some on fishing 
crafts, and many on ships that visited all the principal ports of the world.   
Each one of the of the [sic] half dozen old men could have said as Columbus 
did to the scholars of King Ferdinand’s court, when he was trying to 
convince them of the rotundity of the earth’s surface: “For forty years, as 
boy and man, I have sailed the seas, and wherever keel has plowed in the 
known world of waters, there have I been.”   It was always a lesson in 
geography to listen in to the conversation of these Vikings and fortunate was 
the boy who was permitted to sit in their company. 
  The captains gathered in the kitchen to enjoy their long pipes, while their 
better halves talked over household affairs in the “front room.”   The man 
who seemed to be the leader of the group was Captain “Mark”, the youngest 
of the group, and the most recently retired from the sea.   He had had the 
misfortune to have a quarrel with a mutinous sailor in his last voyage, and 
had shot him in self defense, so he claimed.   
  During the past four years he had been confined in the county jail, 
following the sentence of the Federal Court that had jurisdiction of such 
serious cases on the high seas.   Following the usual small talk over affairs 
of the village, the captain spoke at length in his defence as though he 
deemed it incumbent upon him to clear himself in the eyes of his colleagues, 
but the case had been tried many times in the village tribunal, the village 
store, and the captains were unanimous in the opinion that their friend was 
well within his rights in [over page] disposing of the coolie as he had done. 
  Naturally each of the group had had experiences with mutiny at sea, or 
had had many such cases brought to his attention during his seafaring life.   
so there was a long spell of discussion over such incidents of the sea.   
Finally the talk veered to psychic wonders that had come to the attention of 
the old men, especially in the case of those who had been many times to 
India.   The Cape had a great many Spiritualists then, and the conversation 
turned to supernatural appearances and messages which were commonly 
spoken of in the village. 
  Captain Mark took no part in this conversation, but smoked his long clay 
pipe quietly, as though he were making up his mind to tell an experience of 
his own.   Finally, when a lull had come in the storytelling, he removed his 
pipe, knocked out the ashes, and claimed their attention.   “Boys”, said he, 
“you all regard me as somewhat hardshelled, I know, and you will be 
astonished at hearing from me what I am going to tell you.   I have never 
placed any faith in the testimonies that we have all heard over at the 
Harwich Campmeeting, and I have sneered at the idea that some of our 
friends who have crossed over have returned in spirit form, or th[r]ough a 
medium, to the Spirtiualist Campmeeting to give messages to such of us 



who are still here.   During this last trip, however, I had an experience that 
has somewhat shaken my faith in the absurdity of this matter, and I want to 
assure you that I am speaking the truth, and that I had not been drinking 
when this occurred to me.” 
  “We left San Francisco for a trip around the Horn in fine weather, with a 
favorable wind, and for several days everything went on in the usual 
manner.   We made good time, and there was hardly any occasion of 
changing a sail on our run south until [next page] we crossed the equator, 
and were coasting down the western side of South America.   Then it 
suddenly changed.   The sky became overcast, the weather thick, and for 
days there was no opportunity of taking the sun and finding our position. 
  After several days of this kind of weather, I became sort of anxious.   I 
had figured out our course as well as I could, and it seemed to me that we 
were going as we should, and that we had plenty of sea room.   One day, 
however, for no particular reason, so far as I could see, I became obsessed 
with the idea that everything was not all right, and the feeling persisted 
through the day.   I was nervous and ill at ease.   As evening approached the 
feeling of anxiety increased, and I remained on deck through the night. 
  Some time after midnight I was standing near the man at the wheel 
looking ahead.   The weather was very thick with just breeze enough to keep 
us on our course.   As I stood there there seemed to come a voice from 
somewhere back of me, and overhead, and I heard as distinctly as I hear my 
own voice now the words “Be careful?”   I turned to the man at the wheel, 
and asked him if he had spoken.   He replied that he had not said any thing, 
and trying to think that the matter was due to my mental state, I gave the 
man a plug of tobacco, though I was sure he lied when he said that he had 
none, in response to my query, and told him to remain at the wheel when 
the next watch came on.   He was a fine helmsman, that Jack, and I wanted 
to take all the precautions I could. 
  Strolling about the quarter deck I soon heard the words again, coming 
from behind me, and seeming more insistent than before, “Be careful.”   The 
sailor again denied that he had [over page] spoken.   As I walked away from 
him, I heard again, “Be careful”.   By that time I was thoroughly scared.   
Calling the mate, I ordered him to take in all the sails, heave to, and wait 
until daybreak.   We hove to under bare poles, and I spent an anxious 
[interlined: “few hours”] night waiting for what the dawn would show us. 
  At last the light began to break, and as soon as it was light enough to see 
a distance ahead, the fog having lifted, there right ahead in the direction in 
which we had been driving a few hours before, appeared a rocky coast, with 
the waves dashing against them.   If we had continued another hour in the 
direction we had been headed we should have been inevitably wrecked on 
those rocks, and probably all hands would have been lost.” 
  That is the story, boys.   As I said before, I had not taken but one small 
drink of brandy during the day, and my head was as clear as a bell.   Now, I 
am not a believer in those spiritual things that some of our friends like 



