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Walking around the deck in the dark Nick passed the Polish officers sitting in a row of deck chairs. Someone was playing the mandolin. Leon Chocianowicz put out his foot in the dark. 

"Hey, Nick," he said, "where you going?"


"Nowhere. Just walking."


"Sit here. There's a chair."


Nick sat in the empty chair and looked out at the men passing against the light from the sea. It was a warm night in June. Nick leaned back in the chair.


"Tomorrow we get in;" Leon said. "I heard it from the wire-less man."


"I heard it from the barber," Nick said.


Leon laughed and spoke in Polish to the man in the next deck chair. He leaned forward and smiled at Nick.


"He doesn't speak English," Leon said. "He says he heard it from Gaby"


"Where's Gaby?"


"Up in a lifeboat with somebody."


"Where's Galinski"


"Maybe with Gaby."


"No," said Nick. "She told me she couldn't stand him."


Gaby was the only girl on the boat. She had blonde hair which was always coming down, a loud laugh, a good body, and a bad odor of some sort. An aunt, who had not left her cabin since the boat sailed, was taking her back to her family in Paris. Her father had something to do with the French Line and she dined at the captain's table.


"Why doesn't she like Galinski?" Leon asked.


“She said he looked like a porpoise."


Leon laughed again. "Come on," he said, "let's go find him and tell him."


They stood up and walked over to the rail. Overhead the lifeboats were swung out ready to be lowered. The ship was listed, the decks slanted and the lifeboats hung slanted and widely swinging. The water slipped softly, great patches of phosphorescent kelp churned out and sucked and bubbled under.


"She makes good time," Nick said, looking down at the water.


"We're in the Bay of Biscay," Leon said. "Tomorrow we ought to see the land."


They walked around the deck and down a ladder back to the stern to watch the wake phosphorescent and turning like plowed land in perspective. Above them was the gun platform with two sailors walking up and down beside the gun black against the faint glow from the water.


"They're zigzagging," Leon watched the wake.


"All day."


"They say these boats carry the German mails and that's why they're never stink."


"Maybe," said Nick. "I don't believe it."


"I don't either. But it's a nice idea. Let's go find Galinski." They found Galinski in his cabin with a bottle of cognac. He was drinking out of a tooth mug.


"Hello, Anton."


"Hello, Nick. Hello, Leon. Haft a drink."


“You tell him, Nick."


"Listen, Anton. We've got a message for you from a beautiful lady."

 
"I know your beautiful lady. You take that beautiful lady and stick her up a funnel."


Lying on his back he put his feet against the springs and mattress of the upper berth and pushed.


"Carper!" he shouted. "Hey, Carper! Wake up and drink." 

Over the edge of the upper hunk looked a face. It was a round face with steel-rimmed spectacles.


"Don't ask me to drink when I'm drunk."


"Come on down and drink;" Galinski bellowed.


"No;" from the upper berth. "Give me the liquor up here." He had rolled over against the wall again.


"He's been drunk for two weeks;" Galinski said.


"I'm sorry," came the voice from the upper berth. "That can't be an accurate statement because I only met you ten days ago."


"Haven't you been drunk for two weeks, Carper," Nick said. 

"Of course," the Carper said, talking to the wall. "But Galinski has no right to say so."


Galinski jogged him up and down by pushing with his feet. 

"I take it back, Carper," he said. "I don't think you're drunk."


"Don't make ridiculous statements," the Carper said faintly. 

"What are you doing, Anton," Leon asked.


"Thinking about my girl in Niagara Falls."


"Come on, Nick," said Leon. "We’ll leave this porpoise." 

"Did she tell you I was a porpoise?" Galinski asked. She told me I was a porpoise. You know what I said to her in French. 'Mademoiselle Gaby, you have got nothing that has any interest for me.' Take a drink, Nick."


He reached out the bottle and Nick swallowed some of the brandy.


"Leon?"


"No. Come on, Nick. Well leave him."


"I go on duty with the men at midnight," Galinski said.