Captain Jim and Captain Steve profess to believe, but I’ll swear on a deck-
load of Bibles that I heard that voice that night, and my mate will bear me 
out as to my action in heaving to, and the sight that we saw when the fog 
lifted, and the light came. 
  The old men stroked their beards in silence for a time, following the end 
of the tale.   Then the oldest, Captain Ben, answered for his friends, and 
they nodded assent to his opinion “Mark, we old sirs are in accord with you 
in our lack of belief in these Spiritualist things.  We, too, have seen many 
strange things on our voyages, some that we cannot account for, and thtat 
we have kept locked up for rear that our mates would ridicule us, or thing 
that our visions were due more to [the page labeled “Item 21 p06” comes next] 
lonesomeness and Jamaica Rum than to any real spirit manifestations.   I 
think that the boys here will let me say for them that, knowing you as we 
do, and have known you as boy and man these fifty years, at sea and on 
shore, we would be the last ones to have any doubt of the truthfulness of 
your story.” 
  So the old captains, by common consent, pocketed their pipes in 
preparation to joining their  wives in the “front room,” and quietly filed in.   
A small boy, however, remained for a while in the kitchen musing, and then 
crept off to bed to dream of storms as sea, and strange spirit voices conning 
the voyage for him. 

[The page that is labeled “Item 21 p05” is a part of this story, but it does not fit within 
the above typed pages as they continue from one to another.   It appears to be an 
after-thought insert, which should go somewhere within the first page, probably to be 
inserted after the first paragraph:] 

  The kitchen in which the captains were sitting was a cosy room, and 
spotlessly clean.   In the center stood the dining table covered between 
meals with a red table cloth.   Between the two windows was a sofa, 
occupied now by two of the men, while the others sat about the table in old-
fashioned rocking chairs, brought in for the occasion.   At one end of the 
room was the cook stove, shining from a recent polishing, and on either side 
of it were the iron doors which opened into the “brick oven” and the ash 
hole, not used these days, but still left as a reminder of the days when 
Captain Charlie’s parents built the house.   On the papered walls hung a 
few pictures, all of them reminiscent of the sea, and one of them the three-
masted schooner that Captain Charlie has commanded during his seafaring 
days.   A comfortable room, just now clouded with smoke from the newly 
lighted pipes. 
  On the north side of the table sat Captain Charlie, a kindly man of more 
than medium height, full bearded, with a face seamed with fine wrinkles.  
On either side sat captains Ed and George, robust men who had sailed 
clipper ships to the far corners of the world until the coming of steam had 
driven sailing vessels from the sea.   At one end of the sofa sat Capt. 
Thomas, the patriarch of the group, with a snow white beard that came well 
down over his vest, and shaggy white hair and eyebrows.   Though an old 



man, he still stood erect as a boy, and his six feet two inches of stature 
towered over his companions.   Captain Mark, the youngest of the group, 
bearded like the others, lacked the bronze coloring that characterized the 
others, but his strong features and clear, sharp eyes would distinguish him 
in any group as [a] man accustomed to command men. 
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