"Don't get drunk," Nick said.


"I have never been drunk."


In the upper bunk the Carper muttered something. 

"What you say, Carper?"


"I was calling on God to strike him."


"I have neffer been drunk," Galinski repeated and poured the tooth mug half full of cognac.


"Go on, God," the Carper said. "Strike him."


"I have neffer been drunk. I have neffer slept with a woman."


"Come on. Do your stuff, God. Strike him."


"Come on, Nick. Let's get out"


Galinski handed the bottle to Nick. He took a swallow and followed the tall Pole out.


Outside the door they heard Galinski's voice shouting, "I have neffer been drunk. I have neffer slept with a woman. I have neffer told a lie"


"Strike him," came the Carper's thin voice. "Don't take that stuff from him, God. Strike him."


"They're a fine pair," Nick said.


"What about this Carper? Where does he come from?" "He was two years in the ambulance before. They sent him home. He got fired out of college and now he's going back." 

“He drinks too much."


"He isn't happy."


"Let's get a bottle of wine and sleep out in a lifeboat" 

"Come on."


They stopped at the smoking room bar and Nick bought a bottle of red wine. Leon stood at the bar, tall in his French uniform. Inside the smoking room two big poker games were going on. Nick would have liked to play but not on the last night. Everybody was playing. It was smoky and hot with all the portholes closed and shuttered. Nick looked at Leon. "Want to play?"

 
"No. Let's drink the wine and talk." 

"Let's get two bottles then." 

They went out of the hot room onto the deck carrying the bottles. It was not hard to climb out onto one of the lifeboats although it scared Nick to look down at the water as he limbed out on the davits. Inside the boat they made themselves comfortable with life belts to lie back against the thwarts. There was a feeling of being between the sea and the sky. It was not like being on the throbbing of the big boat.


"This is good," said Nick.


"I sleep in one of these every night."


"I'd be afraid I'd walk in my sleep," Nick said. He was uncorking the wine. "I sleep on the deck."


He handed the bottle to Leon. "Keep this and open the other bottle for me," the Pole said.


You take it," Nick said. He drew the cork from the second bottle and clinked it across the dark with Leon. They drank. "You'll get better wine than this in France," Leon said. 

"I won't be in France"


"I forgot. I wish we were going to soldier together."


"I wouldn't be any good," Nick said. He looked over the gunwale of the boat at the dark water below. He had been frightened coming out on the davits.


"I wonder if I'll be scared," he said.


"No," Leon said. "I don't think so."


"It will be fun to see all the planes and that stuff."


"Yes," said Leon. "I am going to fly as soon as I can transfer." 

"I couldn't do that."


"Why not?"


"I don't know."


"You mustn't think about being scared."


"I don't. Really I don't. I never worry about it. I just thought because it made me feel funny corning out onto the boat just now."

 
Leon lay on his side, the bottle straight up beside his head. 

"We don't have to think about being scared," he said. "We're not that kind."


"The Carper's scared," Nick said.


"Yes. Galinski told me."


"That's what he was sent back for. That's why he's drunk all the time."


"He's not like us," Leon said. "Listen, Nick. You and me, we've got something in us."


"I know. I feel that way. Other people can get killed but not me. I feel that absolutely."


"That's it. That's what we've got."


"I wanted to get into the Canadian army but they wouldn't take me."


"I know. You told me"


They both drank. Nick lay back and looked at the cloud of smoke from the funnel against the sky. The sky was beginning to lighten. Maybe the moon was going to come up.


"Have you got a girl, Leon?"


"No."


"None at all?"


"No."


"I got one," Nick said.


"You live with her?"


"We're engaged."


"I never slept with a girl."


"I've been with them in houses."


Leon took a drink. The bottle angled blackly from his mouth against the sky.


"That isn't what I mean. I done that. I don't like it. I mean sleep all night with one you love."


"My girl would have slept with me."


"Sure. If she loved you she'd sleep with you."


"We're going to get married."
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